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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

AMONG  THE  PAINTERS. 

When  Clive  Newcome  comes  to  be  old,  no  doubt  he 
will  remember  his  Roman  days  as  among  the  happiest  which 
fate  ever  awarded  him.  The  simplicity  of  the  student's  life 
there,  the  greatness  and  friendly  splendor  of  the  scenes  sur- 
rounding him,  the  delightful  nature  of  the  occupation  in  which 
he  is  engaged,  the  pleasant  company  of  comrades  inspired  by 

like  pleasure  over  a  similar  calling,  the  labor,  the  medi- 
tation, the  holiday  and  the  kindly  feast  afterward,  should 
make  the  art-students  the  happiest  of  youth,  did  they  but 
know  their  good  fortune.  Their  work  is,  for  the  most  part, 
delightfully  easy.  It  does  not  exercise  the  brain  too  much, 
but  gently  occupies  it,  and  with  a  subject  most  agreeable  to 
the  scholar.  The  mere  poetic  flame,  or  jet  of  invention, 
needs  to  be  lighted  up  but  very  seldom,  namely,  when  the 
young  painter  is  devising  his  subject,  or  settling  the  compo- 
sition thereof.  The  posing  of  figures  and  drapery  ;  the  dex- 
terous copying  of  the  line  ;  the  artful  processes  of  cross- 
hatching,  of  stumping,  of  laying  on  lights,  and  what  not  ;  the 
arrangement  of  color,  and  the  pleasing  operations  of  glazing 
and  the  like,  are  labors  for  the  most  part  merely  manual. 
These,  with  the  smoking  of  a  proper  number  of  pipes,  carry 
the  student  through  his  day's  work.  If  you  pass  his  door  you 
will  very  probably  hear  him  singing  at  his  easel.  I  should 
like  to  know  what  young  lawyer,  mathematician,  or  divinity 
scholar,  can  sing  over  his  volumes,  and  at  the  same  time 
advance  with  his  labor  ?  In  every  city  where  art  is  prac- 
ticed there  are  old  gentlemen  who  never  touched  a  pencil  in 
their  lives,  but  find  the  occupation  and  company  of  artists  so 
agreeable  that  they  are  never  out  of  the  studios  ;  follow  one 
generation  of  painters  after  another  ;  sit  by  with  perfect  con- 
tentment while  Jack  is  drawing  his  pifferaro,  or  Tom  design- 
ing his  cartoon,  and  years  afterward,  when  Jack  is  established 
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in  Newman  Street,  and  Tom  a  Royal  Academician,  shall  still 
be  found  in  their  rooms,  occupied  now  by  fresh  painters  and 
pictures,  telling  the  youngsters,  their  successors,  what  glo- 
rious fellows  Jack  and  Tom  were.  A  poet  must  retire  to 
privy  places  and  meditate  his  rhymes  in  secret  ;  a  painter  can 
practice  his  trade  in  the  company  of  friends.  Your  splendid 
chef  d^ecole,  a  Rubens  or  a  Horace  Vernet,  may  sit  with  a  sec- 
retary reading  to  him  ;  a  troop  of  admiring  scholars  watching 
the  master's  hand  ;  or  a  company  of  court  ladies  and  gentle- 
men (to  whom  he  adresses  a  few  kind  words  now  and  again) 
looking  on  admiringly;  while  the  humblest  painter,  be  he 
ever  so  poor,  may  have  a  friend  watching  at  his  easel,  or  a  , 
gentle  wife  sitting  by  with  her  work  in  her  lap,  and  with  fond 
smiles,  or  talk  or  silence,  cheering  his  labor. 

Among  all  ranks  and  degrees  of  painters  assembled  at 
Rome,  Mr.  Clive  found  companions  and  friends.  The  clever- 
est man  was  not  the  best  artist,  very  often  ;  the  ablest  artist 
not  the  best  critic  nor  the  best  companion.  Many  a  man 
could  give  no  account  of  the  faculty  within  him,  but  achieved 
success  because  he  could  not  help  it  ;  and  did,  in  an  hour  and 
without  effort,  that  which  another  could  not  effect  with  half 
a  life's  labor.  There  were  young  sculptors  who  had  never 
read  a  line  of  Homer,  who  took  on  themselves,  nevertheless, 
to  interpret  and  continue  the  heroic  Greek  art.  There  were 
young  painters  with  the  strongest  natural  taste  for  low  humor, 
comic-singing,  and  cider-cellar  jollifications,  who  would  imi- 
tate nothing  under  Micliael  Angelo,  and  whose  canvases 
teemed  with  tremendous  allegories  of  fates,  furies,  genii  of 
death  and  battle.  There  were  long-haired  lads  who  fancied 
the  sublime  lay  in  the  Peruginesque  manner,  and  depicted 
saintly  personages  with  crisp  draperies,  crude  colors,  and  halos 
of  gold-leaf.  Our  friend  marked  all  these  practitioners  of 
art,  with  their  various  oddities  and  tastes,  and  was  welcomed 
in  the  ateliers  of  all  of  them,  from  the  grave  dons  and  seniors, 
the  senators  of  the  French  and  English  Academy,  down  to 
the  jovial  students  who  railed  at  the  elders  over  their  cheap 
cups  at  the  '  Lepre.'  What  a  gallant,  starving,  generous, 
kindly  life  many  of  them  led  !  What  fun  in  their  grotesque 
airs,  what  friendship  and  gentleness  in  their  poverty  !  How 
splendidly  Carlo  talked  of  the  marquis  his  cousin,  and  the 
duke  his  intimate  friend  !  How  great  Fcderigo  was  on  the  sub- 
ject of  his  wrongs  from  the  Academy  at  home,  a  pack  of 
tradesmen  who  could  not  understand  high  art,  and  who  had 
never  seen  a  good  picture      With  what  haughtiness  Augusto 
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swaggered  about  at  Sir  John's  soirees,  though  he  was  known 
to  have  borrowed  Feriiando's  coat,  and  Luigi's  dress-boots  ! 
If  one  or  the  other  was  ill,  how  noblvand  generously  his  com- 
panions flocked  to  comfort  him,  took  turns  to  nurse  the  sick 
man  through  nights  of  fever,  contributed  out  of  their  slender 
means  to  help  him  through  his  difliculty.  Max,  who  loves 
fine  dresses  and  the  carnival  so,  gave  up  a  costume  and  a 
carriage  so  as  to  help  Paul,  Paul,  when  he  sold  his  picture 
(through  the  agency  of  Pietro,  with  whom  he  had  quarreled, 
and  who  recommended  him  to  a  ])atron),  gave  a  third  of  the 
money  back  to  Max,  and  took  another  third  portion  to  Lazaro, 
with  his  poor  wife  and  children,  who  had  not  got  a  single 
order  all  that  winter — and  so  the  story  went  on.  I  have  heard 
Clive  tell  of  two  noble  young  Americans  who  came  to  Europe 
to  studv  their  art :  of  whom  the  one  fell  sick  while  the  other 
supported  his  penniless  comrade,  and  out  of  sixpence  a  day 
absolutely  kept  but  a  penny  for  himself,  giving  the  rest  to  his 
sick  copmanion.  *  I  should  like  to  have  known  that  Good 
Samaritan,  sir,'  our  Colonel  said,  twirling  his  mustache,  when 
we  saw  him  again,  and  his  son  told  him  that  story. 

J.  J.,  in  his  steady,  silent  way,  worked  on  every  day,  and  for 
many  hours  every  day.  When  Clive  entered  their  studio  of  a 
morning,  he  found  J.  J.,  there,  and  there  he  left  him.  When 
the  Life  Academy  was  over,  at  night,  and  Clive  went  out  to 
his  soirees,  J.  J.  lighted  his  lamp  and  continued  his  happy 
labor.  He  did  not  care  for  the  brawling  supper-parties  of  his 
comrades  ;  liked  better  to  stay  at  home  than  to  go  into  the 
world,  and  w^as  seldom  abroad  of  a  night  except  during  the 
illness  of  Luigi,  before  mentioned,  when  J.  J.  spent  constant 
evenings  at  the  other's  bedside.  J.  J.  was  fortunate  as  well 
as  skillful ;  people  in  the  world  took  a  liking  to  the  modest 
young  man,  and  he  had  more  than  one  order  for  pictures. 
The  Artists'  Club,  at  the  *  Lepre,'  set  him  down  as  close  with 
his  money  ;  but  a  year  after  he  left  Rome,  Lazaro  and  his 
wife,  who  still  remained  there,  told  a  different  tale.  Clive 
Newcome,  when  he  heard  of  their  distress,  gave  them  some- 
thing— as  much  as  he  could  spare  ;  but  J.  J.  gave  more,  and 
Clive  was  as  eager  in  acknowledging  and  admiring  his  friend's 
generosity  as  he  was  in  speaking  of  his  genius.  His  was  a 
fortunate  organization  indeed.  Study  was  his  chief  amuse- 
ment. Self-denial  came  easily  to  him.  Pleasure,  or  what  is 
generally  called  so,  had  little  charm  for  him.  His  ordinary 
companions  were  pure  and  sweet  thoughts  ;  his  outdoor 
enjoyment  the  contemplation  of  natural  beauty  ;  for  recre- 
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ation,  the  hundred  pleasant  dexterities  and  manipulations  of 
his  craft  were  ceaselessly  interesting  to  him  ;  he  would  draw 
every  knot  in  an  oak  panel,  or  every  leaf  in  an  orange-tree, 
smiling,  and  taking  a  gay  delight  over  the  simple  feats  of 
skill;  whenever  you  found  him  he  seemed  watchful  and  serene, 
his  modest  virgin  lamp  alwa^'s  lighted  and  trim.  No  gusts  of 
passion  extinguished  it;  no  hopeless  wandering  in  the  darkness 
afterward  led  him  astray.  Wayfarers  through  the  world,  we 
meet  now  and  again  with  such  purity,  and  salute  it,  and  hush 
while  it  passes  on. 

We  have  it  under  Clive  Newcome's  own  signature  that  he 
intended  to  pass  a  couple  of  years  in  Italy,  devoting  himself 
exclusively  to  the  study  of  his  profession.  Other  besides  pro- 
fessional reasons  were  working  secretly  in  the  young  man's 
mind,  causing  him  to  think  that  absence  from  England  was  the 
best  cure  for  a  malady  under  which  he  secretly  labored.  But 
change  of  air  may  cure  some  sick  people  more  speedily  than 
the  sufferers  ever  hoped  ;  and  also  it  is  on  record  that  young 
men  with  the  very  best  intentions  respecting  study  do  not  fulfill 
them,  and  are  led  away  from  their  scheme  by  accident,  or  pleas- 
ure, or  necessity,  or  some  good  cause.  Young  Clive  worked 
sedulously  two  or  three  months  at  his  vocation  at  Rome, 
secretly  devouring,  no  doubt,  the  pangs  of  sentimental  disap- 
pointment under  which  he  labored ;  and  he  drew  from  his 
models,  and  he  sketched  round  about  everything  that  suited  his 
pencil  on  both  sides  of  Tiber  ;  and  he  labored  at  the  Life 
Academy  of  nights — a  model  himself  to  the  other  young  stu- 
dents. The  symptoms  of  his  sentimental  malady  began  to 
abate.  He  took  an  interest  in  the  affairs  of  Jack,  and  Tom, 
and  Harry  round  about  him  ;  Art  exercised  its  great  healing 
influence  on  his  wounded  spirit,  which,  to  be  sure,  had  never 
given  in.  The  meeting  of  the  painters  at  the  Cafe  Greco, 
andat  their  private  houses, wasvery  jovial,  pleasant,  and  lively. 
Clive  smoked  his  pipe,  drank  his  glass  of  Marsala,  sang  his 
song,  and  took  part  in  the  general  chorus  as  gayly  as  the 
jolliest  of  the  boys.  He  was  the  cock  of  the  whole  painting 
school,  the  favorite  of  all  ;  and  to  be  liked  by  the  people,  you 
may  be  pretty  sure  that  we,  for  our  parts,  must  like  them. 

Then,  besides  the  painters,  he  had,  as  he  has  informed  us, 
the  other  society  of  Rome.  Every  winter  there  is  a  gay  and 
pleasant  English  colony  in  that  capital,  of  course  more  or  less 
remarkable  for  rank,  fashion,  and  agreeability,  with  every  vary- 
ing year.  In  Clive's  year  some  very  pleasant  folks  set  up  their 
winter  quarters  in  the  usual  foreigners'  resort  round  about  the 
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Piazza  di  Spagna.  I  was  amused  to  find,  lately,  on  looking 
over  the  travels  of  the  respectable  INF.  de  PoUnitz,  that,  a  hun- 
dred and  twenty  years  ago,  the  same  quarter,  the  same  streets 
and  palaces,  scarce  changed  from  those  days,  were  even  then 
polite  foreigners'  resort.  Of  one  or  two  of  the  gentlemen, 
Clive  had  made  the  acquaintance  in  the  hunting-field  ;  others 
he  had  met  during  his  brief  appearance  in  the  London  world. 
Being  a  youth  of  great  personal  agility,  fitted  thereby  to  the 
graceful  performance  of  polkas,  etc.  ;  having  good  manners, 
and  good  looks,  and  good  credit  with  Prince  Polonia,  or  some 
other  banker,  Mr.  Newcome  was  thus  made  very  welcome  to 
the  Anglo-Roman  society  ;  and  as  kindly  received  in  genteel 
houses,  where  they  drank  tea  and  danced  the  galop,  as  in 
those  dusty  taverns  and  retired  lodgings  where  his  bearded 
comrades,  the  painters,  held  their  meetings. 

Thrown  together  every  day,  and  night  after  night  ;  flocking 
to  the  same  picture-galleries,  statue-galleries,  Pincian  drives, 
and  church  functions,  the  English  colonists  at  Rome  perforce 
become  intimate,  and  in  many  cases  friendly.  They  have  an 
English  library  where  the  various  meets  for  the  week  are  pla- 
carded :  on  such  a  day  the  Vatican  galleries  are  open  ;  the 
next  is  the  feast  of  Saint  so-and-so  ;  on  Wednesday  there  will 
be  music  and  vespers  at  the  Sistine  Chapel ;  on  Thursday  the 
Pope  will  bless  the  animals — sheep,  horses,  and  what-not  ;  and 
flocks  of  English  accordingly  rush  to  witness  the  benediction 
of  droves  of  donkeys.  In  a  word,  the  ancient  city  of  the 
Caesars,  the  august  fanes  of  the  Popes,  with,  their  splendor  and 
ceremony,  are  all  mapped  out  and  arranged  for  English  diver- 
sion ;  and  we  run  in  a  crowd  to  high  mass  at  St.  Peter's,  or  to 
the  illumination  on  Easter-day,  as  we  run  when  the  bell  rings 
to  the  Bosjesmen  at  Cremorne,  or  the  fireworks  at  Vauxhall. 

Running  to  see  fireworks  alone,  rushing  off  to  examine 
Bosjesmen  by  one's  self  is  a  dreary  work  !  I  should  think  very 
few  men  would  have  the  courage  to  do  it  unattended,  and  per- 
sonally would  not  prefer  a  pipe  in  their  own  rooms.  Hence  if 
Clive  went  to  see  all  these  sights,  as  he  did,  it  is  to  be  con- 
cluded that  he  went  in  company,  and  if  he  went  in  company 
and  sought  it,  we  may  suppose  that  little  affair  which  annoyed 
him  at  Baden  no  longer  tended  to  hurt  his  peace  of  mind  very 
seriously.  The  truth  is,  our  countrymen  are  pleasanter 
abroad  than  at  home  ;  most  hospitable,  kindly,  and  eager  to 
be  pleased  and  to  please.  You  see  a  family  half  a  dozen  times 
in  a  week  in  the  little  Roman  circle,  whom  you  shall  not  meet 
twice  in  a  season  afterward  in  the  enormous  London  round. 
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When  Easter  is  over  and  everybody  is  going  away  at  Rome, 
you  and  your  neighbor  shake  hands,  sincerely  sorry  to  part : 
in  London  we  are  obliged  to  dilute  our  kindness  so  that  there 
is  hardly  any  smack  of  the  original  milk.  As  one  by  one  the 
pleasant  families  dropped  off  with  whom  Clive  had  spent  his 
happy  winter  ;  as  Admiral  Freeman's  carriage  drove  away, 
whose  pretty  girls  he  caught  at  St.  Peter's,  kissing  St.  Peter's 
toe  ;  as  Dick  Denby's  family  ark  appeared  with  all  Denby's 
sweet  young  children  kissing  farewells  to  him  out  of  window  ; 
as  those  three  charming  Miss  Baliols  with  whom  he  had  that 
glorious  day  in  the  Catacombs  ;  as  friend  after  friend  quitted 
the  great  city  with  kind  greetings,  warm  pressures  of  the  hand, 
and  hopes  of  meeting  in  a  yet  greater  city  on  the  banks  of  the 
Thames,  young  Clive  felt  a  depression  of  spirit.  Rome  was 
Rome,  but  it  was  pleasanter  to  see  it  in  company  ;  our  painters 
are  smoking  still  at  the  Cafe  Greco,  but  a  society  all  smoke 
and  all  painters  did  not  suit  him.  If  Mr.  Clive  is  not  a  Michael 
Angelo  or  a  Beethoven,  if  his  genius  is  not  gloomy,  solitary, 
gigantic,  shining  alone,  like  a  lighthouse,  a  storm  round  about 
him  and  breakers  dashing  at  his  feet,  I  cannot  help  myself  ; 
he  is  as  Heaven  made  him,  brave,  honest,  gay,  and  friendly,  and 
persons  of  a  gloomy  turn  must  not  look  to  him  as  a  hero. 

So  Clive  and  his  companion  worked  away  with  all  their 
hearts  from  November  until  far  into  April,  when  Easter  came, 
and  the  glorious  gala  with  which  the  Roman  Church  celebrates 
that  holy  season.  By  this  time  Clive's  books  were  full  of 
sketches.  Ruins  imperial  and  mediaeval  ;  peasants  and  bag- 
pipemen  ;  Passionists  with  shaven  polls  ;  Capuchins  and  the 
equally  hairy  frequenters  of  the  Cafe  Greco  ;  painters  of  all 
nations  who  resort  there  ;  cardinals  and  their  queer  equipages 
and  attendants  ;  the  Holy  Father  himself  (it  was  Gregory,  six- 
teenth of  the  name)  ;  the  dandified  English  on  the  Pincio  and 
the  wonderful  Roman  members  of  the  hunt — were  not  all  these 
designed  by  the  young  man  and  admired  by  his  friends  in  after 
days  ?  J.  J.'s  sketches  were  few,  but  he  had  painted  two  beauti- 
ful little  pictures,  and  sold  them  for  so  good  a  price  that  Prince 
Polonia's  people  were  quite  civil  to  him.  He  had  orders  for 
yet  more  pictures,  and  having  worked  very  hard,  thought  him- 
self authorized  to  accompany  Mr.  Clive  upon  a  pleasure  trip  to 
Naples,  which  the  latter  deemed  necessary  after  his  own  tre- 
mendous labors.  He  for  his  own  part  had  painted  no  pictures, 
though  he  had  commenced  a  dozen  and  turned  them  to  the 
wall  ;  but  he  had  sketched,  and  dined,  and  smoked,  and 
danced,  as  we  have  seen.    So  the  little  britzska  was  put  be- 
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hind  horses  again,  and  our  two  friends  set  out  on  their  tour, 
having  quite  a  crowd  of  brother  artists  to  cheer  them,  who  had 
assenihled  and  liad  a  bre  ak  fast  for  the  purpose  at  tliat  com- 
fortable osteria  near  tlie  J.ateran  Gate.  How  the  fellows 
flung  their  liats  up,  and  shouted, '  Lebe  wohl,'  and  '  Adieu,'  and 
*  God  bless  you,  old  boy,'  in  many  languages  !  Clive  was  the 
young  swell  of  the  artists  of  that  year,  and  adored  by  the 
whole  of  the  jolly  company.  Iliis  sketches  were  pronounced 
on  all  hands  to  be  admirable  ;  it  was  agreed  that  if  he  chose 
he  might  do  anything. 

So  with  ])r()mises  of  a  speedy  return  they  left  behind  them 
the  noble  city,  which  all  love  who  once  have  seen  it,  and  of 
which  we  think  ever  afterward  with  the  kindness  and  the 
regard  of  home.  They  dashed  across  the  Campagna  and  over 
the  beautiful  hills  of  Albano,  and  sped  through  the  solemn 
Pontine  Marshes,  and  sto})})ed  to  roost  at  Terracina  (which 
was  not  at  all  like  Fra  Diavolo's  Terracina  at  Covent  Garden,, 
as  J.  J.  was  distressed  to  remark),  and  so  galloping  onward 
through  a  hundred  ancient  cities  that  crumble  on  the  shores  of 
the  beautiful  Mediterranean,  behold,  on  the  second  day,  as  they 
ascended  a  hill  about  noon,  Vesuvius  came  in  view,  its  great 
shape  shimmering  blue  in  the  distant  haze,  its  banner  of  smoke 
in  the  cloudless  sky.  And  about  five  o'clock  in  the  evening  (as 
everybody  will  wiio  starts  from  Terracina  early  and  pays  the 
post-boy  well),  the  travelers  came  to  an  ancient  city,  walled 
and  fortified,  with  drawbridges  over  the  shining  moats. 

*  Here  is  Capua,'  says  J.  J.,  and  Clive  burst  out  laughing  ; 
thinking  of  his  Capua  which  he  had  left — how  many  months — 
years  it  seemed  ago.  From  Capua  to  Naples  is  a  fine  straight 
road,  and  our  travelers  w^ere  landed  at  the  latter  place  at 
supper-time  ;  where,  if  they  had  quarters  at  the  Vittoria  Hotel, 
they  were  as  comfortable  as  any  gentlemen-painters  need  wish 
to  be  in  this  world. 

The  aspect  of  the  place  was  so  charming  and  delightful  to 
Clive  :  the  beautiful  sea  stretched  before  his  eyes  when  wak- 
ing, Capri  a  fairy  island  in  the  distance,  ia  the  amethyst  rocks  of 
which  sirens  might  be  playing  ;  that  fair  line  of  cities  skirting 
the  shore  glittering  white  along  the  purple  water  ;  over  the 
whole  brilliant  scene  Vesuvius  rising,  with  cloudlets  playing 
round  its  summit,  and  the  country  bursting  out  into  that 
glorious  vegetation  with  which  sumptuous  nature  decorates 
every  spring  ;  this  city  and  scene  of  Naples  were  so  much  to 
Clive's  liking  that  I  have  a  letter  from  him,  dated  a  couple  of 
days  after  the  young  man's  arrival,  in  which  he  announces  his- 
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intention  of  staying  there  forever,  and  gives  me  an  invitation 
to  some  fine  lodgings  in  a  certain  palazzo,  on  which  he  has  cast 
his  eye.  He  is  so  enraptured  with  the  place,  that  he  says  to 
die  and  be  buried  there  even  would  be  quite  a  treat,  so  charm- 
ing is  the  cemetery  where  the  Neapolitan  dead  repose. 

The  Fates  did  not,  however,  ordain  that  Clive  Newcome 
should  pass  all  his  life  at  Naples.  His  Roman  banker  presently 
forwarded  a  few  letters  to  his  address  ;  some  which  had 
arrived  after  his  departure,  others  which  had  been  lying  at  the 
poste  restante,  with  his  name  written  in  perfectly  legible 
characters,  but  which  the  authorities  of  the  post,  according  to 
their  custom,  would  not  see  when  Clive  sent  for  them. 

It  was  one  of  these  letters  which  Clive  clutched  the  most 
eagerly.  It  had  been  lying  since  October,  actually,  at  the 
Roman  post,  though  Clive  had  asked  for  letters  there  a  hun- 
dred times.  It  was  that  little  letter  from  Ethel,  in  reply  to  his 
own,  whereof  we  have  made  mention  in  a  previous  chapter. 
There  was  not  much  in  the  little  letter.  Nothing,  of  course, 
that  Virtue  or  Grandmamma  might  not  read  over  the  young 
Avriter's  shoulder.  It  was  affectionate,  simple,  rather  melan- 
choly ;  described  in  a  few  words  Sir  Brian's  seizure  and  present 
condition  ;  spoke  of  Lord  Kew,  who  wac  mending  rapidly,  as 
if  Clive,  of  course,  was  aware  of  his  accident ;  of  the  children  ; 
of  Clive's  father  ;  and  enrled  with  a  hearty  *  God  bless  you,' 
to  Clive,  from  his  sincere  Ethel. 

*  Yon  boast  of  itc  being  over.  You  see  it  is  not  over,^  says 
Clive's  monitor  and  companion.  '  Else,  why  should  you  have 
dashed  at  that  letter  before  all  the  others,  Clive  ? '  J.  J.  had 
been  watching,  not  without  interest,  Clive's  blank  face  as  he 
read  the  young  lady'c  note. 

*  How  do  you  know  who  wrote  the  letter  ? '  asks  Clive. 

*  I  can  read  the  cignature  in  your  face,'  says  the  other, 
*  and  I  could  almost  tell  the  contents  of  the  note.  Why  have 
you  such  a  tell-tale  face,  Clive  ?' 

*  It  is  over  ;  but  when  a  man  has  once,  you  know,  gone 
through  an  affair  like  that,'  says  Clive,  looking  very  grave, 
*he — ^he's  anxious  to  hear  of  Alice  Gray,  and  how  she'r:  getting 
on,  you  see,  my  good  friend.'  And  he  began  to  shout  out  as 
of  old  : 

'  Her  heart  i8  another'8,  she— never— can— be— mine  ; ' 

and  to  laugh  at  the  end  of  the  song.  *  Well,  well,'  says  he, 
*it  is  a  very  kind  note,  a  very  proper  little  note  ;  the  expres- 
sions is  elegant,  J.  J.,  the  sentiments  is  most  correct,  All  the 
little  ^'s  is  most  properly  crossed  and  all  the  little  I's  have  dots 
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over  their  little  heads.  It's  a  sort  of  a  prize  note,  don't  you  see  ? 
and  one  such  as,  in  the  old  spelling-book  story,  the  good  boy 
received  a  plum-cake  for  writing.  Perhaps  you  weren't  edu- 
cated on  the  old  spelling-book,  J.  J.?  My  good  old  father 
taught  me  to  read  out  of  his — I  say,  I  think  it  was  a  shame  to 
keep  the  old  bo}'  waiting  while  I  have  been  giving  an  audience 
to  tliis  young  lady.  Dear  old  father  ! '  and  he  apostrophized 
the  letter.  '  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir  ;  Miss  Newcome  requested 
five  minutes'  conversation,  and  I  was  obliged,  from  politeness, 
you  know,  to  receive.  There's  nothing  between  us  ;  nothing 
but  what's  most  correct,  upon  m}-  honor  and  conscience.'  And 
he  kissed  his  father's  letter,  and  calling  out  again,  *  Dear  old 
father ! '  proceeded  to  read  as  follows  : 

'  Your  letters,  my  dearest  Clive,  have  been  the  greatest  cocnfort  to  me,  I  seem  to 
hear  you  as  I  read  them.  I  can't  but  think  that  thie,  the  modern  and  natural  style,  is 
a  great  progress  upon  the  old-fashioned  manner  of  my  day,  when  we  used  to  begin  to 
our  fathers,  "  Honored  Father,"  oreven  "  Honored  Sir"  some  precisians  nsQUio  write 
still  from  Mr.  Lord's  Academy,  at  Tooting,  where  I  went  before  Grey  Friars'— though 
I  suspect  parents  were  more  honm'ed  in  those  days  than  nowadays.  I  know  one  who  had 
rather  be  trusted  than  honored  ;  and  you  may  call  me  what  you  please,  so  as  you  do 
that. 

'  It  is  not  only  to  me  your  letters  give  pleasure.  Last  week  I  took  yours  from 
Baden  Baden,  No.  3,  September  15,  into  Calcutta,  and  could  not  help  showing  it  at  the 
Government  House,  where  I  dined.  Your  sketch  of  the  old  Russian  Princess  and  her 
little  boy,  gambling,  was  capital.  Colonel  Buckmaster,  Lord  Bagwig's  private  secretary, 
knew  her,  and  says  it  is  to  a  T.  And  I  read  out  to  some  of  my  young  fellows  what  you 
said  about  play,  and  how  you  had  given  it  over.  I  very  much  fear  some  of  the  young 
rogues  are  at  dice  and  brandy  pawnee  before  tiffin.  What  you  say  of  young  Ridley,  I 
take  cum  grano.   His  sketches  1  thought  very  agreeable  ;  but  to  compare  them  to  a 

certain  gentleman's   Never  mind,  I  shall  not  try  to  make  him  think  too  well  of 

himself.   I  kissed  dear  Ethel's  hand  in  your  letter.   I  write  her  a  long'letter  by  this  mail. 

'  If  Paul  de  Florae  in  any  way  resembles  his  mother,  between  you  and  him  there  ought 
to  be  a  very  warm  regard.  I  knew  her  when  I  was  a  boy,  long  before  you  were  born  or 
thought  of  ;  and  in  wandering  forty  years  through  the  world  since.  I  have  seen  no  woman 
in  my  eyes  so  good  or  so  beautiful.  Your  cousin  Ethel  reminded  me  of  her  ;  as  hand- 
some, but  not  so  lovely.  Yes,  it  was  that  pale  lady  you  saw  at  Paris,  with  eyes  full  of 
care,  and  hair  streaked  with  gray.  So  it  will  be  the  turn  of  you  young  folks,  come  eight 
more  lustres,  and  your  heads  will  be  bald  like  mine,  or  gray  like  Mme.  de  Florae's,  and 
bending  over  the  ground  where  we  are  lying  in  quiet.  I  understand  from  you  that 
young  Paul  is  not  in  very  flourishing  circumstances.  If  he  still  is  in  need,  mind  and 
be  his  banker,  and  /  will  be  yours.  Any  child  of  hers  must  never  want  when  I  have  a 
spare  guinea.  I  do  not  mind  telling  you,  sir,  that  I  cared  for  her  more  than  millions  of 
euineas  once  ;  and  half  broke  my  heart  about  her  when  I  went  to  India,  as  a  young  chap. 
So,  if  any  such  misfortunes  happen  toyow,  consider,  my  boy,  you  are  not  the  anly  one. 

'  Binnie  writes  me  word  that  he  has  been  ailing,  I  hope  you  are  a  good  correspond- 
ent with  him.  What  made  me  turn  to  him  just  after  speaking  of  unlucky  love-affairs  ? 
Could  I  be  thinking  about  little  Rosey  Mackenzie  ?  She  is  a  sweet  little  lass,  and  James 
will  leave  her  a  pretty  piece  of  money.  Verbum  sap.  I  should  like  you  to  marry  ;  but 
God  forbid  you  should  marry  for  a  million  of  gold  mohurs. 

'And  gold  mohurs  bring  me  to  another  subject.  Do  you  know,  I  narrowly  missed 
losing  half  a  lac  of  rupees  which  I  had  at  an  agent's  here  ?  And  who  do  you  think 
warned  me  about  him  ?  Our  friend  Rummun  Loll,  who  has  lately  been  in  England,  and 
with  whom  I  made  the  voyage  from  Southampton.  He  is  a  man  of  wonderful  tact  and 
observation.  I  used  to  think  meanly  of  the  honesty  of  natives,  and  treat  them  haugh- 
tily, as  I  recollect  doing  this  very  gentleman  at  your  uncle  Newcome's  in  Bryanstone 
Square.  He  heaped  coals  of  fire  on  my  head  by  saving  my  money  for  me  ;  and  I  have 
placed  it  at  interest  in  his  house.  If  I  would  but  listen  to  him,  my  capital  might  be 
trebled  in  a  year,  he  says,  and  the  interest  immensely  increased  He  enjoys  the  greatest 
esteem  among  the  monied  men  here  ;  keeps  a  splendid  establishment  and  house  here, 
in  Barrackpore  ;  is  princely  in  his  benefactions.  He  talks  to  me  about  the  establish- 
ment of  a  bank,  of  which  the  profits  are  so  enormous  and  the  scheme  so  (seemingly) 
clear,  that  I  don't  know  whether  I  mayn't  be  tempted  to  take  a  few  shares.  Nous 
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vemms.  Several  of  my  friends  are  longing  to  have  a  finger  in  it ;  but  be  rare  of  this,  I 
Bball  do  nothing  rashly  and  without  the  very  best  advice. 

'  I  have  not  been  frightened  yet  by  your  drafts  upon  me.  Draw  as  many  or  iiieec  aa 
you  please.  You  know  I  don't  half  like  the  other  kind  of  drawing,  except  as  a  dUasse- 
ment ;  but  if  you  chose  to  be  a  weaver,  like  my  grandfather,  I  should  not  say  you  nay. 
Don't  stint  yourself  of  money  or  of  honest  pleasure.  Of  what  good  is  money,  unleea 
we  can  make  those  we  love  happy  with  it  ?  There  would  be  no  need  for  me  to  save, 
if  you  were  to  save  too.  So,  and  as  you  know  as  well  as  I  what  our  means  are,  in  every 
honest  way  use  them.  I  should  like  you  not  to  pass  the  whole  of  next  year  in  Italy, 
but  to  come  home  and  pay  a  visit  to  honest  James  Binnie.  1  wonder  how  the  old  bar- 
rack in  Fitzroy  Square  looks  without  me  ?  Try  and  go  round  by  Paris  on  your  way 
home,  and  pay  your  visit,  and  carry  your  father's  fond  remembrances  to  Mme.  la  Com- 
tesse  de  Florae.  I  don't  say  remember  me  to  my  brother,  as  I  write  Brian  by  this  mail. 
Adieu,  mons  fils  !  je  t'embrasse  !— and  am  always  my  Ciive  s  affectionate  father, 

'  T.  N,' 

*  Isn't  he  a  noble  old  trump  ! '  That  point  had  been  settled 
by  the  young  men  any  time  these  three  years.  And  now  Mr. 
J.  J.  remarked  that  when  Clive  had  read  his  father's  letter  once, 
then  he  read  Ethel's  over  again,  and  put  it  in  his  breast-pocket, 
and  was  very  disturbed  in  mind  that  day,  pishing  and  pshawing 
at  the  statue  gallery,  which  tliey  went  to  see  at  the  Museo. 

*  After  all,'  says  Clive,  *  what  rubbish  these  second-rate 
statues  are  !  what  a  great  hulking  abortion  is  this  brute  of  a 
Farnese  Hercules  !  There's  only  one  bit  in  the  whole  gallery 
that  is  worth  a  twopenny-piece.' 

It  was  the  beautiful  fragment  called  Psyche.  J.  J.  smiled 
as  his  comrade  spoke  in  admiration  of  this  statue — in  the  slim 
shape,  in  the  delicate  formation  of  the  neck,  in  the  haughty 
virginal  expression,  the  Psyche  is  not  unlike  the  Diana  of  the 
Louvre — and  the  Diana  of  the  Louvre,  we  have  said,  was  like 
a  certain  young  lady. 

*  After  all,'  continues  Clive,  looking  up  at  the  great  knotted 
legs  of  that  clums\',  caricatured  porter  which  Glykon  the 
Athenian  sculptured  in  bad  times  of  art  surely,  *  she  could 
not  write  otherwise  than  she  did — don't  you  see  ?  Her  letter 
is  quite  kind  and  affectionate.  You  see  she  says  she  shall 
always  hear  of  me  with  pleasure  :  hopes  I'll  come  back  soon, 
and  bring  some  good  pictures  with  me,  since  pictures  I  will  do. 
She  thinks  small-beer  of  j)ainter8,  J.  J. — well,  we  don't  think 
small-beer  of  ourselves,  my  noble  friend.  I — I  suppose  it  must 
be  over  by  this  time,  and  I  may  write  to  her  as  the  Countess  of 
Kew.'  The  custode  of  the  apartment  had  seen  admiration  and 
wonder  expressed  by  hundreds  of  visitors  to  his  marble  Giant  ; 
but  he  had  never  known  Hercules  occasion  emotion  before,  as 
in  the  case  of  the  young  stranger  who,  after  staring  a  while  at 
the  statue,  dashed  his  hand  across  his  forehead  with  a  groan, 
and  walked  away  from  before  the  graven  image  of  the  huge 
Strongman,  who  had  himself  been  made  such  a  fool  by  women., 

*My  father  wants  me  to  go  and  see  James  and  Mrae.  de 
Florae,'  says  Clive,  as  they  stride  down  the  street  to  the  Toledo. 
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J.  J.  puts  his  arm  througli  liis  companion's,  which  is  deep  in 
the  pocket  of  his  velvet  paletot.  *  You  must  not  go  home  till 
you  hear  it  is  over,  Clive,'  whispers  J.  J. 

*  Of  course  not,  old  boy,'  says  the  other,  blowing  tobacco 
out  of  his  shaking  head. 

Not  very  long  after  their  arrival,  we  may  be  sure  they  went 
to  Pompeii,  of  which  place,  as  this  is  not  an  Italian  tour,  but  a 
history  of  Clive  Newcome,  Esquire,  and  his  most  respectable 
family,  we  shall  offer  to  give  no  description.  The  young  man 
liad  read  Sir  Bulwer  Lytton's  delightful  story,  which  has  be- 
come the  history  of  Pompeii,  before  they  came  thither,  and 
Pliny's  description  apud  the  '  Guide-Book.'  Admiring  the 
wonderful  ingenuity  with  which  the  English  writer  had  illus- 
trated the  place  by  his  text,  as  if  the  houses  were  so  many 
pictures  to  which  he  had  appended  a  story,  Clive,  the  wag,  who 
Avas  alwaysindulging  his  vein  for  caricature,  was  proposing  that 
they  should  take  the  same  place,  names,  people,  and  make  a 
burlesque  story.  'What  would  be  a  better  figure,' says  he, 
'  than  Plinv's  mother,  whom  the  historian  describes  as  exceed- 
ingly  corpulent,  and  walking  away  from  the  catastrophe  with 
slaves  holding  cushions  behind  her,  to  shield  her  plump  per- 
son from  the  cinders  !  Yes,  old  Mrs.  Pliny  shall  be  my 
heroine  ! '  says  Clive.  A  picture  of  her  on  a  dark  gray  paper, 
and  touched  up  with  red  at  the  extremities,  exists  in  Clive's 
album  to  the  present  day. 

As  they  were  laughing,  rattling,  wondering,  mimicking,  the 
cicerone  attending  them,  with  his  nasal  twaddle,  anon  pausing 
and  silent,  yielding  to  the  melancholy  pity  and  wonder  which 
the  aspect  of  that  strange,  sad,  smiling,  lonely  place  inspires  ; 
behold,  they  come  upon  another  party  of  English,  two  young 
men  accompanying  a  lad}^ 

*  What,  Clive  ! '  cries  one. 

*  My  dear,  dear  Lord  Kew  ! '  shouts  the  other  ;  and  as  each 
young  man  rushes  up  and  grasps  the  two  hands  of  the  other, 
they  both  begin  to  blush.  .  . 

Lord  Kew  and  his  family  resided  in  a  neighboring  hotel  on 
the  Chiafa  at  Naples,  and  that  very  evening,  on  returning  from 
the  Porapeian  excursion,  the  two  painters  were  invited  to  take 
tea  by  those  friendlj'-  persons.  J.  J.  excused  himself,  and  sat 
at  home  drawing  all  night.  Clive  went,  and  passed  a  pleasant 
evening  ;  in  which  all  sorts  of  future  tours  and  pleasure-parties 
were  projected  by  the  young  men.  They  were  to  visit  Psestum, 
Capri,  Sicily  :  why  not  Malta  and  the  East?  asked  Lord  Kew. 

Lady  Walham  was  alarmed.    Had  not  Kew  been  in  the 
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East  already  ?  Clive  was  surprised  and  agitated  too.  Could 
Kew  think  of  going  to  the  East,  and  making  long  journeys 
when  he  had — he  had  other  engagements  that  would  necessi- 
tate his  return  home  ?  No,  he  must  not  go  to  the  East,  Lord 
Kew's  mother  avowed  ;  Kew  had  promised  to  stay  with  her 
during  the  summer  at  Castellamare,  and  Mr.  Newcome  must 
come  and  paint  their  portraits  there — all  their  portraits.  She 
would  like  to  have  an  entire  picture-gallery  of  Kews,  if  her 
son  would  remain  at  home  during  the  sittings. 

At  an  early  hour  Lady  Walham  retired  to  rest,  exacting 
Olive's  promise  to  come  to  Castellamare  ;  and  George  Barnes 
disappeared  to  array  himself  in  an  evening  costume,  and  to 
pay  his  round  of  visits  as  became  a  j^oung  diplomatist.  This 
part  of  diplomatic  duty  does  not  commence  until  after  the 
opera  at  Naples  ;  and  society  begins  when  the  rest  of  the 
world  has  gone  to  bed. 

Kew  and  Clive  sat  till  one  o'clock  in  the  morning,  when  the 
latter  returned  to  his  hotel.  Not  one  of  those  fine  parties  at 
Paestum,  Sicily,  etc.,  was  carried  out.  Clive  did  not  go  to  the 
East  at  all,  and  it  was  J.  J.  who  painted  Lord  Kew's  portrait 
that  summer  at  Castellamare.  The  next  day  Clive  went  for 
his  passport  to  the  embassy  ;  and  a  steamer  departing  direct 
for  Marseilles  on  that  very  afternoon,  behold,  Mr.  Newcome 
was  on  board  of  her  ;  Lord  Kew  and  his  brother  and  J.  J. 
waving  their  hats  to  him  as  the  vessel  left  the  shore. 

Away  went  the  ship,  cleaving  swiftly  through  the  azure 
waters ;  but  not  swiftly  enough  for  Clive.  J.  J.  went  back  with 
a  sigh  to  his  sketch-book  and  easels.  I  suppose  the  other  young 
disciple  of  Art  had  heard  something  which  caused  him  to  for- 
sake his  sublime  mistress,  for  one  who  was  much  more  capricious 
and  earthly. 

CHAPTER  XL. 

RETURNS  FROM  ROME  TO  PALL  MALL. 

One  morning  in  the  month  of  July,  when  there  was  actually 
sunshine  in  Lamb  Court,  and  the  two  gentlemen  who  occupied 
the  third-floor  chambers  there  in  partnership  were  engaged,  as 
their  custom  was,  over  their  pipes,  their  manuscripts,  and  their 
Times  newspaper,  behold  a  fresh  sunshine  burst  into  their  room 
in  the  person  of  young  Clive,  with  a  bronzed  face,  and  a  yellow 
beard  and  mustaches,  and  those  bright  cheerful  eyes,  the  sight 
of  which  was  always  so  welcome  to  both  of  us.  *  What,  Clive  ! 
What,  the  young  one  !  What,  Benjamin  ! '  shout  Pendennis 
and  Warrington.    Clive  had  obtained  a  very  high  place  indeed 
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in  the'latter's  affections,  so  much  so,  that  if  I  could  have  found 
it  in  my  heart  to  be  jealous  of  such  a  generous  brave  fellow, 
I  might  have  grudged  him  his  share  of  Warrington's  regard. 
He  blushed  up  with  pleasure  to  see  us  again.  Pidgeon,  our 
boy,  introduced  him  with  a  jubilant  countenance  ;  and  Flana- 
gan, the  laundress,  came  smirking  out  of  the  bedroom,  eager 
to  get  a  nod  of  recognition  from  him,  and  bestow  a  smile  of 
welcome  upon  everj-body's  favorite,  Clive. 

In  two  minutes  an  armchair  full  of  magazines,  slips  of  copy, 
and  books  for  review,  was  emptied  over  the  neighboring  coal 
scuttle,  and  Clive  was  in  the  seat,  a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  as 
comfortable  as  if  he  had  never  been  away.  When  did  he 
come  ?  Last  night.  He  was  back  in  Charlotte  Street,  at  his 
old  lodgings  ;  he  had  been  to  breakfast  in  Fitzroy  Square  that 
morning  ;  James  Binnie  chirped  for  joy  at  seeing  him.  His 
father  had  written  to  him  desiring  him  to  come  back  and  see 
James  Binnie  ;  pretty  Miss  Rosey  was  very  well,  thank  you  ; 
and  Mrs.  Mack  ?  Wasn't  Mrs.  Mackenzie  delighted  to  behold 
him?  *Come,  sir,  on  youv  honor  and  conscience,  didn't  the 
widow  give  you  a  kiss  on  your  return  ?  '  Clive  sends  an  uncut 
number  of  the  Pall  3Iall  Gazette  flying  across  the  room  at  the 
head  of  the  inquirer  ;  but  blushes  so  sweetly,  that  I  have  very 
little  doubt  some  such  pretty  meeting  had  taken  place. 

What  a  pity  it  is  he  had  not  been  here  a  short  while  since 
for  a  marriage  in  high  life,  to  give  away  his  dear  Barnes,  and 
sign  the  book,  along  with  the  other  dignitaries  !  We  described 
that  ceremony  to  him,  and  announced  the  promotion  of  his 
friend,  Florae,  now  our  friend  also,  Director  of  the  great 
Anglo-Gallic  Railway,  the  Prince  de  Montcontour.  Then 
Clive  told  us  of  his  deeds  during  the  winter  ;  of  the  good  fun 
he  had  had  at  Rome,  and  the  jolly  fellows  he  had  met  there. 
Was  he  going  to  astonish  the  world  by  some  grand  pictures  ? 
He  was  not.  The  more  he  worked,  the  more  discontented  he 
was  with  his  perrorraances,  somehow  ;  but  J.  J.  was  coming 
out  very  strong  ;  J.  J.  was  going  to  be  a  stunner.  We  turned 
with  pride  and  satisfaction  to  that  very  number  of  the  Pall 
Mall  Gazette  which  the  youth  had  flung  at  us,  and  showed 
him  a  fine  article  by  F.  Bayhara,  Esq.,  in  which  the  picture 
sent  home  by  J.  J.  was  enthusiastically  lauded  by  the  great 
critic. 

So  he  was  back  among  us,  and  it  seemed  but  yesterday  he 
had  quitted  us.  To  Londoners  everything  seems  to  have  hap- 
pened but  yesterday  ;  nobody  has  time  to  miss  his  neighbor 
who  goes  away.    People  go  to  the  Cape,  or  on  a  campaign,  or 
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on  a  tour  round  the  world,  or  to  India,  and  return  with  a  wife 
and  two  or  three  children,  and  we  fancy  it  was  only  the  other 
day  they  left  us,  so  engaged  is  every  man  in  his  individual 
speculations,  studies,  struggles  ;  so  selfish  does  our  life  make 
us — selfish,  but  not  ill-natured.  We  are  glad  to  see  an  old 
friend,  though  we  do  not  weep  when  he  leaves  us.  We  humbly 
acknowledge,  if  fate  calls  us  away  likewise,  that  we  are  no 
more  missed  than  any  other  atom. 

After  talking  for  a  while,  Mr.  Clive  must  needs  go  into  the 
city,  whither  I  accompanied  him.  His  interview  with  Messrs. 
Jolly  &  Baines,  at  the  house  in  Fog  Court,  must  have  been 
very  satisfactory  ;  Clive  came  out  of  the  parlor  with  a  radiant 
countenance.  '  Do  you  want  any  money,  old  boy  ? '  says  he  ; 
^  the  dear  old  governor  has  placed  a  jolly  sum  to  my  account, 
and  Mr.  Baines  has  told  me  how  delighted  Mrs.  Baines  and 
the  girls  will  be  to  see  me  at  dinner.  He  says  my  father 
has  made  a  lucky  escape  out  of  one  house  in  India,  and  a 
famous  investment  in  another.  Nothing  could  be  more  civil ; 
how  uncommonly  kind  and  friendly  everybody  is  in  London. 
Everybody  ! '  Then  bestowing  ourselves  in  a  hansom  cab, 
which  had  probably  just  deposited  some  other  capitalist  in 
the  city,  we  made  for  the  West  End  of  the  town,  where  Mr. 
Clive  had  some  important  business  to  transact  with  his  tailors. 
He  discharged  his  outstanding  little  account  with  easy  liber- 
ality, blushing  as  he  pulled  out  of  his  pocket  a  new  check- 
book, page  one  of  which  he  bestowed  on  the  delighted  artist. 
From  Mr.  B.'s  shop  to  Mr,  Truefitt's  is  but  a  step.  Our  young 
friend  was  induced  to  enter  the  hairdresser's  and  leave  behind 
him  a  great  portion  of  the  flowing  locks  and  the  yellow  beard 
which  he  had  brought  with  him  from  Rome.  With  his  mus- 
tache he  could  not  be  induced  to  part  ;  painters  and  cavalry 
ofiicers  having  a  right  to  those  decorations.  And  why  should 
not  this  young  fellow  wear  smart  clothes,  and  a  smart  mus- 
tache, and  look  handsome,  and  take  his  pleasure,  and  bask  in 
his  sun  when  it  shone  ?  Time  enough  for  flannel  and  a  fire 
when  the  winter  comes,  and  for  gray  hair  and  cork-soled  boots 
in  the  natural  decline  of  years. 

Then  we  went  to  pay  a  visit  at  a  hotel  in  Jermyn  Street 
to  our  friend  Florae,  who  was  now  magnificently  lodged 
tliere.  A  powdered  giant  lolling  in  the  hall,  his  buttons 
emblazoned  with  prodigious  coronets,  took  our  cards  up  to  the 
Prince.  As  the  door  of  an  apartment  on  tlie  first  floor  opened 
we  heard  a  cry  as  of  joy  ;  and  that  nobleman,  in  a  magnificent 
Persian  dressing-gown,  rushing  from  the  room,  plunged  down 
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the  stairs  and  began  kissing  Clive,  to  the  respectful  astonish- 
nient  of  Titan  in  livery. 

*  Come  that  I  present  you,  my  friends,'  our  good  little 
Frenchman  exclaimed,  *to  Mme.  la — to  my  wife  ! '  We  en- 
tered the  drawing  room  ;  a  demure  little  lady,  of  near  sixty 
years  of  age,  was  seated  there,  and  we  were  presented  in  form 
to  Mme.  la  Princesse  de  Montcontour,  nee  Higg,  of  Man- 
chester. She  made  us  a  stiff  little  courtesy,  but  looked  not  ill- 
natured  ;  indeed,  few  w^omen  could  look  at  Clive  Newcome's 
gallant  figure  and  brave  smiling  countenance  and  keep  a  frown 
on  their  own  very  long. 

*  I  have  'eard  of  you  from  somebodys  else  besides  the  Prince,* 
said  the  lady,  with  rather  a  blush.  '  Your  uncle  has  spoke  to 
me  hoften  about  you,  Mr.  Clive,  and  about  your  good  father.' 

'  C'est  son  Directeur,'  whispers  Florae  to  me.  I  wondered 
which  of  the  firm  of  Newcome  had  taken  that  ofiice  upon  him. 

*Now  you  are  come  to  England,'  the  lady  continued  (whose 
Lancashire  pronunciation  being  once  indicated,  we  shall  hence- 
forth, out  of  respect  to  the  Princess'  rank,  generally  preter- 
mit)— *now  3''0u  are  come  to  England,  we  hope  to  see  you 
often.  Not  here  in  this  noisy  hotel,  which  I  can't  bear,  but  in 
the  country.  Our  house  is  only  three  miles  from  Newcome — 
not  such  a  grand  place  as  your  uncle's  ;  but  I  hope  we  shall  see 
you  there  a  great  deal,  and  your  friend,  Mr.  Pendennis,  if  he 
is  passing  that  way.'  The  invitation  to  Mr.  Pendennis,  I  am 
bound  to  say,  was  given  in  terms  by  no  means  so  warm  as  those 
in  which  the  Princess'  hospitality  to  Clive  were  professed. 

*  Shall  we  meet  you  at  your  Huncle  'Obson's  ? '  the  lady 
continued,  to  Clive  ;  *  his  wife  is  a  most  charming,  well-in- 
formed woman,  has  been  most  kind  and  civil,  and  we  dine 
there  to-day.  Barnes  and  his  wife  have  gone  to  spend  the 
honeymoon  at  Newcome.  Lady  Clara  is  a  sweet  dear  thing, 
and  her  pa  and  ma  most  affable,  I  am  sure.  What  a  pity  Sir 
Brian  couldn't  attend  the  marriage  !  There  was  everybody 
there  in  London,  a'most.  Sir  Harvey  Diggs  says  he  is  mend- 
ing very  slowly.  In  life  we  are  in  death,  Mr.  Newcome  ! 
Isn't  it  sad  to  think  of  him,  in  the  midst  of  all  his  splendor 
and  prosperity,  and  he  so  infirm  and  unable  to  enjoy  them  ! 
But  let  us  hope  for  the  best,  and  that  his  health  will  soon  come 
round  ! ' 

With  these  and  similar  remarks,  in  which  poor  Florae  took 
but  a  very  small  share  (for  he  seemed  dumb  and  melancholy 
in  the  company  of  the  Princess,  his  elderly  spouse),  the  visit 
sped  on  ;  Mr.  Pendennis,  to  whom  very  little  was  said,  hav- 
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ing  leisure  to  make  his  silent  observations  upon  the  person  to 
whom  he  had  been  just  presented. 

As  there  lay  on  the  table  two  neat  little  packages,  addressed 
'The  Princess  de  Montcontour ' — an  envelope  to  the  same 
address,  with  *The  Prescription,  No.  9396,'  farther  inscribed 
on  the  paper,  and  a  sheet  of  note-paper  bearing  cabalistic  char- 
acters, and  the  signature  of  that  most  fashionable  physician. 
Sir  Harvey  Diggs,  I  was  led  to  believe  that  the  lady  of  Mont- 
contour was,  or  fancied  herself,  in  a  delicate  state  of  health. 
By  the  side  of  the  physic  for  the  body  was  medicine  for  the 
soul — a  number  of  pretty  little  books  in  Middle-age  bindings, 
in  antique  type  many  of  them,  adorned  with  pictures  of  the 
German  school,  representing  demure  ecclesiastics,  with  their 
heads  on  one  side,  children  in  long  starched  nightgowns,  vir- 
gins bearing  lilies,  and  so  forth — from  which  it  was  to  be  con- 
cluded that  the  owner  of  the  volumes  was  not  so  hostile  to 
Rome  as  she  had  been  at  an  earlier  period  of  her  religious  life  ; 
and  that  she  had  migrated  (in  spirit)  from  Clapham  to 
Knightsbridge,  as  so  many  wealthy  mercantile  families  have 
likewise  done  in  the  body.  A  long  strip  of  embroider}^,  of  the 
Gothic  pattern,  furthermore  betrayed  her  present  inclinations  ; 
and  the  person  observing  these  things,  while  nobody  was  tak- 
ing any  notice  of  him,  was  amused  when  the  accuracy  of  his 
conjectures  was  confirmed  by  the  reappearance  of  the  gigan- 
tic footman,  calling  out,  *  Mr.  'Oneyman,'  in  a  loud  voice,  and 
preceding  that  divine  into  the  room. 

*  C'est  le  Directeur.  Venez  fumer  dans  ma  chambre.  Pen," 
growled  Florae,  as  Iloneyman  came  sliding  over  the  carpet, 
his  elegant  smile  changing  to  a  blush  when  he  beheld  Clive, 
his  nephew,  seated  by  the  Princess'  side.  This,  then,  was  the 
uncle  who  had  spoken  about  Clive  and  his  father  to  Mme. 
de  Florae.  Charles  seemed  in  the  best  condition.  He  held 
out  two  brand-new,  lavender-colored  kid  gloves  to  shake  hands 
with  his  dear  Clive  ;  Florae  and  Mr.  Pendennis  vanished  out 
of  the  room  as  he  appeared,  so  that  no  precise  account  can  be 
given  of  this  affecting  interview. 

When  I  quitted  the  hotel,  a  brown  brougham,  with  a  pair 
of  beautiful  horses,  the  harness  and  panels  emblazoned  with 
the  neatest  little  ducal  coronets  you  ever  saw,  and  a  cipher 
under  each  crown  as  easy  to  read  as  the  arrow-headed  inscrip- 
tions on  one  of  Mr.  Layard's  Assyrian  chariots,  was  in  w;iit- 
ing,  and  I  presumed  that  Mme.  la  Princesse  was  about  to 
take  an  airing. 

Clive  had  passed  the  avuncular  banking-house  in  the  Cit^^, 
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without  caring  to  faceliis  relatives  there.  Mr.Newcome  wasnow 
in  sole  command,  Mr.  Barnes  being  absent  at  Newcome,  theBar- 
onetlittlelikelyevertoenterbankparlor  again.  But  his  boundcn 
duty  was  to  wait  on  the  ladies  ;  and,  of  course,  only  from 
duty's  sake,  he  went  the  very  first  day  and  called  in  Park  Lane. 

*  The  family  was  absent  ever  since  the  marriage  simminery 
last  week,'  the  footman,  who  had  accompanied  the  party  to 
Baden,  informed  Olive,  when  he  opened  the  door  and  recog- 
nized that  gentleman.  '  Sir  Brian  pretty  well,  thank  you, 
sir.  The  family  was  at  Brighting.  That  is,  Miss  Newcome 
is  in  London  staying  with  her  grandmamma  in  Queen  Street, 
May  Fear,  sir.'  The  varnished  doors  closed  upon  Jeames 
within  ;  the  brazen  knockers  grinned  their  familiar  grin  at 
Clive,  and  he  went  down  the  blank  steps  discomfited.  Must  it 
be  owned  that  he  went  to  a  club,  and  looked  in  the '  Directory ' 
for  the  number  of  Lad}''  Kew's  house  in  Queen  Street  ?  Her 
ladyship  had  a  furnished  house  for  the  season.  No  such  noble 
name  was  to  be  found  among  the  inhabitants  of  Queen  Street. 

Mrs.  Hobson  was  from  home  ;  that  is,  Thomas  had  orders 
not  to  admit  strangers  on  certain  days,  or  before  certain 
hours  ;  so  that  Aunt  Hobson  saw  Clive  without  being  seen 
by  the  young  man.  I  cannot  say  how  much  he  regretted  that 
mischance.  His  visits  of  propriety'-  were  thus  all  paid,  and 
he  went  off  to  dine  dutifully  with  James  Binnie,  after  which 
meal  he  came  to  a  certain  rendezvous  given  to  him  by  some 
bachelor  friends  for  the  evening, 

James  Binnie's  eyes  brightened  up  with  pleasure  on  behold- 
ing his  young  Clive  ;  the  youth,  obedient  to  his  father's  in- 
junction, had  hastened  to  Fitzroy  Square  immediately  after 
taking  possession  of  his  old  lodgings — his,  during  the  time 
of  his  absence.  The  old  properties  and  carved  cabinets,  the 
picture  of  his  father  looking  melancholy  out  of  the  canvas, 
greeted  Clive  strangely  on  the  afternoon  of  his  arrival.  No 
wonder  he  was  glad  to  get  away  from  a  solitude  peopled  with 
a  number  of  dismal  recollections,  to  the  near  hospitality  of 
Fitzroy  Square,  and  his  guardian  and  friend  there. 

James  had  not  improved  in  health  during  Clive's  ten  months 
absence.  He  had  never  been  able  to  walk  well,  or  take  his  accus- 
tomed exercise,  after  his  fall.  He  was  no  more  used  to  riding 
than  the  late  Mr.  Gibbon,  whose  person  James  somewhat  resem- 
bled, and  of  whose  philosophy  our  Scottish  friend  was  an  admir- 
ing scholar.  The  Colonel  gone,  James  would  have  arguments 
with  Mr.  Honeyman  over  their  claret.  Bring  down  the  famous 
XVth  and  XVIth  chapters  of  the  '  Decline  and  Fall '  upon  him, 
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and  quite  get  the  better  of  the  clergyman.  James,  like  many 
other  skeptics,  was  very  obstinate,  and  for  his  part  believed 
that  almost  all  parsons  had  as  much  belief  as  the  Roman  augurs 
in  their  ceremonies.  Certainly,  poor  Honeyman,  in  their  con- 
troversies, gave  up  one  article  after  another,  flying  from  James' 
assault ;  but  the  batUe  over,  Charles  Honeyman  would  pick  up 
these  accouterraents  which  he  had  flung  away  in  his  retreat, 
wipe  them  dry,  and  put  them  on  again. 

Lamed  by  his  fall,  and  obliged  to  remain  much  within  doors, 
where  certain  society  did  not  always  amuse  him,  James  Binnie 
sought  excitement  in  the  pleasures  of  the  table,  partaking  of 
them  the  more  freely  now  that  his  health  could  afford  them  the 
less.  Clive,  the  sly  rogue,  observed  a  great  improvement  in  the 
commissariat  since  his  good  father's  time,  ate  his  dinner  with 
thankfulness,  and  made  no  remarks.  Nor  did  he  confide  to  us 
for  a  while  his  opinion  that  Mrs.  Mack  bored  the  good  gentle- 
man most  severely  ;  that  he  pined  away  under  her  kindnesses  ; 
sneaked  off  to  his  study-chair  and  his  nap  ;  was  only  too  glad 
when  some  of  the  widow's  friendscanje,orshe  went  out;  seeming 
to  breathe  more  freely  when  she  was  gone,  and  drink  his  wine 
more  cheerily  when  rid  of  the  intolerable  weight  of  her  presence. 

I  protest  the  great  ills  of  life  are  nothing — the  loss  of  your 
fortune  is  a  mere  flea-bite  ;  the  loss  of  your  wife — how  many 
men  have  supported  it,  and  married  comfortably  afterward  ? 
It  is  not  what  you  lose,  but  what  you  have  dail}^  to  bear,  that 
is  hard.  I  can  fancy  nothing  more  cruel,  after  a  long  easy  life 
of  bachelorhood,  than  to  have  to  sit  day  after  day  with  a  dull, 
handsome  woman  opposite;  to  have  to  answer  her  speeches 
about  the  weather,  housekeeping,  and  what  not  ;  to  smile  ap- 
propriately when  she  is  disposed  to  be  lively  (that  laughing  at 
the  jokes  is  the  hardest  part),  and  to  model  your  conversation 
so  as  to  suit  her  intelligence,  knowing  that  a  word  used  out  of 
its  downright  signification  will  not  be  understood  b}^  your  fair 
breakfast-maker.  Women  go  through  this  simpering  and  smil- 
ing life,  and  bear  it  quite  easily.  Theirs  is  a  life  of  hypocrisy. 
What  good  woman  does  not  laugh  at  her  husband's  or  father's 
jokes  and  stories  time  after  time,  and  would  not  laugh  at  break- 
fast, lunch,  and  dinner,  if  he  told  them?  Flattery  is  their 
nature — to  coax,  flatter,  and  sweetly  befool  someone  is  every 
woman's  business.  She  is  none  if  she  declines  this  ofi^ce.  But 
men  are  not  provided  with  such  powers  of  humbug  or  endurance 
— they  perish  and  pine  away  miserably  when  bored — or  they 
shrink  off  to  the  club  or  public-house  for  comfort.  I  want  to 
say  as  delicately  as  I  can,  and  never  liking  to  use  rough  terms 
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regarding  a  handsome  woman,  that  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  herself 
being  in  the  highest  spirits  and  the  best  humor,  extinguished 
her  half-brother,  James  Binnie,  Esq.;  that  she  was  as  a  malaria 
to  him,  poisoning  his  atmosphere,  numbing  his  limbs,  destroying 
his  sleep — that  day  after  day  as  he  sat  down  at  breakfast,  and 
she  leveled  commonplaces  at  her  dearest  James,  her  dearest 
James  became  more  wretched  under  her.  And  no  one  could  see 
what  his  complaint  was.  He  called  in  the  old  physicians  at  the 
club.  He  dosed  himself  w^ith  poppy,  and  mandragora,  and  blue 
pill — lower  and  lower  went  poor  James'  mercury.  If  he  wanted 
to  move  to  Brigliton  or  Cheltenham,  well  and  good.  Whatever 
were  her  engagements,  or  whatever  pleasures  darling  Rosey 
might  have  in  store, dear  thing! — atherage,my  dear  Mrs.  New- 
come,  would  not  one  do  all  to  make  a  young  creature  happy  ? — 
under  no  circumstances  could  I  think  oi  leaving  my  poorbrother. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  thought  herself  a  most  high-principled 
woman  ;  Mrs.  Newcome  had  also  a  great  opinion  of  her.  These 
two  ladies  had  formed  a  considei'able  friendship  in  the  past 
months,  the  captain's  widow  having  an  unaffected  reverence 
for  the  banker's  lady,  and  thinking  her  one  of  the  best-informed 
and  most  superior  of  women  in  the  world.  When  she  had  a 
high  opinion  of  a  person  Mrs.  Mack  always  wisely  told  it. 
Mrs.  Newcome  in  her  turn  thought  Mrs.  Mackenzie  a  very 
clever,  agreeable,  lady-like  woman — not  accomplished,  but  one 
could  not  have  everything.  'No,  no,  my  dear,'  says  simple 
Hobson,  *  never  would  do  to  have  every  woman  as  clever  as 
you  are,  Maria.   Women  would  have  it  all  their  own  way  then.' 

Maria,  as  her  custom  was,  thanked  God  for  being  so  vir- 
tuous and  clever,  and  graciously  admitted  Mrs.  and  Miss  Mac- 
kenzie into  the  circle  of  adorers  of  that  supreme  virtue  and 
talent.  Mr.  Newcome  took  little  Rosey  and  her  mother  to 
some  parties.  When  any  took  place  in  Bryanstone  Square, 
they  were  generally  allowed  to  come  to  tea. 

When,  on  the  second  da}^  of  his  arrival,  the  dutiful  Clive 
went  to  dine  with  Mr.  James,  the  ladies,  in  spite  of  their  rap- 
tures at  his  return  and  delight  at  seeing  him,  were  going  in  the 
evening  to  his  aunt.  Their  talk  was  about  the  Princess  all 
dinner-time.  The  Prince  and  Princess  were  to  dine  in  Bryan - 
stone  Square.  The  Princess  had  ordered  such  and  such  things 
at  the  jeweler's — the  Princess  would  take  rank  over  an  Eng- 
lish earl's  daughter — over  Lady  Ann  Newcome,  for  instance. 
*  Oh,  dear  !  I  wish  the  Prince  and  Princess  were  smothered  in 
the  Tower,'  growled  James  Binnie  ;  'since  yow.  have  got  ac- 
quainted with  'em  I  have  never  heard  of  anything  else.' 
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Clive,  like  a  wise  man,  kept  his  counsel  about  the  Prince 
and  Princess,  with  whom  we  have  seen  that  he  had  had  the  honor 
of  an  interview  that  very  day.  But  after  dinner  Rosey  came 
round  and  whispered  to  her  mamma,  and  after  Rosey's  whisper 
mamma  flung  her  arms  round  Rosey's  neck  and  kissed  her,  and 
called  her  a  thoughtful  darling.  '  What  do  you  think  this 
creature  says,  Clive?'  says  Mrs.  Mack,  still  holding  her  dar- 
ling's little  hand.    '  I  wonder  I  had  not  thought  of  it  myself.' 

'  What  is  it,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  ? '  asks  Clive,  laughing. 

'  She  says  why  should  not  you  come  to  your  aunt's  with  us  ? 
We  are  sure  Mrs.  Newcome  would  be  most  happy  to  see  you.' 

Rosey,  with  a  little  hand  put  to  mamma's  mouth,  said, 
*  Why  did  you  tell — you  naught}"^  mamma  !  Isn't  she  a  naughty 
mamma,  Uncle  James  ?  '  More  kisses  follow  after  this  sally, 
of  which  Uncle  James  receives  one  with  perfect  complacency  ; 
mamma  crying  out  as  Rosey  retires  to  dress,  *  That  darling 
child  is  always  thinking  of  others — always  !  ' 

Clive  says,  '  he  will  sit  and  smoke  a  cheroot  with  Mr. 
Binnie,  if  they  please.'  James'  countenance  falls.  *  We 
have  left  off  that  sort  of  thing  here,  my  dear  Clive,  a  long 
time,'  cries  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  departing  from  the  dining  room. 

'  But  we  have  improved  the  claret,  Clive,  my  boy  ! '  whispers 
Uncle  James.  'Let  us  have  another  bottle,  and  we  will  drink 
to  the  dear  Colonel's  good  health  and  speedy  return — God  bless 
him  !  I  say,  Clive,  Tom  seems  to  have  had  a  most  fortunate 
escape  out  of  Winter's  house — tlianks  to  our  friend  Rummun 
Loll,  and  to  have  got  into  a  capital  good  thing  with  thisBundle- 
cund  Bank.  They  speak  famously  of  it  at  Hanover  Square,  and 
I  see  the  Uurkarii  (\\\oiQ^t\\Q  shares  at  a  premium  already.' 

Clive  did  not  know  anvthinof  about  the  Bundlecund  Bank, 
except  a  few  words  in  a  letter  from  his  father,  which  he  had 
found  in  the  city  this  morning.  '  And  an  uncommonly  liberal 
remittance  the  governor  has  sent  me  home,  sir.'  Upon  which 
they  fill  another  bumper  to  the  Colonel's  health. 

Mamma  and  Rosey  come  and  show  their  prettv  pink  dresses 
before  going  to  Mrs.  Newcome's,  and  Clive  lights  a  cigar  in 
the  hall — and  isn't  there  a  jubilation  at  the  '  Haunt '  when  the 
young  fellow's  face  appears  above  the  smoke-clouds  there  ? 

CHAPTER  XLL 

AN  OLD  STORY. 

Many  of  Clive's  Roman  friends  were  by  this  time  come  to  - 
London,  and  the  young  man  renewed  his  acquaintance  with 
them,  and  had  speedily  a  considerable  circle  of  his  own.  He 
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thought  fit  to  allow  himself  a  good  horse  or  two,  and  appeared 
in  the  park  among  other  young  dandies.  lie  and  M.  de 
Montcontour  wore  sworn  allies.  Lord  Fareham,  who  had  pur- 
chased J.  J.'s  picture,  was  Clive's  very  good  friend  ;  Major 
Pendennis  himself  pronounced  him  to  be  a  young  fellow  of 
agreeable  manners,  and  very  favorably  vu  (as  the  Major  hap- 
pened to  know)  in  some  very  good  quarters. 

Ere  many  days  Clive  had  been  lo  Brighton  to  see  Lady  Ann 
and  Sir  Brian,  and  good  Aunt  Iloneyman,  in  whose  house  the 
Baronet  was  lodged  ;  and  I  suppose  he  found  out,  by  some 
means  or  other,  where  Lady  Kew  lived  in  May  Fair. 

But  her  ladyship  was  not  at  home,  nor  was  she  at  home  on 
the  second  day,  nor  did  there  come  any  note  from  Ethel  to  her 
cousin.  She  did  not  ride  in  the  park  as  of  old.  Clive,  Men  vu 
as  he  was,  did  not  belong  to  that  great  world  as  yet,  in  which 
he  would  be  pretty  sure  to  meet  her  every  night  at  one  of  those 
parties  where  everybody  goes.  He  read  her  name  in  the  paper 
morning  after  morning,  as  having  been  present  at  Lady  This's 
entertainment  and  Lady  That's  ministerial  reimion.  At  first 
he  was  too  shy  to  tell  M^hat  the  state  of  the  case  was,  and  took 
nobody  into  his  confidence  regarding  his  little  tendre. 

There  he  was  riding  through  Queen  Street,  May  Fair, 
attired  in  splendid  raiment  ;  never  missing  the  park  ;  actually 
going  to  places  of  worship  in  the  neighborhood  ;  and  frequent- 
ing the  opera — a  waste  of  time  which  one  would  never  have 
expected  in  a  youth  of  his  nurture.  At  length,  a  certain  ob- 
server of  human  nature  remarking  his  state,  rightly  conjectured 
that  he  must  be  in  love,  and  taxed  him  with  the  soft  impeach- 
ment— on  which  the  young  man,  no  doubt  anxious  to  open  his 
heart  to  someone,  poured  out  all  that  story  which  has  before 
been  narrated  ;  and  told  how  he  thought  his  passion  cured, 
and  how  it  was  cured  ;  but  when  he  heard  from  Kew  at  Naples 
that  the  engagement  was  over  between  him  and  MissNewcome, 
Clive  found  his  own  flame  kindle  again  with  new  ardor.  He 
was  wild  to  see  her.  He  dashed  off  from  Naples  instantly  on 
receiving  the  news  that  she  was  free.  He  had  been  ten  days 
in  London  without  getting  a  glimpse  of  her.  '  That  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  bothers  me  so  I  hardly  know  where  to  turn,'  said 
poor  Clive,  *  and  poor  little  Rosey  is  made  to  write  me  a  note 
about  something  twice  a  day.  She's  a  good,  dear  little  thing — 
little  Rosey — and  I  really  had  thought  once  of — of — oli,  never 
mind  that  !  O  Pen  !  I'm  up  another  tree  now  !  and  a  poor 
miserable  young  beggar  I  am  ! '  In  fact,  Mr.  Pendennis  was 
in«**^lled  as  confidant,  vice  J.  J. — absent  on  leave. 
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This  18  a  part  which,  especially  for  a  few  days,  the  present 
biographer  has  always  liked  well  enough.  For  a  while  at  least, 
I  think  almost  every  man  or  woman  is  interesting  when  in  love. 
If  you  know  of  two  or  three  such  affairs  going  on  in  an}'  soiree 
to  which  you  may  be  invited — is  not  the  party  straightway 
amusing  ?  Yonder  goes  Augustus  Tompkins,  working  his  way 
through  the  rooms  to  that  far  corner  where  demure  Miss  Hop- 
kins is  seated,  to  whom  the  stupid,  grinning  Bumpkins  tliinks 
he  is  making  himself  agreeable.  Yonder  sits  Miss  Fann}', 
traite,  and  yet  trying  to  smile  as  the  captain  is  talking  his  folly, 
the  parson  his  glib  compliments.  And  see,  her  face  lights  up 
all  of  a  sudden  ;  her  eyes  beam  with  delight  at  the  captain's 
stories,  and  at  that  delightful  young  clergyman  likewise.  It  is 
because  Augustus  has  appeared  ;  their  eyes  only  meet  for  one 
semi-second,  but  that  is  enough  for  Miss  Fanny.  Go  on,  cap- 
tain, with  your  twaddle  ! — Proceed,  my  reverend  friend,  with 
your  smirking  commonplaces  !  In  the  last  two  minutes  the 
world  has  changed  for  Miss  Fanny.  That  moment  has  come 
for  which  she  has  been  fidgeting  and  longing  and  scheming  all 
day  !  How  different  an  interest,  I  sa}^  has  a  meeting  of  peo- 
ple for  a  philosopher  who  knows  of  a  few  such  little  secrets,  to 
that  which  your  vulgar  looker-on  feels,  who  comes  but  to  eat 
the  ices,  and  stare  at  the  ladies'  d '  esses  and  beauty  !  There 
are  two  frames  of  mind  under  which  London  society  is  bear- 
able  to  a  man — to  be  an  actor  in  one  of  those  sentimental  per- 
formances above  hinted  at  ;  or  to  be  a  spectator  and  watch  it. 
But  as  for  the  mere  dessus  cle  cartes — would  not  an  armchair 
and  the  dullest  of  books  be  better  th^n  that  dull  game? 

So  I  not  only  became  Clive's  confidant  in  this  affair,  but  took 
a  pleasure  in  extracting  the  3^oung  fellow's  secrets  from  him, 
or  rather  in  encouraging  him  to  pour  them  forth.  Thus  was 
the  great  part  of  the  previous  tale  revealed  to  me  ;  thus  Jack 
Belsize's  misadventures,  of  the  first  part  of  which  we  had  only 
heard  in  London  (and  whither  he  returned  presently  to  be 
reconciled  to  his  father,  after  his  eldei*  brother's  death).  Thus 
my  Lord  Kew's  secret  history  came  ii/to  my  possession  ;  let  us 
hope  for  the  public's  future  delectation,  and  the  chronicler's 
private  advantage.  And  many  a  night  until  daylight  did 
appear  has  poor  Clive  stamped  his  chamber  or  my  own,  pour- 
ing his  story  out  to  me,  his  griefs  and  raptures  ;  recalling,  in 
his  wild  young  way,  recollections  of  Ethel's  sayings  and  do- 
ings ;  uttering  descriptions  of  her  beaut}'  ;  and  raging  against 
the  cruelty  which  she  exhibited  toward  him. 

As  soon  as  the  new  confidant  heard  the  name  of  the  young 
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lover's  charmer,  to  do  Mr.  Pondeniiis  justice,  he  endeavored  to 
fling  as  much  cold  water  upon  Olive's  flame  as  a  small  private 
engine  could  pour  on  such  a  conflagration.  '  Miss  Newcome  ! 
my  dear  Olive,'  says  the  confidant,  'do  you  know  to  what  you 
are  aspiring?  For  the  last  three  months  Miss  Newcome  has 
been  the  greatest  lioness  in  London  ;  the  reigning  beauty  ;  the 
winning  horse  ;  the  first  favorite  out  of  the  whole  Belgravian 
harem.  No  young  woman  of  tliis  year  has  come  near  her  ; 
those  of  past  seasons  she  has  distanced,  and  utterly  put  to 
shame.  Miss  Blackcap,  Lady  Blanche  Blackcap's  daughter, 
was  (as  perhaps  you  are  not  aware)  considered  by  her  mamma 
the  great  beauty  of  last  season  ;  and  it  was  considered  rather 
shabbj^  of  the  young  Marquis  of  Farintosh,  to  leave  town  with- 
out offering  to  change  Miss  Blackcap's  name.  Heaven  bless 
you  !  this  year  Farintosh  will  not  look  at  Miss  Blackcap  !  He 
finds  people  at  home  when  (ha  !  I  see  you  wince,  my  suffering 
innocent  I) — when  he  calls  in  Queen  Street  ;  yes,  and  Lady 
Kew,  who  is  one  of  the  cleverest  women  in  England,  will 
listen  for  hours  to  Lord  Farintosh's  conversation  ;  than  whom 
the  Rotten  Row  of  Hj^de  Park  cannot  show  a  greater  boob}^ 
Miss  Blackcap  may  retire,  like  Jeplithah's  daughter,  for  all 
Farintosh  will  relieve  her.  Then,  my  dear  fellow,  there  were, 
as  possibly  you  do  not  know.  Lady  Hermengilde  and  Lady 
Yseult,  Lady  Rackstraw's  lovely  twins,  whose  appearance 
created  such  a  sensation  at  Lady  Hautbois'  first — was  it  her 
first  or  was  it  her  second  ? — yes,  it  was  her  second — breakfast. 
Whom  weren't  they  going  to  marry  ?  Orackthorpe  was  mad, 
they  said,  about  both.  Bustington,  Sir  John  Fobsby,  the  young 
baronet  with  the  immense  Northern  property — the  Bishop  of 
Windsor  was  actually  said  to  be  smitten  with  one  of  them,  but 

did  not  like  to  offer,  as  her  present  M  like  Qu — n 

El-z-b-th  of  gracious  memory,  is  said  to  object  to  bishops,  as 
bishops,  marrying.  Where  is  Bustington  ?  Where  is  Orack- 
thorpe ?  Where  is  Fobsb}^,  the  young  baronet  of  the  North  ? 
My  dear  fellow,  when  those  two  girls  come  into  a  room  now, 
they  make  no  more  sensation  than  jo\x  or  I.  Miss  Newcome 
has  carried  their  admirers  away  from  them — Fobsby  has 
actually,  it  is  said,  proposed  for  her — and  the  real  reason  of 
that  affair  between  Lord  Bustington  and  Oaptain  Orackthorpe 
of  the  Royal  Horse  Guards  Green,  was  a  speech  of  Bustington's, 
hinting  that  Miss  Newcome  had  not  behaved  well  in  throwing- 
Lord  Kew  over.  Don't  you  know  what  old  Lady  Kew  will 
do  with  this  girl,  Olive  ?  She  will  marry  Miss  Newcome  to 
the  best  man.    If  a  richer  and  better  jt?c^r^^  than  Lord  Farintosh 
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presents  himself — then  it  will  be  Farintosh's  turn  to  find  that 
Lady  Kew  is  not  at  home.  Is  there  any  young  man  in  the 
peerage  unmarried  and  richer  than  Farintosh  ?  I  forget. 
Wliy  does  not  someone  publish  a  list  of  the  young  male 
nobility  and  baronetage,  their  names,  weights,  and  probable 
fortunes  ?  I  don't  mean  for  the  matrons  of  May  Fair — they 
have  the  list  by  heart  and  study  it  in  secret — but  for  young 
men  in  the  world  ;  so  that  they  may  know  what  their  chances 
are,  and  who  naturally  has  the  pull  over  them.  Let  me  see — 
there  is  young  Lord  Gaunt,  who  will  have  a  great  fortune,  and 
is  desirable  because,  you  know,  his  father  is  locked  up — but  he 
is  only  ten  years  old — no — they  can  scarcely  bring  him  forward 
as  Farintosli's  rival. 

*  You  look  astonished,  my  poor  boy  ?  You  think  it  is  wicked 
in  me  to  talk  in  this  brutal  way  about  bargain  and  sale  ;  and 
say  that  your  heart's  darling  is,  at  this  minute,  being  paced  up 
and  down  the  May  Fair  market  to  be  taken  away  by  the  best 
bidder.  Can  you  count  purses  with  Sultan  Farintosh  ?  Can 
YOU  compete  even  with  Sir  John  Fobsby  of  the  North  ?  What 
I  say  is  wicked  and  worldly,  is  it  ?  So  it  is  ;  but  it  is  true,  as 
true  as  Tattersall's — as  true  as  Circassia  or  Virginia.  Don't 
you  know  that  the  Circassian  girls  are  proud  of  their  bringing- 
up,  and  take  rank  according  to  the  prices  which  they  fetch  ? 
And  you  go  and  buy  yourself  some  new  clothes,  and  a  fifty- 
pound  horse,  and  put  a  penny  rose  in  your  button-hole,  and  ride 
])ast  her  window,  and  think  to  win  this  prize  ?  Oh,  you  idiot ! 
A  penny  rosebud  !  Put  money  in  your  purse.  A  fifty-pound 
hack  when  a  butcher  rides  as  good  a  one  !  Put  money  in 
your  purse.  A  brave  young  heart,  all  courage  and  love  and 
honor  !  Put  money  in  thy  purse — t'other  coin  don't  pass  in  the 
market — at  least  where  old  Lady  Kew  has  the  stall.' 

By  these  remonstrances,  playful,  though  serious,  Clive's 
adviser  sought  to  teach  him  wisdom  about  his  love-affair  ;  and 
the  advice  was  received  as  advice  upon  thoseoccasions  usually  is. 

After  calling  thrice,  and  writing  to  Miss  Newcome,  there 
came  a  little  note  from  that  young  lady,  saying,  *  Dear  Clive  : 
AVe  were  so  sorry  we  were  out  when  j'ou  called.  We  shall  be 
at  home  to-morrow  at  lunch,  when  Lady  Kew  hopes  you  will 
come  and  see  yours  ever,  E.  N.' 

Clive  went — poor  Clive  !  He  had  the  satisfaction  of  shaking 
Ethel's  hand,  and  a  finger  of  Lady  Kew  ;  of  eating  a  mutton- 
chop  in  Ethel's  presence  ;  of  conversing  about  the  state  of  art 
at  Rome  with  Lady  Kew,  and  describing  the  last  works  of 
Gibson  and  Macdonald.    The  visit  lasted  but  for  half  an  hour. 
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Not  for  one  minute  was  Clive  allowed  to  see  Ethel  alone.  At 
three  o'clock  Lady  Kew's  carriage  was  announced,  and  our 
young  gentleman  rose  to  take  his  leave,  and  had  tlie  pleasure 
of  seeing  the  most  noble  peer,  Marquis  of  Farintosh  and  Earl 
of  Rossmont,  descend  from  his  lordship's  brougham  and  enter 
at  Lady  Kew's  door,  followed  by  a  domestic  bearing  a  small 
stack  of  flowers  from  Covent  Garden. 

It  befell  tliat  the  good-natured  Lady  Fareham  had  a  ball  in 
these  days  ;  and  meeting  Clive  in  the  park,  her  lord  invited 
him  to  the  entertainment.  Mr.  Pendennis  had  also  the  honor 
of  a  card.  Accordingly  Clive  took  me  up  at  Bays',  and  we 
proceeded  to  the  ball  together. 

The  lady  of  the  house,  smiling  upon  all  her  guests,  welcomed 
with  particular  kindness  her  young  friend  from  Rome.  'Are 
you  related  to  the  Miss  Newcome,  Lady  Ann  Newcome's 
daughter?  Her  cousin?  She  will  be  here  to-night.'  Very 
likely  Lady  Fareham  did  not  see  Clive  wince  and  blush  at  this 
announcement,  her  ladyship  having  to  occupy  herself  with  a 
thousand  other  people.  Clive  found  a  dozen  of  his  Roman 
friends  in  the  room,  ladies  young  and  middle-aged,  plain  and 
handsome,  all  glad  to  see  his  kind  face.  The  house  was  splen- 
did ;  the  ladies  magnificently  dressed  ;  the  ball  beautiful, 
though  it  appeared  a  little  dull  until  that  event  took  place 
whereof  we  treated  a  few  pages  back  (in  the  allegory  of  Mr. 
Tompkins  and  Miss  Hopkins),  and  Lady  Kew  and  her  grand- 
daughter made  their  appearance. 

That  old  w^oman,  who  began  to  look  more  and  more  like 
the  wicked  fairy  of  the  stories,  who  is  net  invited  to  the  prin- 
cess' christening  feast,  had  this  advantage  over  her  likeness, 
that  she  was  invited  everywhere  ;  though  how  she,  at  her  age, 
could  fly  about  to  so  many  parties,  unless  she  was  a  fairy,  no 
one  could  say.  Behind  the  fairy,  up  the  marble  stairs,  came 
the  most  notable  Farintosh,  with  that  vacuous  leer  which  distin- 
guishes his  lordship.  Ethel  seemed  to  be  carrying  the  stack  of 
flowers  which  the  Marquis  had  sent  to  her.  The  noble  Bust- 
ington  (Viscount  Bustington,  I  need  scarcelj^  tell  the  reader,  is 
the  heir  of  ""he  house  of  Podbury),  the  baronet  of  the  North  ; 
the  gallant  Crackthorpe;  the  first  men  in  town,  in  a  word, 
gathered  round  the  young  beauty,  forming  her  court;  and  little 
Dick  Hitchin,  who  goes  everywhere,  you  may  be  sure  was  near 
her,  with  a  compliment  and  a  smile.  Ere  this  arrival,  the  twins 
had  been  giving  themselves  great  airs  in  the  room — the  poor 
twins  !  when  Ethel  appeared  they  sank  into  shuddering  insig 
nificance,  and  had  to  put  up  with  the  conversation  and  atten- 
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tions  of  second-rate  men,  belonging  to  second-rate  clubs,  in 
heavy  dragoon  regiments  ;  one  of  them  actually  walked  with 
a  dancing  barrister,  but  he  was  related  to  a  duke,  and  it 
was  expected  the  Lord  Chancellor  would  give  him  something 
very  good. 

Before  he  saw  Ethel,  Clive  vowed  he  was  aware  of  her. 
Indeed,  had  not  Lady  Fareham  told  him  Miss  Newcome  was 
coming  !  Ethel,  on  the  contrary,  not  expecting  him,  or  not 
having  the  prescience  of  love,  exhibited  signs  of  surprise  when 
she  beheld  him,  her  eyebrows  arching,  her  eyes  darting  looks 
of  pleasure.  When  grandmamma  happened  to  be  in  another 
room,  she  beckoned  Clive  to  her,  dismissing  Crackthorpe  and 
Fobsby,  Farintosh  and  Bustington,  the  amorous  youth  who 
around  her  bowed,  and  summoning  Mr.  Clive  up  to  an  audi- 
ence with  the  air  of  a  young  princess. 

And  so  she  was  a  princess  ;  and  this  the  region  of  her 
special  dominion.  The  wittiest  and  handsomest,  she  deserved 
to  reign  in  such  a  place,  by  right  of  merit  and  by  general  elec- 
tion. Clive  felt  her  superiority,  and  his  own  shortcomings;  he 
came  up  to  her  as  to  a  superior  person.  Perhaps  she  was  not 
sorry  to  let  him  see  how  she  ordered  away  grandees  and  splen- 
did Bustingtons,  informing  them,  with  a  superb  manner,  that 
she  wished  to  speak  to  her  cousin — that  handsome  young  man 
with  the  light  mustache  yonder. 

"  Do  you  know  many  people  ?  This  is  your  first  appear- 
ance in  society  ?  Shall  I  introduce  you  to  some  nice  girls  to 
dance  with  ?    What  very  pretty  buttons  ! ' 

*  Is  that  what  you  wanted  to  say  ? '  asked  Clive,  rather 
bewildered. 

*  What  does  one  say  at  a  ball  ?  One  talks  conversation 
suited  to  the  place.  If  I  were  to  say  to  Captain  Crackthorpe, 
"  What  pretty  buttons  !  "  he  would  be  delighted.  But  you — 
3'ou  have  a  soul  above  buttons,  I  suppose.' 

*  Being,  as  you  say,  a  stranger  in  this  sort  of  society,  you  see 
I  am  not  accustomed  to — to  the  exceeding  brilliancy  of  its  con- 
versation,' said  Clive. 

*  What  !  you  want  to  go  away,  and  we  haven't  seen  each 
other  for  near  a  year,'  cries  Ethel,  in  quite  a  natural  voice. 
'  Sir  John  Fobsby,  I'm  very  sorry — but  do  let  me  off  this  dance. 
I  have  just  met  my  cousin,  whom  I  have  not  seen  for  a  whole 
year,  and  I  want  to  talk  to  him.' 

*  It  was  not  my  fault  that  you  did  not  see  me  sooner.  I 
wrote  to  you  that  I  only  got  your  letter  a  month  ago.  You 
never  answered  the  second  I  wrote  you  from  Rome.  Your 
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letter  lay  there  at  the  post  ever  so  long,  and  was  forwarded  to 
me  at  Naples.' 

*  Where  f  '  asked  Ethel. 
*I  saw  Lord  Kew  there.' 

Ethel  was  smiling  with  all  her  might,  and  kissing  her  hands 
to  the  twins,  who  passed  at  this  moment,  with  their  mamma. 
'Oh,  indeed,  you  saw — how  do  you  do? — Lord  Kew.' 

*  And,  having  seen  him,  I  came  over  to  England,'  said  Clive. 
Ethel  looked  at  him  gravely.    '  What  am  I  to  understand 

by  that,  Clive  ?  You  came  over  because  it  was  very  hot  at 
Naples,  and  because  you  wanted  to  see  your  friends  here, 
n'est-ce  pas  ?  How  glad  mamma  was  to  see  you  !  You  know 
she  loves  you  as  if  you  were  her  own  son.' 

"  What,  as  much  as  that  angel,  Barnes  ! '  cries  Clive  bit- 
terly ;  '  impossible.' 

Ethel  looked  once  more.  Her  present  mood  and  desire 
was  to  treat  Clive  as  a  chit,  as  a  young  fellow  without  conse- 
quence— a  thirteenth  younger  brother.  But  in  his  looks  and 
behavior  there  was  that  which  seemed  to  say  not  too  many 
liberties  were  to  be  taken  with  liim. 

*  Why  weren't  you  here  a  month  sooner,  and  you  might  have 
seen  the  marriage  ?  It  was  a  very  pretty  tiling.  Everybody  was 
there.  Clara,  and  so  did  Barnes,  really  looked  quite  handsome.' 

*  It  must  have  been  beautiful,'  continued  Clive  ;  *  quite  a 
touching  sight,  I  am  sure.  Poor  Charles  Belsize  could  not  be 
present  because  his  brother  was  dead  ;  and  ' 

*  And  what  else,  pray,  Mr.  Newcome  !  '  cries  Miss,  in  great 
wrath,  her  pink  nostrils  beginning  to  quiver.  '  I  did  not 
think,  really,  that  when  we  met  after  so  many  months,  I  was 
to  be — insulted  ;  yes,  insulted,  by  the  mention  of  that  name.' 

*  I  most  humbly  ask  pardon,'  said  Clive,  with  a  grave  bow  ; 
*  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  wound  your  sensibility,  Ethel  ! 
It  is,  as  you  say,  niy  first  appearance  in  society.  I  talk  about 
things  or  persons  that  I  should  not  mention.  I  should  talk 
about  buttons,  should  I  ?  which  you  were  good  enough  lo  toll 
me  was  the  proper  subject  of  conversation.  Mayn't  I  oven 
spoak  of  connections  of  the  family?  Mr.  Bolsizo,  through 
tliis  marriage,  has  the  honor  of  Ix'iiig  connoctod  with  you  ; 
and  even  I,  in  a  nunote  dogroo,  may  l)()ast  of  a  sort  <^f  an  over- 
so-distant  cousiiiship  with  him.    What,  an  honor  for  mo  !  ' 

'Pray  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this?'  cries  INIiss  Ethol, 
flurpriscd,  and  perhaps  alarmed.  Indeed,  ('live  scarcely  know. 
He  had  been  chafing  all  the  while  ho  talkeci  with  her  ;  snu)tlior- 
ing  anger  as  he  saw  the  young  nien  round  about,  her  ;  revt)lt- 
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ing  against  himself  for  the  very  humility  of  his  obedience, 
and  angry  at  the  eagerness  and  delight  with  which  he  had 
come  at  her  call. 

*  The  meaning  is,  Ethel,'  he  broke  out,  seizing  the  oppor- 
tunity, '  that  when  a  man  comes  a  thousand  miles  to  see  you 
and  shake  your  hand,  you  should  give  it  him  a  little  more  cor- 
dially than  you  choose  to  do  to  me  ;  that  wlien  a  kinsman 
knocks  at  your  door,  time  after  time,  you  should  try  and 
admit  him  ;  and  that  when  you  meet  liim  you  should  treat  him 
like  an  old  friend  ;  not  as  you  treated  me  when  my  Lady  Kew 
vouchsafed  to  give  me  admittance  ;  not  as  you  treat  these 
fools  that  are  fribbling  round  about  you,'  cries  Mr.  Clive,  in  a 
great  rage,  folding  his  arms,  and  glaring  round  on  a  number 
of  the  most  innocent  young  swells  ;  and  he  continued  looking 
as  if  he  would  like  to  knock  a  dozen  of  their  heads  together. 
*  Am  I  keeping  Miss  Newcome's  admirers  from  her?' 

*  That  is  not  for  me  to  say,'  she  said  quite  gently.  He 
was  ;  but  to  see  him  angry  did  not  displease  Miss  Newcome. 

*  That  young  man  who  came  for  you  just  now,'  Clive  went 
on  ;  *  that  Sir  John  ' 

*  Are  you  angry  with  me  because  I  sent  him  away  ?  '  said 
Ethel,  putting  out  a  hand.  '  Hark  !  tliere  is  the  music.  Take 
me  in  and  waltz  with  me.  Don't  yon  know  it  is  not  my  door 
at  which  you  knocked  ? '  she  said,  looking  up  into  his  face  as 
simply  and  kindly  as  of  old.  She  whirled  round  the  dancing 
room  with  him  in  triumph,  the  other  beauties  dwindling  before 
her  ;  she  looked  more  and  more  beautiful  with  each  rapid 
move  of  the  waltz,  her  color  heightening  and  her  eyes  seem- 
ing to  brighten.  Not  till  the  music  stopped  did  she  sink  down 
on  a  seat,  panting,  and  smiling  radiantly — as  many  many  hun- 
dred years  ago  I  remember  to  have  seen  Taglioni,  after  a  con- 
quering  pas  seul.  She  nodded  a  '  thank  you '.to  Clive.  It 
seemed  that  there-  was  a  perfect  reconciliation.  Lady  Kew 
came  in  just  at  the  end  of  the  dance,  scowling  when  she 
beheld  Ethel's  partner  ;  but  in  reply  to  her  remonstrances 
Ethel  shrugged  her  fair  shoulders,  with  a  look  which  seemed 
to  say  le  veux,  gave  an  arm  to  her  grandmother,  and  walked 
off,  saucily  protecting  her. 

Clive's  friend  had  been  looking  on  observingly  and  curi- 
ously as  the  scene  between  them  had  taken  place,  and  at  the 
dance  with  which  the  reconciliation  had  been  celebrated.  I 
must  tell  you  that  this  arch  young  creature  had  formed  the 
object  of  my  observation  .for  some  months  past,  and  that  I 
watched  her  as  I  have  watched  a  beautiful  panther  at  the 
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Zoological  Gardens,  so  bright  of  eye,  so  sleek  of  coat,  so  slim 
in  form,  so  swift  and  agile  in  her  spring. 

A  more  brilliant  young  coquette  than  Miss  Newcome,  in 
her  second  season,  these  eyes  never  looked  upon,  that  is  the 
truth.  In  her  first  year,  being  engaged  to  Lord  Kew,  she  was 
perhaps  a  little  more  reserved  and  quiet.  Besides,  her  mother 
went  out  with  her  that  first  season,  to  whom  Miss  Newcome, 
except  for  a  little  occasional  flightiness,  was  invariably  obedi- 
ent and  ready  to  come  to  call.  But  when  Lady  Kew  appeared 
as  her  duenna,  the  girl's  delight  seemed  to  be  to  plague  the 
old  lady,  and  she  would  dance  with  the  very  youngest  sons 
merely  to  put  grandmamma  in  a  passion.  In  this  way  poor 
young  Cubley  (who  has  two  hundred  a  year  of  allowance, 
besides  eighty,  and  an  annual  rise  of  five  in  the  Treasury,) 
actually  thought  that  Ethel  was  in  love  with  him,  and  con- 
sulted with  tlie  young  men  in  his  room  in  Downing  Street, 
whether  two  hundred  and  eighty  a  year,  with  five  pounds  more 
next  year,  would  be  enough  for  them  to  keep  house  on  ? 
Young  Tandy  of  the  Temple,  Lord  Skibbereen's  younger  son, 
who  sat  in  the  house  for  some  time  on  the  Irish  Catholic  side, 
was  also  deeply  smitten,  and  many  a  night  in  our  walks  home 
from  the  parties  at  the  other  end  of  the  town,  would  enter- 
tain me  with  his  admiration  and  passion  for  her. 

'  If  you  have  such  a  passion  for  her,  why  not  propose  ? '  it 
was  asked  of  Mr.  Tandy. 

*  Propose  !  propose  to  a  Russian  archduchess,'  cries  young 
Tandy.  '  She's  beautiful,  she's  delightful,  she's  witty.  I 
have  never  seen  anything  like  her  eyes  ;  they  send  me  wild  — 
wild,'  says  Tandy  (8lapi)ing  his  waistcoat  under  Temple  Bar) 
— 'but  a  more  audacious  little  flirt  never  existed  since  the  days 
of  Cleopatra.' 

With  this  opinion  likewise  in  my  mind,  I  had  been  looking 
on  during  C'live's  proceedings  with  Miss  Ethel — not,  I  say, 
without  a<lniirati()n  of  the  young  lady  who  was  heading  him 
such  a  dance.  The  waltz  over,  I  congratulateci  him  on  his  o\\  \\ 
performance.  Continental  practi(H'  iiad  greatly  improved  him. 
'And  as  for  your  |)arliier,  it  is  d*  linhtfid  to  see  her,'  I  wi'iit 
on.  '  I  always  like  to  Ix!  by  when  Miss  Newcome  dances.  I 
had  sooner  see  her  than  anylnxiy  since 'i'aglioiii.  Look  at  licr 
now,  with  Iier  neck  up,  and  her  lillh"  foot  out,  just  as  she  is 
j>re|>aring  to  start,  !     IIa|>|>\'  Lord  Uust iiiLCt on  ! 

'Vou  ar*'  angry  with  her  because  she  cut  you,' grow  is 
*  Vou  krjow  you  said  she  cut  you,  or  forgot  you  ;  and  your 
vanity's  wounded  ;  that  is  wliy  you  arc  ho  Hatirical.' 
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*  How  can  Miss  ISTewcome  remember  all  the  men  who  are 
presented  to  her?'  says  the  other.  'Last  year  she  talked  to 
me  because  she  wanted  to  know  about  you.  This  year  she 
doesn't  talk ;  because  I  suppose  she  does  not  want  to  know 
about  you  any  more. 

*  Hang  it.  Do — on't,  Pen,'  cries  Clive,  as  a  schoolboy  cries 
out  to  another  not  to  hit  him. 

*  She  does  not  pretend  to  observe  ;  and  is  in  full  conversa- 
tion with  the  amiable  Bustington.  Delicious  interchange  of 
noble  thoughts.  But  she  is  observing  us  talking,  and  knows 
that  we  are  talking  about  her.  If  ever  you  marry  her,  Clive, 
which  is  absurd,  I  shall  lose  you  for  a  friend.  You  will  infal- 
libly tell  her  what  I  think  of  her  ;  and  she  will  order  you  to 
give  me  up.'  Clive  had  gone  off  in  a  brown  study,  as  his 
interlocutor  continued  :  '  Yes,  she  is  a  flirt.  She  can't  help 
her  nature.  She  tries  to  vanquish  everyone  who  comes  near 
her.  She  is  a  little  out  of  breath  from  waltzing,  and  so  she 
pretends  to  be  listening  to  poor  Bustington,  who  is  a  little  out 
of  breath  too,  but  puffs  out  his  best  in  order  to  make  himself 
agreeable.  With  what  a  pretty  air  she  appears  to  listen  ! 
Her  eyes  actually  seem  to  brighten.' 

*  What  f '  says  Clive,  with  a  start. 

I  could  not  comprehend  the  meaning  of  the  start ;  nor  did  I 
care  much  to  know,  supposing  that  the  young  man  was  wak- 
ing up  from  some  lover's  reverie  ;  and  the  evening  sped  away, 
Clive  not  quitting  the  ball  until  Miss  Newcome  and  the 
Countess  of  Kew  had  departed.  No  further  communication 
appeared  to  take  place  between  the  cousins  that  evening.  I 
think  it  was  Captain  Crackthorpe  who  gave  the  young  lady  an 
arm  into  her  carriage  ;  Sir  John  Fobsby  having  the  happiness 
to  conduct  the  old  Countess,  and  carry  the  pink  bag  for  the 
shawls,  wrappers,  etc.,  on  which  her  ladyship's  coronet  and 
initials  are  emblazoned.  Clive  may  have  made  a  movement 
as  if  to  step  forward,  but  a  single  finger  from  Miss  Newcome 
warned  him  back. 

Clive  and  his  two  friends  in  Lamb  Court  had  made  an  en- 
gagement for  the  next  Saturday  to  dine  at  Greenwich  ;  but 
on  the  morning  of  that  day  there  came  a  note  from  him  to  say 
that  he  thought  of  going  down  to  see  his  aunt,  Miss  Honey- 
man,  and  begged  to  recall  his  promise  to  us.  Saturday  is  a 
holiday  with  gentlemen  of  our  profession.  We  had  invited  F. 
Bayham,  Esquire,  and  promised  ourselves  a  merry  evening,  and 
were  unwilling  to  balk  ourselves  of  the  pleasure  on  account  of 
the  absence  of  our  young  Roman.    So  we  three  went  to  Lon- 
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don  Bridge  Station  at  an  early  hour,  proposing  to  breathe  the 
fiesli  air  of  Greenwich  Park  before  dinner.  And  at  London 
Bridge,  by  the  most  singular  coincidence,  Lady  Kew's  car- 
riage drove  up  to  the  Brighton  entrance,  and  Miss  Ethel  and 
her  maid  stepped  out  of  the  brougham. 

When  Miss  Newcome  and  her  maid  entered  the  Brighton 
station,  did  Mr.  Clive,  by  another  singular  coincidence,  happen 
also  to  be  there  ?  What  more  natural  and  dutiful  than  that 
he  should  go  and  see  his  aunt,  Miss  Honeyman  ?  What  more 
proper  than  that  Miss  Ethel  should  pass  the  Saturday  and 
Sunday  with  her  sick  father  ;  and  take  a  couple  of  wholesome 
nights'  rest  after  those  five  weary  past  evenings,  for  each  of 
which  we  may  reckon  a  couple  of  soirees  and  a  ball  ?  And 
that  relations  should  travel  together,  the  young  lady  being 
protected  by  her  femme-de-chambre;  that  surely,  as  everyone 
must  allow,  was  perfectly  right  and  proper. 

That  a  biographer  should  profess  to  know  every  thing  which 
passes,  even  in  a  confidential  talk  in  a  first-class  carriage  be- 
tween two  lovers,  seems  perfectly  absurd  ;  not  that  grave  histo- 
rians do  not  pretend  to  the  same  wonderful  degree  of  knowledge 
— reporting  meetings  the  most  occult  of  conspirators  ;  private 
interviews  between  monarchs  and  their  ministers,  even  the 
secret  thoughts  and  motives  of  those  personages,  which  possibly 
the  persons  themselves  did  not  know.  All  for  which  the  present 
writer  will  pledge  his  known  character  for  veracity  is,  that  on 
a  certain  day  certain  parties  had  a  conversation,  of  which  the 
upshot  was  so-and-so.  He  guesses,  of  course,  at  a  great  deal 
of  what  took  place  ;  knowing  the  characters  and  being  informed 
at  some  time  of  their  meeting.  You  do  not  suppose  that  I 
bribed  the  femme-de-chamhre,  or  that  those  two  city  gents,  who 
sat  in  the  same  carriage  with  our  young  friends,  and  could  not 
hear  a  word  they  said,  reported  their  talk  to  me  ?  If  C'live  and 
Ethel  had  had  a  coupe  to  themselves,  I  would  yet  boldly  tell 
what  took  place,  but  the  coupe  was  taken  by  otlier  three  young 
city  gents  who  smoked  the  whole  way. 

'  Well,  then,'  the  bonnet  begins,  close  up  to  the  hat,  '  tell  me, 
sir,  is  it  true  that  you  were  so  very  much  epris  of  the  Miss  Free- 
mans  at  Rome  ;  and  afterward  you  were  so  woTiderfuUy  atten- 
tive to  the  third  Miss  Hulliol  ?  Did  you  draw  her  ])ortrait? 
You  know  you  drew  her  [)ortrait.  You  painters  always  pre- 
tend to  admire  girls  with  auburn  hair,  because  '^Fitian  and 
Ka[)hael  })ainted  it.  lias  the  Fornarina  red  hairV  Why, 
we  are  at  (.roydon,  I  declare  !  ' 

*The  Fornarina,'  the  liat  replies  to  the  bonnet, '  if  that  picture 
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at.  the  Borghese  Palace  be  an  original,  or  a  likeness  of  her — is 
not  a  handsome  woman,  witli  vulgar  eyes  and  mouth,  and  alto- 
gether a  most  mahogany  colored  person.  She  is  so  plain,  in 
fact,  I  think  that  very  likely  it  is  the  real  woman  ;  for  it  is 
with  their  own  fancies  that  men  fall  in  love — or  rather  every 
woman  is  handsome  to  the  lover.  You  know  how  old  Helen 
must  have  been.' 

*  I  don't  know  any  such  thing,  or  anything  about  her.  Who 
was  Helen  ? '  asks  the  bonnet ;  and  indeed,  she  did  not  know. 

*  It's  a  long  story,  and  such  an  old  scandal  now  that  there 
is  no  use  in  repeating  it,'  says  Clive. 

*  You  only  talk  about  Helen  because  you  wish  to  turn  away 
the  conversation  from  Miss  Freeman,'  cries  the  young  lady — 
*  from  Miss  Balliol,  I  mean.' 

*  We  will  talk  about  whichever  you  please.  Which  shall  we 
begin  to  pull  to  pieces  ?  '  says  Clive.  You  see,  to  be  in  this 
carriage — to  be  actually  with  her — to  be  looking  into  those 
wonderful,  lucid  eyes — to  see  her  sweet  mouth  dimpling,  and 
hear  her  sweet  voice  ringing  with  its  delicious  laughter — to  have 
that  hour  and  a  half  his  own,  in  spite  of  all  the  world-dragons, 
grandmothers,  convenances,  the  future — made  the  young  fellow 
so  happy,  filled  his  whole  frame  and  spirit  with  a  delight  so 
keen,  that  no  wonder  he  was  gay,  and  brisk,  and  lively. 

*  And  so  you  knew  of  my  goings  on  ? '  he  asked.  Oh  me  ! 
they  were  at  Reigate  by  this  time  ;  there  was  Gatton  Park 
flying  before  them  on  the  wings  of  the  wind. 

*  I  know  of  a  number  of  things,'  says  the  bonnet,  nodding 
with  ambrosial  curls. 

*  Andyou  would  not  answer  the  second  letter  I  wrote  to  you?' 

*  We  were  in  great  perplexity.  One  cannot  be  always  answer- 
ing young  gentlemen's  letters.  I  had  considerable  doubt  about 
answering  a  note  I  got  from  Charlotte  St.,  Fitzroy  Square,' 
says  the  lady's  chapeau.  *  No,  Clive,  we  must  not  write  to 
one  another,'  she  continued  more  gravely,  *  or  only  very,  very 
seldom.  Nay,  my  meeting  you  here  to-day  is  by  the  merest 
chance,  I  am  sure  ;  for  when  I  mentioned  at  Lady  Freeman's 
the  other  evening  that  I  was  going  to  see  papa  at  Brighton 
to-day,  I  never  for  one  moment  thought  of  seeing  you  in  the 
train.  But  as  you  are  here,  it  can't  be  helped  ;  and  I  may  as 
well  tell  you  that  there  are  obstacles.' 

*  What,  other  obstacles?'  Clive  gasped  out. 

*  Nonsense,  you  silly  boy!  No  other  obstacles  but  those 
which  always  have  existed,  and  must.  When  we  parted — that 
is,  when  you  left  us  at  Baden,  you  knew  it  was  for  the  besto 
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You  had  your  profession  to  follow,  and  could  not  go  idling 
about — about  a  family  of  six  people  and  children.  Every  man 
has  his  profession,  and  you  yours,  as  you  would  have  it.  We 
are  so  nearly  allied  that  we  may — we  may  like  each  other  like 
brother  and  sister  almost.  I  don't  know  what  Barnes  would 
say  if  he  heard  me  !  Whatever  you  and  your  father  are,  how 
can  I  ever  tliiuk  of  you  but — but  you  know  how  ?  I  always 
shall,  always.  There  are  certain  feelings  we  have  which  I  hope 
never  can  change  ;  though,  if  you  please,  about  them  I  intend 
never  to  speak  any  more.  Neither  you  nor  I  can  alter  our  con- 
ditions, but  must  make  the  best  of  them.  You  shall  be  a  fine, 
clever  painter ;  and  I — who  knows  what  will  happen  to  me  ?  I 
know  what  is  going  to  happen  to-day  ;  I  am  going  to  see  papa 
and  mamma,  and  be  as  happy  as  I  can  till  Monday  morning.' 

*I  know  what  I  wish  would  happen  now,'  said  Clive — they 
were  going  screaming  through  a  tunnel. 

'  What  ? '  said  the  bonnet  in  the  darkness  ;  and  the  engine 
was  roaring  so  loudly  that  he  was  obliged  to  put  his  head 
quite  close  to  say  : 

*I  wish  the  tunnel  would  fall  in  and  close  upon  us,  or  that 
we  might  travel  on  forever  and  ever.' 

Here  there  was  a  great  jar  of  the  carriage,  and  the  lady's- 
maid,  and  I  think  Miss  Ethel,  gave  a  shriek.  The  lamp  above 
was  so  dim  that  the  carriage  w^as  almost  totally  dark.  No 
wonder  the  lady's-maid  was  frightened  !  but  the  daylight 
came  streaming  in,  and  all  poor  Clive's  wishes  of  rolling  and 
rolling  on  forever  were  put  an  end  to  by  the  implacable  sun 
in  a  minute. 

Ah,  why  was  it  the  quick  train  ?  Suppose  it  had  been  the 
parliamentary  train  ?  Even  that  too  would  have  come  to  an 
end.  They  came  and  said,  '  Tickets,  please,'  and  Olive  held 
out  the  three  of  their  party — his,  and  Ethel's,  and  her  maid's. 
I  think  for  such  a  ride  as  that  he  was  right  to  give  up  Green- 
wich. Mr.  Kuhn  was  in  waiting  with  a  carriage  for  Miss 
Ethel.    She  shook  hands  with  Clive,  returning  his  pressure. 

*I  may  come  and  see  you  ?'  he  said. 

*  You  may  come  and  sec  niamma — yes.' 

'And  where  arc  you  staying?' 

Bless  my  soul — they  were  staying  at  Miss  Iloneynian's  I 
Clive  burst  into  a  laugh.  Wh}^  he  was  going  there,  too  !  Of 
course.  Aunt  ironeyman  had  no  room  for  him,  her  house  being 
quite  full  with  the  other  Newconies. 

It  was  a  most  curious  coincidence,  their  meeting  ;  but  alto- 
gether Lady  Ann  thought  it  was  best  to  say  nothing  about 
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the  circumstance  to  grandmamma.  I  myself  am  puzzled  to 
say  which  would  have  been  the  better  course  to  pursue,  under 
the  circumstances  ;  there  were  so  many  courses  open.  As  they 
had  gone  so  far,  should  they  go  on  farther  together  ?  Suppose 
they  were  going  to  the  same  house  at  Brighton,  oughtn't  they 
to  have  gone  in  the  same  carriage,  with  Kuhn  and  the  maid, 
of  course  ?  Suppose  they  met  by  chance  at  the  station,  ought 
they  to  have  traveled  in  separate  carriages  ?  I  ask  any  gentle- 
man and  father  of  a  family,  when  he  was  immensely  smitten 
with  his  present  wife,  Mrs.  Brown,  if  he  had  met  her  traveling 
with  her  maid,  in  the  mail,  when  there  was  a  vacant  place, 
what  would  he  himself  have  done  ? 

CHAPTER  XLII. 

injured  innocence. 
From  Clive  Newcome,  Esq.,  To  Lieut.-Col.  Newcome,  C.  B. 

Brighton,  June  12,  18— 

My  Dearest  Father  :  As  the  weather  was  growing  very  hot  at  Naples,  and  you 
wished  I  should  come  to  England  to  see  Mr.  Binnie,  I  came  accordingly,  and  have  been 
here  three  weeks,  and  write  to  you  from  Aunt  Honeyman's  parlor  at  Brighton,  where 
you  ate  your  last  dinner  before  embarking  for  India.  I  found  your  splendid  remittance 
on  calling  in  Fog  Court,  and  have  invested  a  part  ef  the  sum  in  a  good  horse  to  ride, 
upon  which  I  take  my  diversion  with  other  young  dandies  in  the  park.  Florae  is  in 
England,  but  he  has  no  need  of  your  kindness.  Only  think  1  he  is  Prince  de  Montcon- 
tour  now,  the  second  title  of  the  Due  d'lvry  s  family  ;  and  M.  le  Comte  de  Florae  is 
Due  d'lvry,  in  consequence  of  the  demise  of  t'other  old  gentleman.  I  believe  the  lat« 
duke's  wife  shortened  his  life.  Oh,  what  a  woman  1  She  caused  a  duel  between  Lord 
Kew  and  a  Frenchman,  which  has  in  its  turn  occasioned  all  sorts  of  evil  and  division  in 
families,  as  you  shall  hear. 

In  the  first  place,  in  consequence  of  the  duel  and  of  incompatibility  of  temper,  the 
match  between  Kew  and  E.  N.  has  been  broken  off.  I  met  Lord  Kew  at  Naples  with  his 
mother  and  brother,  nice  quiet  people  as  you  would  like  them.  Kew's  wound  and  sub- 
sequent illness  have  altered  him  a  good  deal.  He  has  become  much  more  serious  than 
he  used  to  be  ;  not  ludicrously  so  at  all,  but  he  says  he  thinks  his  past  life  has  been 
useless  and  even  criminal,  and  he  wishes  to  change  it.  He  has  sold  his  horses,  and  sown 
his  wild  oats.    He  has  turned  quiie  a  sober,  quiet  gentleman. 

At  our  meeting  he  told  me  of  what  had  happened  between  him  and  Ethel,  of 
whom  he  spoke  most  kindly  and  generously,  but  avowing  his  opinion  that  they  never 
could  have  been  happy  in  married  life.  And  now,  I  think  my  dear  old  father  will  see 
that  there  may  be  another  reason,  besides  my  desire  to  see  Mr.  Binnie,  which  has 
i)rought  me  tumbling  back  to  England  again.  If  need  be  to  speak,  I  never  shall  liave, 
I  hope,  any  secrets  from  you.  I  have  not  said  much  about  one  which  has  given  me  the 
deuce's  disquiet  for  ten  months  past,  because  there  was  no  good  in  talking  about  it,  or 
vexing  you  needlessly  with  reports  of  my  griefs  and  woes. 

Well,  when  we  were  at  Baden,  in  September  last,  and  E.  and  I  wrote  those  letters  in 
common  to  you,  I  dare  say  you  can  fancy  whnt  mv  feelings  might  have  been  toward 
such  a  beautiful  young  creature,  who  has  a  hundred  faults,  for  which  I  love  her  just  as 
much  as  for  the  good  that  is  in  her.  I  became  dreadfully  smitten  indeed,  and  knowing 
that  she  was  engaged  to  Lord  Kew,  1  did  as  you  told  me  you  did  once  when  the  enemy 
was  too  strong  for  yon— Iran  awjy.  I  had  a  bad  time  of  it  for  two  or  three  months. 
At  Rome,  however,  I  began  to  take  matters  more  easily,  my  naturally  fine  appetite 
returned,  and  at  the  end  of  the  season  I  found  myself  uncommonly  happy  in  the  society 
of  the  Miss  Balliols  and  the  Miss  Freemans  ;  bnt  when  Kew  told  me  at  Naples  of  what 
had  happened,  there  was  straightway  a  fresh  eruption  in  my  heart,  and  I  was  fool  enough 
to  come  almost  without  sleep  to  London,  in  order  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  bright  eyes 
of  E.  N. 

She  is  now  in  this  very  house,  upstairs  with  one  aunt,  while  the  other  lets  lodging  to 
her.  T  have  seen  her  but  very  seldom  indeed,  since  I  came  to  London,  where  Sir  Brian 
and  Lady  Ann  do  not  pass  the  season,  and  Ethel  goes  about  to  a  dozen  partie«  every 
week  with  old  Lady  Kew,  who  neither  loves  you  nor  me.   Hearing  E.  say  she  was  com- 
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mg  down  to  her  parents  at  Brighton,  T  made  so  bold  as  to  waylay  her  at  the  train  (thousfh 
J  didn't  tell  her  tliat  1  passed  three  hours  in  the  waiting  room;  ;  and  we  made  the  journey 
together,  and  she  was  very  kind  and  bcuuLuul,  and  though  I  suppose  I  miiibt  just  as 
well  ask  the  Royal  Princess  to  have  me,  I  can't  help  hoping,  and  longing,  and  hankering 
alter  her.  And  Aunt  Honeyman  must  have  found  out  that  I  am  fond  of  her,  for  the 
old  lady  has  received  me  with  a  scolding.  Uncle  Charles  seems  to  be  in  very  good  con- 
dition again.  I  saw  him  in  full  clerical  feather  at  Mme.  de  Montcontour's,  a  good- 
natured  body  who  drops  her  h's,  though  Florae  is  not  aware  of  their  absence.  Pendennis 
and  Warrington,  I  know,  would  send  you  their  best  regards.  Pen  is  conceited,  but 
much  kinder  in  reality  than  he  has  the  air  of  being.  Fred  Bayham  is  doing  well,  and 
prospering  in  his  mysterious  way. 

Mr.  Binnie  is  not  looking  at  all  well  ;  and  Mrs.  Mack— well,  as  I  know  you  nevei.* 
attack  a  lady  behind  her  lovely  back,  I  won't  say  a  word  of  Mrs.  Mack — but  she  has 
taken  possession  of  Uncle  Jamts,  and  seems  to  me  to  weigh  upon  him  somehow. 
Rosey  is  as  pretty  and  good-natured  as  ever,  and  has  learned  two  new  songs  ;  but,  you 
see,  with  my  sentiments  in  another  quarter,  I  feel,  as  it  were,  guilty  and  awkward  in 
company  of  Rosey  and  her  mamma.  They  have  become  the  very  greatest  friends  with 
Bryanstone  Square,  and  Mrs.  Mack  is  always  citing  Aunt  Hobson  as  the  most  superior 
of  women,  in  which  opinion,  I  dure  say,  Aunt  Hobson  concurs. 

Good-by,  my  dearest  father  ;  my  sheet  is  full.  I  wish  I  could  put  my  arm  in  yours 
and  pace  up  and  down  the  pier  with  you,  and  toll  you  more  and  more.  But  you  know 
enough  now,  and  that  I  am  your  affectionate  son  always,  C.  N. 

In  fact,  when  Mr.  Clive  appeared  at  Steyne  Gardens,  step- 
ping out  of  the  fly,  and  lianding  Miss  Ethel  tlience.  Miss 
Honeyman,  of  course,  was  very  glad  to  see  her  nephew,  and 
saluted  him  with  a  little  embrace,  to  show  her  sense  of  pleasure 
at  his  visit.  But  the  next  day  being  Sunday,  when  Clive,  with 
the  most  engaging  smile  on  his  countenance,  walked  over  to 
breakfast  from  his  hotel.  Miss  Honeyman  would  scarcely  speak 
to  him  during  the  meal,  looked  out  at  him  very  haughtily  from 
under  her  Sunday  cap,  and  received  his  stories  about  Italy  with 
*  Oh  !  ah  !  indeed  !  '  in  a  very  unkind  manner.  And  when 
breakfast  was  over,  and  she  had  done  washing  her  china,  she 
fluttered  up  to  Clive  with  such  an  agitation  of  plumage,  redness 
of  craw,  and  anger  of  manner  as  a  maternal  hen  shows  if  she 
has  reason  to  think  you  menace  her  chickens.  She  fluttered 
up  to  Clive,  I  say,  and  cried  out,  *  Not  in  this  house,  Clive — . 
not  in  this  house,  I  beg  you  to  understand  thatf 

Clive,  looking  amazed,  said,  *  Certainly  not,  ma'am  ;  I  never 
did  do  it  in  the  i»ouse,asI  know  you  don't  like  it.  I  was  going  into 
theSquare.'  Theyoungman  meaning  thathe  was  about  tosinoU(», 
and  conjecturing  that  his  aunt's  anger  applied  to  that  practice, 

'  Y^ou  know  very  well  what  I  niean,  sir  !  Don't  tiy  to  turn 
me  off  in  that  highty-tighty  way.  My  dinner  to-day  is  at  half- 
j:)a8t  one.  You  can  din(^  or  not,  as  you  like,'  and  the  oKl  huly 
flounced  out  of  tin;  room. 

Poor  Clive  stood  rolling  his  cigar  in  sad  perplexity  of  spirit, 
until  Miss  Honeyman's  servant,  Hannah,  entenMl,  who,  for  Iut 
])art,  grinne<l  and  looke*!  partieularly  sly,  'In  the  n:une  »)(* 
goodness,  ll.innah,  what  is  the  row  about  ?'  cries  Mr.  (Mive. 
'What  is  my  aunt  scolding  at?  What  are  you  grinning  at, 
you  old  Cheshire  eat  ?  ' 
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*  Git  'long,  Master  Clive,'  says  Hannah,  patting  the  cloth. 

*  Get  along !  why  get  along,  and  where  am  I  to  get  along  to?* 

*  Did'ee  do  ut,  really  now.  Master  Clive  ? '  cries  Miss  Honey- 
man's  attendant,  grinning  with   the  utmost  good-humor. 

*  Well,  she  be  as  pretty  a  young  lady  as  ever  I  saw  ;  and  as  I 
told  my  missis,  "  Miss  Martha,"  says  I, "  there's  a  pair  on  'em." 
Though  missis  was  mortal  angry,  to  be  sure.  She  never  could 
bear  it.' 

*  Bear  what?  you  old  goose  ! '  cries  Clive,  who  by  these 
playful  names  had  been  wont  to  designate  Hannah  these 
twenty  years  past. 

*  A  young  gentleman  and  a  young  lady  a-kissing  of  each 
other  in  the  railroad  coach,'  sa^'^s  Hannah,  jerking  up  with  her 
finger  to  the  ceiling,  as  much  as  to  say,  '  There  she  is  !  Lar, 
she  be  a  pretty  young  creature,  that  she  be  !  and  so  I  told  Miss 
Martha.'  Thus  differently  had  the  news  which  had  come  to 
them  on  the  previous  night  affected  the  old  lady  and  her  maid. 

The  news  was  that  Miss  Newcome's  maid  (a  giddy  thing 
from  the  country,  who  had  not  even  learned  as  yet  to  hold  her 
tongue)  had  announced  with  giggling  delight  to  Lady  Ann's 
maid,  who  was  taking  tea  with  Mrs.  Hicks,  that  Mr.  Clive  had 
given  Miss  Ethel  a  kiss  in  the  tunnel,  and  she  supposed  it  was 
a  match.  This  intelligence  Hannah  Hicks  took  to  her  mistress, 
of  whose  angry  behavior  to  Clive  the  next  morning  you  may 
now  understand  the  cause. 

Clive  did  not  know  whether  to  laugh  or  to  be  in  a  rage. 
He  swore  that  lie  was  as  innocent  of  all  intention  of  kissing 
Miss  Ethel  as  of  embracing  Queen  Elizabeth.  He  was  shocked 
to  think  of  his  cousin,  walking  above,  fancy-free  in  maiden 
meditation,  while  this  conversation  regarding  her  was  carried 
on  below.  How  could  he  face  her,  or  her  mother,  or  even  her 
maid,  now  he  had  cognizance  of  this  naughty  calumny  ?  ^  Of 
course  Hannah  had  contradicted  it  ?  '  *  Of  course  I  have  'a' 
done  no  such  a  thing,  indeed,'  replied  Master  Clive's  old  friend; 

*  of  course  I  have  set  'em  down  a  bit  ;  for  when  little  Trimmer 
said  it,  and  she  supposed  it  was  all  settled  between  you,  seeing 
how  it  had  been  a-going  on  in  foreign  parts  last  year,  Mrs. 
Pincott  says,  "  Hold  your  silly  tongue.  Trimmer  !  "  she  says; 
"  Miss  Ethel  marry  a  painter,  indeed.  Trimmer  ! "  says  she, 
"  while  she  has  refused  to  be  a  countess,"  she  says  ;  "  and  can 
be  a  marchioness  any  day,  and  will  be  a  marchioness.  Marry  a 
painter,  indeed  !  "  Mrs.  Pincott  says  ;  "  Trimmer,  I'm  surprised 
at  your  impidence."  So,  my  dear,  I  got  angry  at  that,'  Clive's 
champion  continued,  '  and  says  I,  "  If  my  young  master  aint 
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good  enough  for  any  young  lady  in  tliis  world,"  says  I,  "I'd 
like  you  to  show  her  to  me;  and  if  his  dear  father,  the  Colonel," 
says  I,  "aint  as  good  as  your  old  gentleman  upstairs,"  says  I, 
"  who  has  gruel,  and  dines  upon  doctor's  stuff,  then,  Mrs.  Pin- 
cott,"  says  I,  "  my  name  isn't  what  it  is,"  says  I.  Those  were 
my  very  words.  Master  Clive,  my  dear;  and  then  Mrs.  Pincott 
saj^s,  "  Mrs.  Hicks,"  she  says,  "  you  don't  understand  society," 
she  says  ;  "  you  don't  understand  societj^,"  he  !  he  ! '  And  the 
country  lady,  with  considerable  humor,  gave  an  imitation  of 
the  town  lady's  manner. 

At  this  juncture  Miss  Honeyman  re-entered  the  parlor, 
arrayed  in  her  Sunday  bonnet,  her  stiff  and  spotless  collar,  her 
Cashmere  shawl  and  Agra  broocli,  and  carrying  her  Bible  and 
prayer  book,  eacli  stitched  in  its  neat  cover  of  brown  silk. 
*  Don't  stay  chattering  here,  yon  idle  woman,'  she  cried  to  her 
attendant,  with  extreme  asperity.  '  And  you,  sir,  if  you  wish 
to  smoke  your  cigars,  you  had  best  walk  down  to  the  cliff 
where  the  Cockneys  are  ! '  she  added,  glowering  at  Clive. 

*  Now  I  understand  it  all,'  Clive  said,  trying  to  deprecate 
her  anger.  *  My  dear,  good  aunt,  it's  a  most  absurd  mistake  ; 
upon  my  honor  Miss  Ethel  is  as  innocent  as  you  are.' 

'  Innocent  or  not,  this  house  is  not  intended  for  assigna- 
tions, Clive  !  As  long  as  Sir  Brian  Newcome  lodges  here,  you 
will  be  pleased  to  keep  away  from  it,  sir  ;  and  though  I  don't 
approve  of  Sunday  traveling,  I  think  the  very  best  thing  you 
can  do  is  to  put  3'Ourself  in  the  train  and  go  back  to  London.' 

And  now,  young  people,  who  read  my  moral  pages,  you  will 
see  how  liighly  imprudent  it  is  to  sit  with  your  cousins  in  rail- 
way carriages  ;  and  how,  though  3^ou  ma}'  not  mean  the  slight- 
est harm  in  the  world,  a  great  deal  may  be  attributed  to  you  ; 
and  how,  when  you  think  you  are  managing  your  little  absurd 
love  affairs  ever  so  quietly,  Jeames  and  Betsy  in  the  servants' 
hall  are  very  likely  talking  about  them,  and  you  are  })utting 
yourself  in  the  power  of  those  menials.  If  the  p(M-sual  of  these 
lines  has  rendered  one  single  young  couple  uncomfortable, 
surely  my  amiable  end  is  answered,  and  T  have  written  not 
altogether  in  vain. 

Clive  was  going  away,  innocent  though  lie  was,  yet  quivering 
under  his  aunt's  r('j)roof,  and  so  put  out  of  countenance  that 
he  had  not  even  thought  of  lighting  the  great  cigar  which  he 
stuck  into  his  foolish  inoutli  ;  wiien  a  shout  of  '('live  !  Clive!' 
from  half-a- do/en  little  voices  roused  him,  aiul  presently  as 
many  little  N(;wconieH  came  toddling  down  tho  stairs,  and  this 
one  clung  round  his  knees,  and  that  at  the  skirts  of  hi^  coat 
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and  another  took  his  hand  and  said  he  must  come  and  walk 
with  them  on  the  beach. 

So  away  went  Clive  to  walk  with  his  cousins,  and  then  to  see 
his  old  friend  Miss  Cann,  with  whom  and  the  elder  children  he 
walked  to  church,  and  issuing  thence  greeted  Lady  Ann  and 
Ethel  (who  had  also  attended  the  service)  in  the  most  natural 
way  in  the  world. 

While  engaged  in  talking  with  these,  Miss  Honeyman  came 
out  of  the  sacred  edifice,  crisp  and  stately  in  the  famous  Agra 
brooch  and  Cashmere  shawl.  The  good-natured  Lady  Ann  had 
a  smile  and  a  kind  word  for  her,  as  for  everybody.  Clive  went 
up  to  his  maternal  aunt  to  offer  his  arm.  '  You  must  give  him 
up  to  us  for  dinner,  Miss  Honeyman,  if  you  please  to  be  so  very 
kind.  He  was  so  good-natured  in  escorting  Ethel  down,'  Lady 
Ann  said. 

*  Hm  !  my  lady,'  says  Miss  Honeyman,  perking  her  head  up 
in  her  collar.  Clive  did  not  know  whether  to  laugh  or  not, 
but  a  fine  blush  illuminated  his  countenance.  As  for  Etliel, 
she  was,  and  looked,  perfectly  unconscious.  So,  rustling  in  her 
stiff  black  silk,  Martha  Honeyman  walked  with  her  nephew, 
silent  b}'-  the  shore  of  the  much-sounding  sea.  The  idea  of 
courtship,  of  osculatory  processes,  of  marrying  and  giving  in 
marriage,  made  this  elderly  virgin  chafe  and  fume,  she  never 
having,  at  any  period  of  her  life,  indulged  in  any  such  ideas  or 
practices,  and  being  angry  against  them,  as  childless  wives  will 
sometimes  be  angry  and  testy  against  matrons,  with  their 
prattle  about  their  nurseries.  Now,  Miss  Cann  was  a  different 
sort  of  spinster,  and  loved  a  bit  of  sentiment  with  all  her  heart, 
from  which  I  am  led  to  conclude — but,  pray,  is  this  the  history 
of  Miss  Cann,  or  of  the  Newcomes  ? 

All  these  Newcomes  then  entered  into  Miss  Honeyman's 
house,  where  a  number  of  little  knives  and  forks  were  laid  for 
them.  Ethel  was  cold  and  thoughtful  ;  Lady  Ann  was  per- 
fectly good-natured,  as  her  wont  was.  Sir  Brian  came  in  on  the 
arm  of  his  valet  presently,  wearing  that  look  of  extra  neatness 
which  invalids  have  who  have  just  been  shaved  and  combed 
and  made  ready  by  their  attendants  to  receive  company.  He 
was  voluble,  though  there  was  a  perceptible  change  in  his 
voice  ;  he  talked  chiefly  of  matters  which  had  occurred  forty 
years  ago,  and  especially  of  Clive's  own  father,  when  he  was  a 
boy,  in  a  manner  which  interested  the  young  man  and  Ethel. 
*  He  threw  me  down  in  a  chaise — sad  chap — always  reading 
"  Orme's  History  of  India  " — wanted  marry  Frenchwoman. 
He  wondered  Mrs.  Newcome  didn't  leave  Tom  anything — 'pon 
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my  word,  quite  s'prise.'  The  events  of  to-day,  the  House  of 
Commons,  the  City,  had  little  interest  for  him.  All  the  chil- 
dren went  up  and  shook  him  by  the  hand,  with  awe  in  their 
looks,  and  he  patted  their  yellow  heads  vacantly  and  kindly. 
He  asked  Clive  (several  times)  where  he  had  been  ?  and  said 
he  himself  had  had  a  slight  'tack — vay  slight — was  getting  welL 
ev'y  day — strong  as  a  horse — go  back  to  Parliament  d'rectly. 
And  then  he  became  a  little  peevish  with  Parker,  his  man, 
about  his  broth.  The  man  retired,  and  came  back  presently, 
with  profound  bows  and  gravity,  to  tell  Sir  Brian  dinner  was 
ready,  and  he  went  away  quite  brisklj'^  at  this  news,  giving  a 
couple  of  fingers  to  Clive  before  he  disappeared  into  the  upper 
apartments.  Good-natnired  Lady  Ann  was  as  easy  about  this 
as  about  the  other  events  of  this  world.  In  later  days,  with 
what  a  strange  feeling  we  remember  that  last  sight  we  have  of 
the  old  friend  ;  that  nod  of  farewell,  and  shake  of  the  hand, 
that  last  look  of  face  and  figure  as  the  door  closes  on  him,  or 
the  coach  drives  away  !  So  the  roast  mutton  was  ready,  and 
all  the  children  dined  very  heartily. 

The  infantile  meal  had  not  been  long  concluded,  when  serv- 
ants announced  '  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh '  ;  and  that  noble- 
man made  his  appearance,  to  pay  his  respects  to  Miss  New- 
come  and  Lady  Ann.  He  brought  the  very  last  news  of  the 
very  last  party  in  London,  where  '  Really,  upon  my  honor, 
now,  it  was  quite  a  stupid  party,  because  Miss  Newcome  wasn't 
there.    It  was,  now,  really.' 

Miss  Newcome  remarked,  if  he  said  so  upon  his  honor,  of 
course,  she  was  satisfied. 

'  As  you  weren't  there,' the  young  nobleman  continued,  'the 
Miss  Rackstraws  came  out  quite  strong  ;  really,  they  did,  now, 
upon  my  honor.  It  was  quite  a  quiet  thing.  Lad}''  Merri- 
borough  hadn't  even  got  a  new  gown  on.  Lady  Ann,  3'ou  shirk 
London  society  this  year,  and  we  miss  you  ;  we  expected  you 
to  give  us  two  or  three  things  this  season  ;  we  did,  now,  really. 
I  said  to  Tufthunt,  only  yesterday,  why  has  not  Lady  Ann  New- 
come  given  anything?  You  know  '^rufthunt?  They  say  he's  a 
cleverfellow, and  that;  but  he's  a  low  littleboast,  and  I  hatehiui.' 

Lady  Ann  said,  *  Sir  Brian's  bad  state  of  health  ])revented 
her  from  going  out  this  season,  or  receiving  at  home.' 

'  It  don't  prevent  your  inotlier  from  going  out,  though,'  con- 
tinued my  lord.  'Upon  my  honor,!  think  unless  siie  got  two 
or  tlirce  things  every  night,  I  think  she'd  die.  Lady  Kew's  like 
one  of  those  horses,  yon  know,  that  unless  tliey  go  they  drop.* 

'Thank  you,  for  my  mother,'  said  l-idy  Ann. 
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*  She  is,  upon  my  honor.  Last  night  I  know  she  was  at  ever 
so  many  places.  She  dined  at  the  Bloxams',  for  I  was  there. 
Then  she  said  she  was  going  to  sit  with  old  Mrs.  Crackthorpe, 
who  has  broke  her  collar-bone  (that  Crackthorpe  in  the  Life 
Guards,  her  grandson,  is  a  brute,  and  I  hope  she  won't  leave  him 
a  shillin'),  and  then  she  came  on  to  Lady  Hawkstone's,  where 
I  heard  her  say  she  had  been  at  the — at  the  Flowerdales',  too. 
People  begin  to  go  to  those  Flowerdales.  Hanged  if  I  know 
where  they  won't  go  next.    Cotton-spinner,  wasn't  he  ? ' 

*  So  were  we,  my  lord,' 

*  Oh,  yes,  I  forgot  !  But  you're  of  an  old  family — very  old 
family.' 

*We  can't  help  it,'  said  Miss  Ethel  archly.  Indeed,  she 
theught  she  was. 

*  Do  you  believe  in  the  barber-surgeon  ? '  asked  Clive.  And 
my  lord  looked  at  him  with  a  noble  curiosity,  as  much  as  to 
say,  *  Who  the  deuce  was  the  barber-surgeon  ?  and  who  the 
devil  are  you  ?  ' 

*  Why  should  we  disown  our  family  ? '  Miss  Ethel  said  simply. 
*In  those  early  days,  I  suppose  people  did — did  all  sorts  of 
things,  and  it  was  not  considered  at  all  out  of  the  way  to  be 
surgeon  to  William  the  Conqueror.' 

*  Edward  the  Confessor,'  interposed  Clive.  *  And  it  must 
be  true,  because  I  have  seen  a  picture  of  the  barber-surgeon  ;  a 
friend  of  mine,  M'Collop,  did  the  picture,  and  I  dare  say  it  is 
for  sale  still.' 

Lady  Ann  said,  '  she  should  be  delighted  to  see  it.'  Lord 
Farintosh  remembered  that  the  M'Collop  had  the  moor  next 
to  his  in  Argyleshire,  but  did  not  choose  to  commit  himself 
with  the  stranger,  and  preferred  looking  at  his  own  handsome 
face  and  admiring  it  in  the  glass  until  the  last  speaker  had 
concluded  his  remarks. 

As  Clive  did  not  offer  any  further  conversation,  but  went 
back  to  a  table,  where  he  began  to  draw  the  barber-surgeon. 
Lord  Farintosh  resumed  the  delightful  talk.  '  What  infernal 
bad  glasses  these  are  in  these  Brighton  lodging-houses  !  They 
make  a  man  look  quite  green,  really,  they  do — and  there's 
nothing  green  in  me,  is  there.  Lady  Ann  ? ' 

*  But  you  look  very  unwell.  Lord  Farintosh  ;  indeed  you  do,' 
Miss  Ne  wcorae  said  gravely.  '  I  think  late  hours,  and  smoking, 
and  going  to  that  horrid  Piatt's,  where  I  dare  say  you  go  ' 

*  Go  ?  don't  I  ?  But  don't  call  it  horrid  ;  really,  now,  don't 
call  it  horrid  ! '  cried  the  noble  Marquis. 

*  Well — something  has  made  you  look  far  from  well.  You 
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know  how  very  well  Lord  Farintosh  used  to  look,  mamma — and 
to  see  him  now,  in  only  his  second  season — oli,itis  melancholy ! ' 

'  God  bless  my  soul,  Miss  Newcome  ?  what  do  you  mean  ? 
I  think  I  look  pretty  well,'  and  the  noble  youth  passed  his 
hand  through  his  hair.  *  It  is  a  hard  life,  I  know  ;  that  tearin' 
about  night  after  night,  and  sittin'  up  till  ever-so-much  o'clock  ; 
and  then  all  these  races,  you  know,  comin'  one  after  another — 
it's  enough  to  knock  up  any  fellow.  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do.  Miss 
Newcome.  I'll  go  down  to  Codlington,  to  my  mother  ;  I  will, 
upon  my  honor,  and  lie  quiet  all  July,  and  then  I'll  go  to  Scot- 
land— and  you  shall  see  whether  I  don't  look  better  next  season.' 

'  Do,  Lord  Farintosh  ! '  said  Ethel,  greatly  amused,  as  much, 
perhaps,  at  the  young  Marquis,  as  at  her  cousin  Clive,  who  sat 
while  the  other  was  speaking,  fuming  with  rage,  at  his  table. 
*  What  are  you  doing,  Clive  ? '  she  asks. 

*  I  was  trying  to  draw.  Lord  knows  who — Lord  Newcome, 
who  was  killed  at  the  battle  of  Bosworth,'  said  the  artist,  and 
the  girl  ran  to  look  at  tlie  picture. 

'  Why  you  have  made  him  like  Punch  ! '  cries  the  young  lady. 

*  It's  a  shame,  caricaturing  one's  own  flesh  and  blood,  isn't 
it  ?  '  asked  Clive  gravely. 

'  What  a  droll,  funny  picture  ! '  exclaims  Lady  Ann.  *  Isn't 
it  capital.  Lord  Farintosh  ?' 

'  I  dare  say — I  confess  I  don't  understand  that  sort  of  thing,' 
says  his  lordship.  '  Don't,  upon  my  honor.  There's  Odo  Carton, 
always  making  those  caricatures — T  don't  understand  'em. 
You'll  come  up  to  town  to-morrow,  won't  you  ?  And  you're 
goin'  to  Lady  Hm's,  and  to  Hm  and  Hm's,  aint  you  ?  '  (The 
names  of  these  aristocratic  places  of  resort  were  quite  inaudible.) 
'  You  mustn't  let  Miss  Blackcap  have  it  all  her  own  way,  you 
know  ;  that  you  mustn't.' 

*  She  won't  have  it  all  her  own  way,'  says  Miss  Ethel.  *  Lord 
Farintosh,  will  you  do  me  a  favor  ?  Lady  Innishowan  is  your 
aunt?' 

'  Of  course  she  is  my  aunt.' 

'  Will  you  be  so  very  good  as  to  get  a  card  for  her  party  on 
Tuesday  for  my  cousin,  Mr.  Clive  Newcome  ?  Clive,  please 
be  introduced  to  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh.' 

The  young  Marquis  perfectly  well  recollected  those  mus- 
taches and  tlieir  wearer  on  a  former  night,  though  he  had  not 
thought  fit  to  make  any  sign  of  recognition.  'Anything  you 
wish,  Miss  Newcome,'  he  said  delighted,  I'm  sure;'  and 
turning  to  Clive — '  In  the  army,  T  suppose  ? ' 

'  I  am  an  artist,'  says  Clive,  turning  very  red. 
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'  Oh,  really,  I  didn't  know,'  cries  the  nobleman  ;  and  my 
lord  bursting  out  laughing  presently,  as  he  was  engaged  in  con- 
versation with  Miss  Ethel  on  the  balcony,  Clive  thought,  very 
likely  with  justice,  *  He  is  making  fun  of  my  mustaches.  Con- 
found him  !  I  should  like  to  pitch  him  over  into  the  street.* 
But  this  was  only  a  kind  wish  on  Mr.  Newcome's  part,  not 
followed  out  by  any  immediate  fulfillment. 

As  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh  seemed  inclined  to  prolong  his 
visit,  and  his  company  was  exceedingly  disagreeable  to  Clive, 
the  latter  took  his  departure  for  an  afternoon  walk,  consoled 
to  think  that  he  should  have  Ethel  to  himself  at  the  evening's 
dinner,  when  Lady  Ann  would  be  occupied  about  Sir  Brian, 
and  would  be  sure  to  be  putting  the  children  to  bed,  and,  in  a 
word,  would  give  him  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  delightful  tete-d- 
tete  with  the  beautiful  Ethel. 

Clive's  disgust  was  considerable  when  he  came  to  dinner,  at 
length,  and  found  Lord  Farintosh  likewise  invited,  and  sprawl- 
ing in  the  drawing  room.  His  hopes  of  a  tete-d-tete  were  over. 
Ethel,  and  Lady  Ann,  and  my  lord  talked,  as  all  people  will, 
about  their  mutual  acquaintance  ;  what  parties  were  coming 
off,  who  was  going  to  marry  whom,  and  so  forth.  And  as  the 
persons  about  whom  they  conversed  were  in  their  own  station 
of  life,  and  belonged  to  the  fashionable  world,  of  which  Cliv^e 
had  but  a  slight  knowledge,  he  chose  to  fancy  that  his  cousin 
was  giving  herself  airs,  and  to  feel  sulky  and  uneasy  during 
their  dialogue. 

Miss  Newcome  had  faults  of  her  own,  and  was  worldly 
enough,  as  perhaps  the  reader  has  begun  to  perceive  ;  but  in 
this  instance,  no  harm,  sure,  was  to  be  attributed  to  her.  If 
two  gossips  in  Aunt  Honeyman's  parlor  had  talked  over  the 
affairs  of  Mr.  Jones  and  Mr.  Brown,  Clive  would  not  have  been 
angry  ;  but  a  young  man  of  spirit  not  unfrequently  mistakes  his 
vanity  for  independence  ;  and  it  is  certain  that  nothing  is  more 
offensive  to  us  of  the  middle  class  than  to  hear  the  names  of 
great  folks  constantly  introduced  into  conversation. 

So  Clive  was  silent  and  ate  no  dinner,  to  the  alarm  of 
Hannah,  who  had  put  him  to  bed  many  a  time,  and  always  had 
a  maternal  eye  over  him.  When  he  actually  refused  currant- 
and-raspberry  tart,  and  custard,  the  chef-cVceuvre  of  Miss  Honey- 
man,  for  which  she  had  seen  him  absolutely  cry  in  his  child- 
hood, the  good  Hannah  was  alarmed. 

*  Law,  Master  Clive  !  '  she  said,  *  do-ee  eat  some.  Missis 
made  it,  you  know  she  did '  ;  and  she  insisted  on  bringing 
back  the  tart  to  him. 
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Lady  Ann  and  Ethel  laughed  at  this  eagerness  on  the 
worthy  old  woman's  part.  *  Do'ee  eat  some,  Clive/  says  Ethel, 
imitating  honest  Mrs.  Hicks,  who  had  left  the  room. 

'  It's  doosid  good,'  remarked  Lord  Farintosh. 

'Then,  do'ee  eat  some  more,'  said  Miss  Newcome  ;  on 
which  the  young  nobleman,  holding  out  his  plate,  observed, 
with  much  affability,  that  the  cook  of  the  lodgings  was  really  a 
stunner  for  tarts. 

'  The  cook  ;  dear  me,  it's  not  the  cook  ! '  cries  Miss  Ethel. 
'  Don't  you  remember  the  princess  in  the  "  Arabian  Nights," 
who  was  such  a  stunner  for  tarts.  Lord  Farintosh  ?  ' 

Lord  Farintosh  couldn't  say  that  he  did. 

'  Well,  I  thought  not  ;  but  there  was  a  princess  in  Arabia, 
or  China,  or  somewhere,  who  made  such  delicious  tarts  and 
custards  that  nobody's  could  compare  with  them  ;  and  tliere  is 
an  old  lady  in  Brighton  who  has  the  same  wonderful  talent. 
She  is  the  mistress  of  this  house.' 

'  And  she  is  my  aunt,  at  your  lordship's  service,'  said  Mr. 
Clive,  with  great  dignity. 

'  Upon  my  honor  !  I)id  you  make  'em.  Lady  Ann  ? '  asked 
my  lord. 

'The  Queen  of  Hearts  made  tarts  I '  cried  out  Miss  New- 
come  rather  eagerly,  and  blushing  somewhat. 

'  My  good  old  aunt,  Miss  Honeyman,  made  this  one,' 
Clive  would  go  on  to  say. 

'  Miss  Honeyman's  sister,  the  preacher,  you  know,  where 
we  go  on  Sunday,'  Miss  Ethel  interposed. 

'The  Honeyman  pedigree  is  not  a  matter  of  very  great 
importance,'  Lady  Ann  remarked  gently.  'Kuhn,  will  you 
have  the  goodness  to  take  away  these  things  ?  When  did  you 
hear  of  Colonel  Newcome,  Clive  ?  ' 

An  air  of  deep  bewilderment  and  perplexity  had  spreatl 
over  Lord  Farintosh's  fine  countenance  while  this  talk  about 
pastry  liad  been  going  on.  The  Arabian  princess,  the  (^ueen 
of  Hearts  making  tarts.  Miss  Honeynian  ?  Who  the  deuce 
were  all  these?  Such  may  have  been  liis  l()i<lship*'s  doubts  and 
queries.  Whatever  his  cogitations  were,  he  did  not  give  utter- 
ance to  them,  ])ut  remained  in  silence  for  some  t  ime,  as  did  the 
rest  of  the  little  party.  Clive  tried  to  think  he  had  asserted  his 
independence  l)y  showiii'jf  th.it  lie  was  not  ashanuMl  of  his  old 
aunt  ;  but  the  doubt  may  be  w  lu  ther  t  here  was  any  necessity  lor 
presenting  her  in  this  company,  and  wiiether  Mr.  Clive  hat!  not 
much  better  have  left  the  tart  ([uestion  alon*'. 

Ethel  evidently  thought  so  ;  for  slu"  talked  atid  r:ittI»Ml  in 
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the  most  lively  manner  with  Lord  Farintosh  for  the  rest  of 
the  evening,  and  scarcely  chose  to  say  a  word  to  her  cousin. 
Lady  Ann  was  absent  with  Sir  Brian  and  her  children  for  the 
most  part  of  the  time  ;  and  thus  Clive  had  the  pleasure  of  lis- 
tening to  Miss  Newcome  uttering  all  sorts  of  odd  little  para- 
doxes, firing,  the  while,  sly  shots  at  Mr.  Clive,  and,  indeed, 
making  fun  of  his  friends,  exhibiting  herself  in  not  the  most 
agreeable  light.  Her  talk  only  served  the  more  to  bewilder 
Lord  Farintosh,  who  did  not  understand  a  tithe  of  her  allusions, 
for  Heaven,  which  had  endowed  the  young  Marquis  with  per- 
sonal charms,  a  large  estate,  an  ancient  title,  and  the  pride 
belonging  to  it,  had  not  supplied  his  lordship  with  a  great 
quantity  of  brains,  or  a  very  feeling  heart. 

Lady  Ann  came  back  from  the  upper  regions  presently,  wuth 
rather  a  grave  face,  and  saying  that  Sir  Brian  was  not  so  well 
this  evening,  upon  w^hich  the  young  men  rose  to  depart.  My 
lord  said  he  had  had  '  a  most  delightful  dinner,  and  a  most 
delightful  tart,  'pon  his  honor,'  and  was  the  only  one  of  the 
little  company  who  laughed  at  his  own  remark.  Miss  Ethel's 
eyes  flashed  scorn  at  Mr.  Clive  when  that  unfortunate  subject 
was  introduced  again. 

My  lord  was  going  back  to  London  to-morrow.  Was  Miss 
Newcome  going  back  ?•  Wouldn't  he  like  to  go  back  in  the 
train  with  her  ! — another  unlucky  observation.  Lady  Ann 
said,  '  It  would  depend  on  the  state  of  Sir  Brian's  health  the 
next  morning,  whether  Ethel  would  return  ;  and  both  of  you 
gentlemen  are  too  young  to  be  her  escort,'  added  the  kind 
lady.  Then  she  shook  hands  with  Clive,  as  thinking  she  had 
said  something  too  severe  for  him. 

Farintosh,  in  the  meantime,  was  taking  leave  of  Miss  New- 
come.  *Pray,  pray,'  said  his  lordship,  'don't  throw  me  over 
at  Lady  Innishowan's.  You  know  I  hate  balls,  and  never  go 
to  'em,  except  when  you  go.  I  hate  dancing,  I  do,  'pon  my 
honor.' 

*  Thank  you,'  said  Miss  Newcome,  with  a  courtesy. 

*  Except  with  one  person — onl}^  one  person,  upon  my  honor. 
I'll  remember  and  get  the  invitation  for  your  friend.  And  if 
you  would  but  try  that  mare,  I  give  you  my  honor  I  bred  her  at 
Codlington.  She's  a  beauty  to  look  at,  and  as  quiet  as  a  lamb.' 

*  I  don't  want  a  horse  like  a  lamb,'  replied  the  young  lady. 

*  Well — she'll  go  like  blazes,  now  ;  and  over  timber  she's 
splendid,  now.    She  is,  upon  my  honor.' 

*  When  I  come  to  London,  perhaps  you  may  trot  her  out/ 
said  Miss  Ethel,  giving  liira  her  hand  and  a  fine  smile. 
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Clive  came  up,  biting  his  lips.  '  I  suppose  you  don't  conde- 
scend to  ride  Bhurtpore  any  more  now  ?  '  he  said. 

*  Poor  old  Bhurtpore  !  The  children  ride  him  now,'  said 
Miss  Ethel — giving  Clive  at  the  same  time  a  dangerous  look 
of  her  eyes,  as  thougli  to  see  if  her  shot  had  hit.  Then  she 
added,  *  No — he  has  not  been  brought  up  to  town  this  year  ; 
he  is  at  Newcome,  and  I  like  him  very  much.'  Perhaps  she 
thought  the  shot  had  struck  too  deep. 

But  if  Clive  was  hurt,  he  did  not  show  his  wound.  *  You 
have  had  him  these  four  years — yes,  it's  four  years  since  my 
father  broke  him  for  you.  And  you  still  continue  to  like  him  ? 
What  a  miracle  of  constancy  !  You  use  him  sometimes  in 
the  country — when  you  have  no  better  horse — what  a  compli- 
ment to  Bhurtpore  ! ' 

'  Nonsense  ! '  Miss  Ethel  here  made  Clive  a  sign,  in  her 
most  imperious  manner,  to  stay  a  moment  when  Lord  Farintosh 
had  departed. 

But  he  did  not  choose  to  obey  this  order.  '  Good-night,' 
he  said.  '  Before  I  go,  I  must  shake  hands  with  my  aunt  down- 
stairs.' And  he  was  gone,  following  close  upon  Lord  Farin- 
tosh, who,  I  dare  say,  thought, '  Why  the  deuce  can't  he  shake 
hands  with  his  aunt  up  here?'  and  when  Clive  entered  Miss 
Honeyman's  back  parlor,  making  a  bow  to  the  young  noble- 
man, my  lord  went  away  more  perplexed  than  ever  ;  and  the 
next  day  told  friends  at  White's  what  uncommonly  queer 
people  those  Newcomes  were.  *  I  give  you  my  honor,  tiiere 
was  a  fellow  at  Lady  Ann's  whom  they  call  Clive,  who  is  a 
painter  by  trade — his  uncle  is  a  preacher — his  father  is  a  horse« 
dealer,  and  his  aunt  lets  lodgings  and  cooks  the  dmner.' 

CHAPTER  XLIII. 

RETURNS  TO  SOME  OLD  FRIENDS. 

The  haggard  youth  burst  into  my  chambers  in  the  Temple 
on  the  very  next  morning,  and  confided  to  me  the  story  winch 
has  been  just  here  narrated.  When  he  liad  concluded  it,  with 
many  ejaculations  regarding  the  lieroine  of  tlietaie, 'I  s;iw 
her,  sir,'  he  added/  walking  with  tlie  children  and  Miss  Cann, 
as  I  drove  round  in  the  fly  to  the  station — and  didn't  even 
bow  to  her.' 

'  Why  did  you  go  round  by  tlie  clilT?  '  asked  Clive's  friend. 
*That  is  not  the  way  from  the  Steyne  Arms  to  the  rail- 
road.' 

*  Hang  it,'  says  Clive,  turning  very  red,  *I  wanted  to  pass 
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just  under  her  windows,  and  if  I  saw  her,  not  to  see  her  ;  and 
that's  what  I  did.' 

*  Why  did  she  walk  on  the  cliff,'  mused  Olive's  friend, '  at 
that  early  hour  ?  Kot  to  meet  Lord  Farintosh,  I  should  think. 
He  never  gets  up  before  twelve.  It  must  have  been  to  see 
you.  Didn't  you  tell  heryou  were  going  away  in  the  morning  ? ' 

'  I  tell  you  what  she  does  with  me,'  continues  Mr.  Clive. 
*  Sometimes  she  seems  to  like  me,  and  then  she  leaves  me. 
Sometimes  she  is  quite  kind — kind  she  always  is — I  mean,  you 
know,  Pen — you  know  what  I  mean  !  and  then  up  comes  the 
old  Countess,  or  a  young  marquis,  or  some  fellow  with  a 
handle  to  his  name,  and  she  whistles  me  off  till  the  next  con- 
venient opportunity.' 

*  Women  are  like  that,  my  ingenuous  youth,'  says  Olive's 
counselor. 

*  7"  won't  stand  it.  I  won't  be  made  a  fool  of  ! '  he  con- 
tinues. *  She  seems  to  expect  everybody  to  bow  to  her,  and 
moves  through  the  world  with  her  imperious  airs.  Oh,  how 
confoundedly  handsome  she  is  with  them  !  I  tell  you  what. 
I  feel  inclined  to  tumble  down  and  feel  one  of  her  pretty  little 
feet  on  my  neck,  and  say,  There  !  Trample  my  life  out. 
Make  a  slave  of  me.  Let  me  get  a  silver  collar  and  mark 
"  Ethel  "  on  it,  and  go  through  the  world  with  my  badge.' 

*  And  a  blue  ribbon  for  a  footman  to  hold  you  by  ;  and  a  muz- 
zle to  wear  in  the  dog-days.  Bow  !  wow  ! '  says  Mr.  Pendennis. 

(At  this  noise,  Mr.  Warrington  puts  his  head  in  from  the 
neighboring  bedchamber,  and  shows  a  beard  just  lathered  for 
shaving.  *  We  are  talking  sentiment  !  Go  back  till  you  are 
wanted  ! '  says  Mr.  Pendennis.    Exit  he  of  the  soap-suds.) 

*  Don't  make  fun  of  a  fellow,'  Olive  continues,  laughing 
ruefully.  *  You  see,  I  must  talk  about  it  to  somebody.  I  shall 
die  if  I  don't.  Sometimes,  sir,  I  rise  up  in  my  might  and  I 
defy  her  lightning.  The  sarcastic  dodge  is  the  best  ;  I  bor- 
rowed that  from  you.  Pen,  old  boy.  That  puzzles  her  ;  that 
would  beat  her,  if  I  could  but  go  on  with  it.  But  there  comes 
a  tone  of  her  sweet  voice,  a  look  out  of  those  killing  gray  eyes, 
and  all  my  frame  is  in  a  thrill  and  a  tremble.  When  she  was 
engaged  to  Lord  Kew  I  did  battle  with  the  confounded  passion 
— and  I  ran  away  from  it,  like  an  honest  man,  and  the  gods 
rewarded  me  with  ease  of  mind,  after  a  while.  But  now  the 
thing  rages  worse  than  ever.  Last  night,  I  give  you  my  honor, 
I  heard  every  one  of  the  confounded  hours  toll,  except  the  last, 
when  I  was  dreaming  of  my  father  ;  and  the  chambermaid 
woke  me  with  a  hot-water  jug.' 
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*  Did  she  scald  you?  What  a  cruel  chambermaid  !  I  see 
you  have  shaven  the  mustaches  off.' 

*  Farintosh  asked  me  whether  I  was  going  into  the  army.' 
said  Clive,  *  and  she  laughed.  I  thought  I  had  best  dock 
them.  Oh,  I  would  like  to  cut  my  head  off,  as  well  as  my  hair  ! ' 

*Have  you  ever  askedher  to  marry  you?'  asked  Olive's  friend. 

'  I  have  seen  her  but  five  times  since  my  return  from 
abroad,'  the  lad  went  on  ;  'there  has  been  always  somebody 
by.  Who  am  I  ?  a  painter  with  five  hundred  a  year  for  an 
allowance.  Isn't  she  used  to  walk  upon  velvet,  and  dine  upon 
silver  ;  and  hasn't  she  got  marquises  and  barons,  and  all  sorts 
of  swells  in  her  train  ?    I  daren't  ask  her  ! ' 

Here  his  friend  hummed  Montrose's  lines — *  He  either  fears 
his  fate  too  much,  or  his  desert  is  small,  who  dares  not  put  it 
to  the  touch,  and  win  or  lose  it  all.' 

'  I  own  I  dare  not  ask  her.  If  she  were  to  refuse  me,  I 
know  I  should  never  ask  again.  This  isn't  the  moment,  when 
all  Swelldom  is  at  her  feet,  for  me  to  come  forward  and  say, 
"  Maiden,  I  have  watched  thee  daily,  and  I  think  thou  lovest 
me  well."  I  read  that  ballad  to  her  at  Baden,  sir.  I  drew  a 
picture  of  the  Lord  of  Burleigh  wooing  the  maiden,  and  asked 
what  she  would  have  done  ? ' 

'  Oh,  you  did!  I  tliought,  when  we  were  at  Baden,  we  were 
so  modest  that  we  did  not  even  whisper  our  condition  ?  ' 

*  A  fellow  can't  help  letting  it  be  seen,  and  hinting  it,'  says 
Clive,  with  another  blush.  'They  can  read  it  in  our  looks, 
fast  enough  ;  and  what  is  going  on  in  our  minds,  hang  them  ! 
I  recollect  she  said,  in  lier  grave,  cool  way  that,  after  all,  the 
Lord  and  Lady  of  Burleigh  did  not  seem  to  have  made  a  very 
good  marriage,  and  that  the  lady  would  have  been  much  hap- 
pier in  marrying  one  of  her  own  degree.' 

'  That  was  a  very  prudent  saying  for  a  young  lady  of 
eigliteen,'  remarks  Olive's  friend. 

'  Yes  ;  but  it  was  not  an  unkind  one.  Say  Ethel  thought — 
thought  that  was  tlie  case;  and  being  engaged  herself,  and 
knowing  how  friends  of  mine  had  provided  a  very  prett  y  little 
partner  for  me — she  is  a  dear,  good  little  girl,  litlle  Uosey  ; 
and  twice  as  good,  Pen,  when  her  mother  is  away — knowing 
this  and  that,  I  say,  Hupjjose  Kthel  wanted  to  give  inc  a 
to  keep  (piiet,  was  she  not  right  in  tiie  counsel  slu'  Lr;»vi>  nie  ? 
She  is  not  lit  to  b(^  a  poor  man's  wife.  Fancy  Kthel  Neweome 
going  into  the  kitcluMiand  making  pies,  like  Aunt  Iloneyman  !' 

"  The  Circassian  Im-muI  ies  don't,  sell  uiidei-  so  many  thou- 
sand ptirscH,'  remarked  Mi-.  IV'ndennis.    'If  there's  a  heauty 
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in  a  well-regulated  Georgian  family,  they  fatten  her  ;  they 
feed  her  with  the  best  Hacahout  des  Arabes.  They  give  her 
silk  robes  and  perfumed  baths ;  have  her  taught  to  play  on 
the  dulcimer,  and  dance  and  sing  ;  and  when  she  is  quite  per- 
fect, send  her  down  to  Constantinople  for  the  Sultan's  inspec- 
tion. The  rest  of  the  family  never  think  of  grumbling,  but 
eat  coarse  meat,  bathe  in  the  river,  wear  old  clothes,  and 
praise  Allah  for  their  sister's  elevation.  Bah  !  Do  you  sup- 
pose the  Turkish  system  doesn't  obtain  all  the  world  over? 
My  poor  Clive,  this  article  in  the  May  Fair  Market  is  beyond 
your  worship's  price.  Some  things  in  this  world  are  made  for 
our  betters,  young  man.  Let  Dives  say  grace  for  his  dinner, and 
the  dogs  and  Lazarus  be  thankful  for  the  crumbs.  Here  comes 
Warrington,  shaven  and  smart  as  if  he  was  going  out  a  courting.' 

Thus  it  will  be  seen  that,  in  his  communication  with  certain 
friends  who  approached  nearer  to  his  own  time  of  life,  Clive 
was  much  more  eloquent  and  rhapsodical  than  in  the  letter 
which  he  wrote  to  his  father  regarding  his  passion  for  Miss 
Ethel.  He  celebrated  her  with  pencil  and  pen.  He  was  for- 
ever drawing  the  outline  of  her  head,  the  solemn  eyebrow,  the 
nose  (that  wondrous  little  nose),  descending  from  the  straight 
forehead,  the  short  upper  lip,  and  chin  sweeping  in  a  full 
curve  to  the  neck,  etc.,  etc.,  etc.  A  frequenter  of  his  studio 
might  see  a  whole  gallery  of  Ethels  there  represented.  When 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  visited  that  place,  and  remarked  one  face  and 
figure  repeated  on  a  hundred  canvases  and  papers,  gray,  white, 
and  brown,  I  believe  she  was  told  that  the  original  was  a 
famous  Roman  model,  from  which  Clive  had  studied  a  great 
deal  during  his  residence  in  Italy  ;  on  which  Mrs.  Mack  c^ave 
it  as  her  opinion  that  Clive  was  a  sad,  wicked  young  fellow  ; 
and  as  for  Miss  Rosey,  she,  of  course,  was  of  mamma's  way 
of  thinking.  Rosey  went  through  the  world,  constantly  smil- 
ing at  whatever  occurred.  She  was  good-humored  through 
the  dreariest  long  evenings,  at  the  most  stupid  parties  ;  sat 
good-humoredly  for  hours  at  Shoolbred's,  while  mamma  was 
making  purchases  ;ilieard  good-humoredly  those  old,  old  stories 
of  her  mother's,  day  after  day  ;  bore  an  hour's  joking  or  an 
hour's  scolding,  with  equal  good-humor ;  and  whatever  had 
been  the  occurrences  of  her  simple  day,  whether  there  was 
sunshine  or  cloudy  weather,  or  flashes  of  lightning  and  bursts 
of  rain,  I  fancy  Miss  Mackenzie  slept  after  them  quite  undis- 
turbedly, and  was  3ure  to  greet  the  morrow's  dawn  with  a  smile. 

Had  Clive  become  more  knowing  in  his  travels  ;  had  Love 
or  Experience  opened  his  eyes,  that  they  looked  so  differently 
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now  upon  objects  which  before  used  well  enough  to  please  them? 
It  is  a  fact  that,  until  he  went  abroad,  he  thought  Widow 
Mackenzie  a  dashing,  lively,  agreeable  woman  ;  he  used  to 
receive  her  stories  about  Cheltenham,  the  colonies,  the  balls 
at  Government  House,  the  observations  which  the  Bishop 
made,  and  the  peculiar  attention  of  the  Chief  Justice  to  Mrs. 
Major  McShane,  with  the  Major's  uneasy  behavior — all  these 
to  hear,  at  one  time,  did  Clive  not  ungraciously  incline.  *  Our 
friend,  Mrs.  Mack,'  the  good  old  Colonel  used  to  say,  '  is  a 
clever  woman  of  the  world,  and  has  seen  a  great  deal  of  com- 
pany.' That  story  of  Sir  Thomas  Sadman  dropping  a  pocket- 
handkerchief  in  his  court  at  Colombo,  which  the  Queen's  Advo- 
cate O'Goggarty  picked  up,  and  on  which  Laura  McS.  was 
embroidered,  while  the  Major  was  absolutely  in  the  witness 
box  giving  evidence  against  a  native  servant  who  had  stolen 
one  of  his  cocked  hats — that  story  always  made  good  Thomas 
Newcome  laugh,  and  Clive  used  to  enjoy  it,  too,  and  the  widow's 
mischievous  fun  in  narrating  it  ;  and  now,  behold,  one  day 
when  Mrs.  Mackenzie  recounted  the  anecdote  in  her  best  man- 
ner to  Messrs.  Pendennis  and  Warrington,  and  Frederick 
Bayham,  who  had  been  invited  to  meet  Mr.  Clive  in  Fitzroy 
Square — when  Mr.  Binnie  chuckled,  when  Rosey,  as  in  duty 
bound,  looked  discomposed  and  said,  'Law,  mamma!' — not 
one  sign  of  good-humor,  not  one  ghost  of  a  smile,  made  its 
apparition  on  Clive's  dreary  face.  He  painted  imaginary  por- 
traits with  a  strawberry  stalk  ;  he  looked  into  his  water-glnss 
as  though  he  would  plunge  and  drown  there  ;  and  Hayliam 
had  to  remind  liitn  that  the  claret-jug  was  anxious  to  have 
another  embrace  from  its  constant  friend,  F.  B.  When  Mrs. 
Mack  went  away,  distributing  smiles,  Clive  groaned  out, 
*  Good  Heavens  !  how  that  story  does  bore  nie  ! '  and  lapsed 
into  his  former  moodiness,  not  giving  so  much  as  a  glance  to 
Rosey,  whose  sweet  face  looked  at  liim  kindly  for  a  moment, 
as  slie  followed  in  the  w;ike  of  her  mnnima. 

*  The  mother's  the  woman  for  mv  money,'  I  heard  F.  B.whis- 
per  to  Warrington.  'Splendid  ligureliead,  sir,  magnificent 
l)uild,  sir,  from  bows  to  stern — T  like  'em  of  that  sort.  'I'hank 
you,  Mr.  J)innie,  T  mill  take  a  baek-liander,  as  (Mive  <lon't  seem 
t()<lrink.  'IMie  youtli,  sir,  has  grown  inelanelioly  with  liis  travels; 
I'm  inclined  to  thiidc  some  noble  Roman  has  stolen  the  young 
man's  lieart.  Why  did  vou  Tiot  send  us  over  a  j>ieture  <»f  the 
charmer,  Clive  ?  Young  Kidley,  Air.  Hinnie,  you  will  hv  happy 
to  hear,  is  bidding  fair  to  take  a  dist  in-^uished  place  in  th»'  worM 
of  art.    His  picture  lias  been  greatly  admired  ;  and  iny  good 
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friend  Mrs.  Ridley  tells  me  that  Lord  Todmorden  has  sent  him 
over  an  order  to  paint  him  a  couple  of  pictures  at  a  hundred 
guineas  apiece.' 

'  I  should  think  so.  J.  J.'s  pictures  will  be  worth  five  times 
a  hundred  guineas  ere  five  years  are  over,'  says  Clive. 

'  In  that  case  it  wouldn't  be  a  bad  speculation  for  our  friend 
Sherrick,'  remarked  F.  B.,  *  to  purchase  a  few  of  the  young 
man's  works.  I  would,  only  I  haven't  the  capital  to  spare. 
Mine  has  been  invested  in  an  Odessa  venture,  sir,  in  a  large 
amount  of  wild  oats,  which  up  to  the  present  moment  make  me 
no  return.  But  it  will  always  be  a  consolation  to  me  to  think 
that  I  have  been  the  means — the  humble  means — of  furthering 
that  deserving  young  man's  prospects  in  life.' 

*  You,  F.  B.!  and  how  ?  '  we  asked. 

*  By  certain  humble  contributions  of  mine  to  the  press,' 
answered  Bayhatn  majestically.  *  Mr.  Warrington,  the  claret 
happens  to  stand  with  you  ;  and  exercise  does  it  good,  sir. 
Yes,  the  articles,  trifling  as  they  may  appear,  have  attracted 
notice,'  continued  F.  B.,  sipping  his  wine  with  great  gusto. 
*  They  are  noticed,  Pendennis,  give  me  leave  to  say,  by  parties 
who  don't  value  so  much  the  literary,  or  even  the  political  part 
of  the  I^all  Mall  Gazette,  though  both,  I  am  told  by  those  who 
read  them,  are  conducted  with  considerable — consummate 
ability.  John  Ridley  sent  a  hundred  pounds  over  to  his  father, 
the  other  day,  who  funded  it  in  his  son's  name.  And  Ridley 
told  the  story  to  Lord  Todmorden,  when  the  venerable  noble- 
man congratulated  him  on  having  such  a  child.  I  wish  F.  B. 
had  one  of  the  same  sort,  sir.'  In  which  sweet  prayer  we  all 
of  us  joined,  with  a  laugh. 

One  of  us  had  told  Mrs.  Mackenzie  (let  the  criminal  blush 
to  own  that  quizzing  his  fellow-creatures  used  at  one  time  to 
form  a  part  of  his  youthful  amusement)  that  F.  B.  was  the  son 
of  a  gentleman  of  most  ancient  family  and  vast  landed  posses- 
sions, and  as  Bayham  was  particularly  attentive  to  the  widow, 
and  grandiloquent  in  his  remarks,  she  was  greatly  pleased  by  his 
politeness,  and  pronounced  him  a  most  distingue  man — remind- 
ing her,  indeed,  of  General  Hopkirk,  who  commanded  in  Canada. 
And  she  bade  Rosey  sing  for  Mr.  Bayham,  who  was  in  rapture 
at  the  young  lady's  performances,  and  said  no  wonder  such  an 
accomplished  daughter  came  from  such  a  mother,  though  how 
such  a  mother  could  have  a  daughter  of  such  an  age,  he,  F.  B., 
was  at  a  loss  to  understand.  Oh,  sir  !  Mrs.  Mackenzie  was 
charmed  and  overcome  at  this  novel  compliment.  Meanwhile^ 
the  little  artless  Rosey  warbled  on  her  pretty  ditties. 
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*It  is  a  wonder,'  growled  out  Mr.  Warrington,  *  that  that 
sweet  girl  can  belong  to  such  a  woman.  I  don't  understand 
much  about  women,  but  that  one  appears  to  me  to  be — hum  !' 

'  What,  George  ?  '  asked  Warrington's  friend. 

*  Well,  an  ogling,  leering,  scheming,  artful  old  campaigner,' 
grumbled  the  misogynist.  '  As  for  the  little  girl,  I  should  like 
to  have  her  sing  to  me  all  night  long.  Depend  upon  it,  she 
would  make  a  much  better  wife  for  Clive  than  that  fashionable 
cousin  of  liis  he  is  hankering  after.  I  heard  him  bellowing 
about  her  the  other  day  in  chambers,  as  I  was  dressing.  What 
the  deuce  does  tlie  boy  want  with  a  wife  at  all  ?  '  And  Rosey's 
song  being  by  this  time  finished,  Warrington  went  up  with  a 
blushing  face,  and  absolutely  paid  a  compliment  to  Miss  Mac- 
kenzie— an  almost  unheard-of  effort  on  George's  part. 

*  I  wonder  whether  it  is  every  young  fellow's  lot,'  quoth 
George,  as  we  trudged  home  together, '  to  pawn  his  heart  away 
to  some  girl  that's  not  worth  the  winning  ?  Psha  !  it's  all  mad 
rubbish,  this  sentiment.  The  women  ought  not  to  be  allowed 
to  interfere  with  us  ;  married  if  a  man  must  be,  a  suitable  wife 
should  be  portioned  out  to  him,  and  there  an  end  of  it.  Why 
doesn't  the  young  man  marry  this  girl,  and  get  back  to  his  busi- 
ness, and  paint  liis  pictures  ?  Because  his  father  wishes  it,  and 
the  old  nabob  yonder,  who  seems  a  kindly  disposed,  easy-going 
old  heathen  philosoplier.  Here's  a  pretty  little  girl  ;  money,  I 
suppose,  in  sufficiency — everything  satisfactory,  except,  I  grant 
you,  the  campaigner.  The  lad  might  daub  his  canvases,  christen 
achild  ayear,andbe  as  happy  asanyyoungdonkey  that  browses 
on  this  common  of  ours  ;  but  he  must  go  and  heehaw  after  a  ze- 
bra, forsooth !  A  hmis  naturm,  is  she  ?  I  never  spoke  to  a  woman 
of  fashion,  thank  my  stars  ;  I  don't  know  the  naturoof  the  beast; 
and  since  I  went  to  our  race-balls,  as  a  boy,  s(^arcely  ever  saw 
one,  as  I  don't  frequent  operas  and  i)arties  in  London,  like  you 
young  flunkies  of  the  aristocracy.  I  heard  you  talking  about 
this  one;  I  couhln't  help  it,  as  my  door  waso[)en,  and  the  young 
one  was  shouting  like  a  madman.  What  !  does  he  choose  to 
hang  on  on  sufferance,  and  liope  to  be  taken,  provided  Miss 
can  get  no  better  ?  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  is  the  genltu'l  (Cus- 
tom, and  that  women  in  your  confounded  society  do  such  things 
every  day  ?  Ratlier  th;in  liave  such  a  creature,  I  would  take  a 
savage  woman,  wlio  sliouhl  nurse  my  dusky  brood  ;  and  rather 
than  have  a  daughter  brought,  up  to  the  trade,  I  wouhl  biing 
her  down  from  tiie  woo<ls,  and  sell  iier  in  N'iiginia.'  WithwIiieU 
burst  of  indignation,  our  friend's  anger  ended  for  that  night. 

Thougli  Mr.  Clive  h:u\  the  felicity  to  meet  his  cousin  Kthel 
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at  a  party  or  two,  in  the  ensuing  weeks  of  the  season,  every 
time  he  perused  the  features  of  Lady  Kew's  brass  knocker,  in 
Queen  Street,  no  result  came  of  the  visit.  At  one  of  their 
meetings  in  the  world,  Ethel  fairly  told  him  that  her  grand- 
mother would  not  receive  him.  '  You  know,  Clive,  I  can't  help 
myself  ;  nor  would  it  be  proper  to  make  you  signs  out  of  the 
window.  But  you  must  call,  for  all  that ;  grandmamma  may 
become  more  good-humored;  or,  if  you  don't  come,  slie  may 
suspect  I  told  you  not  to  come  ;  and  to  battle  with  her,  day 
after  day,  is  no  pleasure,  sir,  I  assure  you.  Here  is  Lord  Far- 
intosh  coming  to  take  me  to  dance.  You  must  not  speak  to 
me  all  the  evening  ;  mind  that,  sir,'  and  away  goes  the  young 
lad}'^  in  a  waltz  with  the  Marquis. 

On  the  same  evening — as  he  was  biting  his  nails,  or  cursing 
liis  fate,  or  wishing  to  invite  Lord  Farintosh  into  the  neigh- 
boring garden  of  Berkeley  Square,  whence  the  policeman  might 
carry  to  the  station-house  the  corpse  of  the  survivor — Lady 
Kew  would  bow  to  him  with  perfect  graciousness  ;  on  other 
nights  her  ladyship  would  pass  and  no  more  recognize  him 
til  an  the  servant  who  opened  the  door. 

If  she  was  not  to  see  him  at  her  grandmother's  house,  and 
was  not  particularly  unhappy  at  his  exclusion,  why  did  Miss 
Newcome  encourage  Mr.  Clive,  so  that  he  should  try  and  see 
herf  If  Clive  could  not  get  into  the  little  house  in  Queen 
Street,  why  was  Lord  Farin tosh's  enormous  cab-horse  looking 
daily  into  the  first-floor  windows  of  that  street  ?  Why  were 
little  quiet  dinners  made  for  him  before  the  opera,  before 
going  to  the  play,  upon  a  half-dozen  occasions,  when  some  of 
the  old,  old  Kew  port  was  brought  out  of  the  cellar,  where 
cobwebs  had  gathered  round  it  ere  Farintosh  was  born  ?  The 
dining  room  was  so  tmy  that  not  more  than  five  people  could 
sit  at  the  little  round  table  ;  that  is,  not  more  than  Lady  Kew 
and  her  granddaughter,  Miss  Crochet,  the  late  vicar's  daughter, 
at  Kewbur}" ;  one  of  the  Miss  Toadins  ;  and  Captain  Walleye 
or  Tommy  Henchman,  Farintosh's  kinsman  and  admirer,  who 
were  of  no  consequence  ;  old  Fred  Tiddler,  whose  wife  was 
an  invalid,  and  who  was  always  ready  at  a  moment's  notice  ? 
Crackthorpe  once  went  to  one  of  these  dinners,  but  that  young 
soldier,  being  a  frank  and  high-spirited  youth,  abused  the 
entertainment,  and  declined  more  of  them.  '  I  tell  you  what 
I  was  wanted  for,'  the  Captain  told  his  mess  and  Clive,  at  the 
Regent's  Park  Barracks  afterward  ;  *  I  was  expected  to  go 
as  Farintosh's  groom  of  the  stole,  don't  you  know  ;  to  stand, 
or,  if  I  could,  sit,  in  the  back  seat  of  the  box,  while  His  Royal 
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Highness  made  talk  with  the  Beauty  ;  to  go  out  and  fetch 
the  carriage,  and  walk  downstairs  with  that  d — d  crooked 
old  dowager,  that  looks  as  if  she  usually  rode  on  a  broom- 
stick, by  Jove,  or  else  with  that  bony  old  painted,  sheep-faced 
companion,  who's  raddled  like  an  old  bell-wether.  I  think, 
Newcome,  you  seem  to  be  rather  hit  by  the  belle  cousine ; 
so  was  I,  last  season  ;  so  were  ever  so  many  of  the  fellows. 
By  Jove,  sir  !  there's  nothing  I  know  more  comfortable  or 
jnspiritin'  than  a  younger  son's  position,  when  a  marquis  cuts 
in,  with  fifteen  thousand  a  year  !  We  fancy  we've  been  making 
running,  and  suddenly  we  find  ourselves  nowhere.  Miss  Mary, 
or  Miss  Lucy,  or  Miss  Ethel,  saving  your  presence,  will  no 
more  look  at  us  than  my  dog  will  look  at  a  bit  of  bread,  when 
I  offer  her  this  cutlet.  Will  you,  old  woman  ?  No,  you  old 
slut,  that  you  won't  !  '  (to  Mag,  an  Isle  of  Skye  terrier,  who, 
in  fact,  prefers  the  cutlet,  having  snuffed  disdainfully  at  the 
bread) — '  that  you  won't,  no  more  than  any  of  your  sex.  Why, 
do  you  suppose,  if  Jack's  eldest  brother  had  been  dead — Bare- 
bones  Belsize  they  used  to  call  him  (I  don't  believe  he  was 
•a  bad  fellow,  though  he  was  fond  of  psalm-singing) — do  you 
suppose  that  Lady  Clara  would  have  looked  at  that  cock-tail 
Barney  Newcome  ?  Beg  your  pardon,  if  he's  your  cousin — 
but  a  more  odious  little  snob  I  never  saw.' 

*I  give  you  up  Barnes,'  said  Clive,  laughing  ;  *  anybody 
may  shy  at         and  I  shan't  interfere.' 

*  I  understand,  but  at  nobody  else  of  the  family.  AVell, 
wliat  I  mean  is  that  that  old  woman  is  enough  to  spoil  any 
young  girl  she  takes  in  hand.  She  dries  'em  up,  and  poisons 
'em,  sir  ;  and  I  was  never  more  glad  tlian  when  I  hoard  that 
Kcw  had  got  out  of  her  old  clutches.  Frank  is  a  fellow  that 
will  always  be  led  by  some  woman  or  anotlior  ;  and  I'm  only 
glad  it  should  be  a  good  one.  Tliey  say  his  mother's  serious, 
^and  that  ;  but  wliy  shouldn't  she  be  ?  '  continues  lionest  Crack- 
thorpe,  puffing  his  ciujar  vvitli  great  energy.  '  'IMiey  say  the  old 
•dowager  doesn't  believe  in  God  nor  devil  ;  but  tliat  slie's  in 
such  a  funk  to  be  left  in  the  dark  that  she  howls  and  raises  the 
<loose's  own  delight  if  her  (handle  goes  out.  Topplctoii  slept 
next  room  to  her  at  Cironingham,  and  hoard  her  ;  didn't  yon, 
Top  ?  ' 

*  Heard  her  liowling  like  an  old  eat  on  the  tiles,'  says  Top- 
pleton  ;  *  thought  she  was,  at  first.  My  man  told  mo  that  she 
used  to  fling  all  sorts  of  things — booljaoks  luid  things,  give 

ou  my  honor — at  her  maid,  and  that  the  woman  was  all  over 
lack  and  ))Iue.' 
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*  Capital  head  that  is,  Newcome  has  done  of  Jack  Belsize  ! ' 
says  Crackthorpe,  from  out  of  his  cigar. 

*  And  Kew's  too — famous  likeness  !  I  say,  Newcome,  if 
you  have  'em  printed  the  whole  brigade'll  subscribe.  Make 
your  fortune,  see  if  you  won't,'  cries  Toppleton. 

'  He's  such  a  heavy  swell,  he  don't  want  to  make  his  for- 
tune,' ejaculates  Butts. 

*  Butts,  old  boy,  he'll  paint  you  for  nothing,  and  send  you  to 
the  Exhibition,  where  some  widow  will  fall  in  love  with  you  ; 
and  you  shall  be  put  as  frontispiece  for  the  Book  of  Beauty," 
by  Jove,'  cries  another  military  satirist — to  whom  Butts  : 

'  You  hold  your  tongue,  you  old  Saracen's  Head  ;  they're 
going  to  have  you  done  on  the  bear's-grease  pots.  I  say,  I 
suppose  Jack's  all  right  now.  When  did  he  write  to  you  last, 
Cracky  ? ' 

*  He  wrote  from  Palermo — a  most  jolly  letter  from  him  and 
Kew.  He  hasn't  touched  a  card  for  nine  months  ;  is  going  to 
give  up  pla3^  So  is  Frank,  too,  grown  quite  a  good  boy.  So 
will  you,  too.  Butts,  you  old  miscreant,  repent  of  your  sins,  pay 
your  debts,  and  do  something  handsome  for  that  poor  deluded 
milliner  in  Albany  Street.  Jack  says  Kew's  mother  has  written 
over  to  Lord  High  gate  a  beautiful  letter — and  the  old  boy's 
relenting,  and  they'll  come  together  again — Jack's  eldest  son 
now,  you  know.    Bore  for  Lady  Susan,  only  having  girls.' 

*  Not  a  bore  for  Jack,  though,'  cries  another.  And  what  a 
good  fellow  Jack  was  ;  and  what  a  trump  Kew  is  ;  and  how 
famously  he  stuck  by  him  ;  went  to  see  hini  in  prison,  and  paid 
him  out !  and  what  good  fellows  we  all  are,  in  general,  became 
the  subject  of  the  conversation,  the  latter  part  of  which  took 
place  in  the  smoking-room  of  the  Regent's  Park  Barracks,  tlien 
occupied  by  that  regiment  of  Life  Guards  of  which  Lord  Kew 
and  Mr.  Belsize  had  been  members.  Both  were  still  fondly 
remembered  by  their  companions  ;  and  it  was  because  Belsize 
had  spoken  very  warmly  of  Clive's  friendliness  to  him  that 
Jack's  friend,  the  gallant  Crackthorpe,  had  been  interested  in 
our  hero,  and  found  an  opportunity  of  making  his  acquaintance. 

With  these  frank  and  pleasant  young  men  Clive  soon  formed 
a  considerable  intimacy  ;  and  if  any  of  his  older  and  peaceful 
friends  chanced  to  take  their  afternoon  airing  in  the  park,  and 
survey  the  horsemen  there,  they  might  have  the  pleasure  of  be- 
holding Mr.  Newcome  in  Rotten  Row,  riding  side  by  side  with 
other  dandies,  who  had  mustaches  blond  or  jet,  who  wore  flow- 
ers in  their  buttonholes  (themselves  being  flowers  of  spring), 
who  rode  magnificent  thoroughbred  horses,  scarcely  touching 
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their  stirrups  with  the  tips  of  their  varnished  boots,  and  who 
kissed  the  most  beautiful  primrose-colored  kid  gloves  to  lovely 
ladies  passing  them  in  the  ride.  Clive  drew  portraits  of  half 
the  officers  of  the  Life  Guards  Green  ;  and  was  appointed 
painter  in  ordinary  to  that  distinguished  corps.  His  likeness 
of  the  Colonel  would  make  you  die  with  laughing  ;  his  picture 
of  the  Surgeon  was  voted  a  masterpiece.  He  drew  the  men  in 
the  saddle,  in  the  stable,  in  their  flannel  dresses,  sweeping  their 
flashing  swords  about,  receiving  lancers,  repelling  infantry — 
nay,  cutting  a  sheep  in  two,  as  some  of  the  warriors  are  known 
to  be  able  to  do  at  one  stroke.  Detachments  of  Life  Guards- 
men made  their  appearance  in  Charlotte  Street,  which  was  not 
ver}^  distant  from  their  barracks  ;  the  most  splendid  cabs  were 
seen  prancing  before  his  door  ;  and  curly-whiskered  youths,  of 
aristocratic  appearance,  smoking  cigars  out  of  his  painting- 
room  window.  How  many  times  did  Clive's  next-door  neigli- 
bor,  little  Mr.  Finch,  the  miniature  painter,  run  to  peep  through 
his  parlor  blinds,  hoping  that  a  sitter  was  coming,  and  '  a  car- 
riage-party '  driving  up  !  What  wrath  Mr.  Scowler,  A.  R.  A., 
was  in  because  a  young  hop-o'-my-thumb  dand}^  who  wore  gold 
chains  and  his  collars  turned  down,  should  spoil  the  trade  and 
draw  portraits  for  nothing.  Why  did  none  of  the  young  men 
come  to  Scowler  ?  Scowler  was  obliged  to  own  that  Mr.  New- 
come  had  considerable  talent,  and  a  good  knack  at  catching 
a  likeness.  He  could  not  paint  a  bit,  to  be  sure,  but  his  heads 
in  black-and-white  were  really  tolerable  ;  his  sketches  of 
horses  very  vigorous  and  life-like.  Mr.  Gandisli  said  if  Clive 
would  come  for  three  or  four  years  into  his  academy  he  could 
make  something  of  him.  Mr.  Smee  shook  his  head,  and  said 
he  was  afraid  tliat  kind  of  loose,  desultoiy  study,  tliat  keep- 
ing of  aristocratic  comj)any,  was  anything  but  favorable  to  a 
young  artist — Smee,  who  would  walk  five  miles  to  attend  an 
evening  party  of  ever  so  little  a  great  man  I 

CHAri  ER  XLIV. 

IN  WIIK'II    MR.   CIIAKLKS   IIONKVMAN    Al'I'EAKS   IN  AN 

AMIAIII.K  l.KJHT. 

Mr.  Kuedkrh  k  1>aviiam  w.iitcd  .it  I'itzroy  S<|uart'  wlnle 
Clive  was  yet  talking  with  liis  friends  tlu-ri',  and  favored  that 
gentlcmafi  with  liis  conipaiiy  home  totiir  usual  smoky  rrfrrsh- 
mont.  Clive  always  n  joicid  in  V.  li.'s  society,  wlu'tlu-r  ho 
was  in  a  sporting  mood,  or,  uh  now,  in  a  soU'nin  and  <li<laotie 
vein.     F.  I>.  had  been  more  tlian  <udinarily  ni.MjrKtic  all  tlu* 
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evening.  *  I  dare  say  you  find  me  a  good  deal  altered,  Clive/ 
he  remarked.  *  I  am  a  good  deal  altered.  Since  that  Good 
Samaritan,  your  kind  father,  had  compassion  on  a  poor  fellow- 
fallen  among  thieves — though  I  don't  say,  mind  you,  he  was 
much  better  than  his  company — F.  B.  has  mended  some  of  his 
Avays.  I  am  trying  a  course  of  industry,  sir.  Powers,  per- 
haps naturally  great,  have  been  neglected  over  the  wine-cup 
and  the  die.  I  am  beginning  to  feel  my  way  ;  and  my  chiefs 
yonder,  who  have  just  walked  home  with  their  cigars  in  their 
mouths,  and  without  as  much  as  saying,  "  F.  B.,  my  boy,  shall 
we  go  to  the  Haunt  and  have  a  cool  lobster  and  a  glass  of 
table-beer  ?  " — which  they  certainly  do  not  consider  them- 
selves to  be — I  say,  sir,  the  Politician  and  the  Literary 
Critic '  (there  was  a  most  sarcastic  emphasis  laid  on  these 
phrases,  characterizing  Messrs.  Warrington  and  Pendennis) 
*  may  find  that  there  is  a  humble  contributor  to  t\\Q  Pall  Mall 
Gazette,  whose  name,  maybe,  the  amateur  shall  one  day  reckon 
even  higher  than  their  own.  Mr.  Warrington  I  do  not  say 
so  much — he  is  an  able  man  sir,  an  able  man;  but  there  is 
that  about  your  exceedingly  self-satisfied  friend  Mr.  Arthur 
Pendennis,  which — well,  well — let  time  show.  You  did  not 
— get  tlie — hem — paper  at  Rome  and  Naples,  I  suppose  ?  ' 

*  Forbidden  by  the  Inquisition,'  says  Clive,  delighted  ;  *  and 
at  Naples  the  king  furious  against  it.' 

**I  donH  loonder  they  don't  like  it  at  Rome,  sir.  There's 
serious  matter  in  it  which  may  set  the  prelates  of  a  certain 
Church  rather  in  a  tremor.  You  haven't  read — the — ahem — 
the  "Pulpit  Pencilings"  in  the  P.  M.  G.f  Slight  sketches, 
mental  and  corporeal,  of  our  chief  divines  now  in  London — 
and  signed  "  Laud  Latimer  ?  "  ' 

*I  don't  do  much  in  that  way,'  said  Clive. 

*  So  much  the  worse  for  you,  my  young  friend.  Not  that 
I  mean  to  judge  any  other  fellow  harshly — I  mean  any  other 
f  ellow-sm/?er  harshly — or  that  I  mean  that  those  "  Pulpit  Pen- 
cilings" would  be  likely  to  do  you  an}'-  great  good.  But  such 
as  they  are,  they  have  been  productive  of  benefit.  Thank 
you,  Mary,  my  dear,  the  tap  is  uncommonly  good,  and  I  drink 
to  your  future  husband's  good  health.  A  glass  of  good,  sound 
beer  refreshes,  after  all  that  claret.  Well,  sir,  to  return  to  the 

Pencilings";  pardon  my  vanity  in  saying  that  though  Mr. 
Pendennis  laughs  at  them,  they  have  been  of  essential  service 
to  the  paper.  They  give  it  a  character  ;  they  rally  round  it 
the  respectable  classes.  They  create  correspondence.  I  have 
received  many  interesting  letters,  chiefly  from  females,  about 
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the  "  Pencilings."  Some  complain  that  their  favorite  preachers 
are  slighted  ;  others  applaud  because  the  clergymen  they  sit 
under  are  supported  by  F.  B.  I  am  "  Laud  Latimer,"  sir — 
though  I  have  heard  the  letters  attributed  to  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Bunker,  and  to  a  Member  of  Parliament,  eminent  in  the 
religious  world.' 

*  So  you  are  the  famous  "  Laud  Latimer  ?  "  '  cries  Clive,  who 
had,  in  fact,  seen  letters  signed  by  those  right  reverend  names 
in  our  paper. 

*  Famous  is  hardly  the  word.  One  who  scoffs  at  every- 
thing— I  need  not  say  I  allude  to  Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis — 
would  have  had  the  letters  signed,  the  Beadle  of  the  Parish. 
He  calls  me  the  Venerable  Beadle  sometimes — it  being,  I 
grieve  to  say,  his  way  to  deride  grave  subjects.  You  wouldn't 
suppose  now,  my  young  Clive,  that  the  same  hand  which  pens 
the  art  criticisms,  occasionally,  when  his  Highness  Pendennis 
is  lazy,  takes  a  minor  theater,  or  turns  the  sportive  epigram, 
or  the  ephemeral  paragraph,  should  adopt  a  grave  theme  on  a 
Sunday,  and  chronicle  the  sermons  of  British  divines  ?  For 
eighteen  consecutive  Sunday  evenings,  Clive,  in  Mrs.  Ridley's 
front  parlor,  which  I  now  occupy,  vice  Miss  Cann,  promoted,  I 
have  written  the  "Pencilings" — scarcely  allowing  a  drop  of 
refreshment,  except  under  extreme  exhaustion,  to  pass  my 
lips.  Pendennis  laughs  at  the  "  Pencilings."  He  wants  to  stop 
them,  and  says  they  bore  the  public.  I  don't  want  to  think  a 
man  is  jealous,  who  was  himself  the  cause  of  my  engagement 
at  the  P.  M.  G. — perhaps  my  powers  were  not  developed  then.' 

*  Pen  thinks  he  writes  better  now  than  when  lie  began,' 
remarked  Clive  ;  'I  have  heard  him  say  so.' 

*  His  opinion  of  his  own  writings  is  high,  whatever  their 
date.  Mine,  sir,  are  only  just  coming  into  notice.  They  begin 
to  know  F.  B.,  sir,  in  tlie  sacred  edifices  of  liis  metropolitan 
city.  I  saw  the  Bishop  of  London  looking  at  me  last  Siniday 
week,  and  am  sure  his  chaplain  whispered  him,  "  It's  Mr. 
]5ayham,  my  lord,  nephew  of  your  lordship's  right  reverend 
brother,  the  Lord  Bishop  of  liiilloeksfnithy."  And  last  Sun- 
day, })eing  at  ehiirch — at  St.  INIungo  the  .Martyr's,  l^ev.  S. 
Saw<lers — by  Wednesday  I  got,  in  a  female  hand  —  Mrs.  Saw- 
ders', no  doul)t — the  biography  of  the  Incumbent  of  St. 
Mungo  ;  an  aec^otmt  of  his  early  virtues  ;  a  copy  of  his 
j)oems  ;  and  a  hint  that  he  was  the  gentleman  destine<l  for 
the  vacant  deanery. 

'  Ridley  is  not  the  oidy  man  I  have  helped  in  this  world,' 
F.  B.  continued.    '  Periiaps  1  shouhl  l)lusli  to  own  it  —  I  da 
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blush  ;  but  I  feel  the  ties  of  early  acquaintance,  and  I  own 
that  I  have  puffed  your  uncle,  Charles  Honeyman,  most  tre- 
mendously. It  was  partly  for  the  sake  of  the  Ridleys,  and 
the  tick  he  owes  'em  ;  partly  for  old  times'  sake.  Sir,  are  you 
aware  that  things  are  greatly  changed  with  Charles  Honeyman, 
and  that  the  poor  F.  B.  has  very  likely  made  his  fortune  ? ' 

*I  am  delighted  to  hear  it,'  cried  Clive  ;  'and  how,  F.  B., 
have  you  wrought  this  miracle  ? ' 

'By  common  sense  and  enterprise,  lad — by  a  knowledge 
of  the  world  and  a  benevolent  disposition.  You'll  see  Lady 
Whittlesea's  chapel  bears  a  very  different  aspect  now.  That 
miscreant,  Sherrick,  owns  that  he  owes  me  a  turn,  and  has  sent 
me  a  few  dozens  of  wine — w^ithout  any  stamped  paper  on  my 
part  in  return — as  an  acknowledgment  of  my  service.  It 
chanced,  sir,  soon  after  your  departure  for  Italy,  that  going  to 
his  private  residence  respecting  a  little  bill  to  which  a  heedless 
friend  had  put  his  hand,  Sherrick  invited  me  to  partake  of  tea 
in  the  bosom  of  his  famil}^  I  was  thirsty — having  walked  in 
from  Jack  Straw's  Castle,  at  Hampstead,  where  poor  Kitely 
and  I  had  been  taking  a  chop — and  accepted  the  proffered 
entertainment.  The  ladies  of  the  family  gave  us  music,  after 
the  domestic  muffin — and  then,  sir,  a  great  idea  occurred  to 
me.  You  know  how  magnificently  Miss  Sherrick  and  the 
mother  sing  ?  They  sang  Mozart,  sir.  "  Why,"  I  asked  of 
Sherrick,  "should  those  ladies  who  sing  Mozart  to  a  piano,  not 
sing  Handel  to  an  organ  ?  " 

'  "  Dash  it,  you  don't  mean  a  hurdy-gurdy  ?  " 

* "  Sherrick,"  says  I,  "  you  are  no  better  than  a  heathen  igno- 
ramus. I  mean,  why  shouldn't  they  sing  Handel's  church 
music,  and  church  music  in  general,  in  Lad}^  Whittlesea's 
chapel?  Behind  the  screen  up  in  the  organ-loft,  what's  to 
prevent  'em  ?  by  Jingo  !  Your  singing  boys  have  gone  to 
the  Cave  of  Harmony  ;  you  and  jour  choir  have  split — why 
should  not  these  ladies  lead  it  ?  "  He  caught  at  the  idea.  You 
never  heard  the  chants  more  finely  given — and  they  would  be 
better  still,  if  the  congregation  would  but  hold  their  con- 
founded tongues.  It  was  an  excellent,  though  a  harmless 
dodge,  sir ;  and  drew  immensely,  to  speak  profanely.  They 
dress  the  part,  sir,  to  admiration — a  sort  of  nunlike  costume 
they  come  in  ;  Mrs.  Sherrick  has  the  soul  of  an  artist,  still — 
by  Jove,  sir,  when  they  have  once  smelt  the  lamps,  the  love 
of  the  trade  never  leaves  'em.  The  ladies  actually  practiced 
by  moonlight  in  the  chapel,  and  came  over  to  Honeyman's  to 
an  oyster  afterward.    The  thing  took,  sir.    People  began  to 
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take  box — seats,  I  mean,  again — and  Charles  Honeyman,  easy 
in  bis  mind,  througli  your  noble  father's  generosity,  perhaps 
inspirited  by  returning  good  fortune,  has  been  preaching  more 
eloquently  than  ever.  He  took  some  lessons  of  Husler,  of  the 
Haymarket,  sir.  His  sermons  are  old,  I  believe,  but,  so  to 
speak,  he  has  got  them  up  with  new  scenery,  dresses,  and  effects, 
sir.  They  have  flowers,  sir,  about  the  buildin' — pious  ladies 
are  supposed  to  provide  'em,  but,  entre  nous,  Sherrick  contracts 
for  them  with  Nathan,  or  someone  in  Covent  Garden.  And 
— don't  tell  this,  now,  upon  your  honor  ! ' 
'Tell  what,  F.  B.?'  says  Clive. 

*  I  got  up  a  persecution  against  your  uncle  for  Popish 
practices  ;  summoned  a  meetin'  at  the  Running  Footman,  in 
Boliiigbroke  Street.  Billings,  the  butterman;  Sharwood,  the 
turner  and  blacking-maker  ;  and  the  Honorable  Phelim  O'Cur- 
ragh.  Lord  ScuUabogue's  son,  made  speeches.  Two  or  three 
respectable  families  (your  aunt,  Mrs.  What-d'you-call-'em 
Newcome,  among  the  number,)  quitted  the  chapel  in  disgust. 
I  wrote  an  article  of  controversial  biography  in  the  P.  31,  G 
set  the  business  going  in  the  daily  press,  and  the  thing  was 
done,  sir.  That  property  is  a  paying  one  to  the  Incumbent, 
and  to  Sherrick  over  him.  Charles'  affairs  are  getting  all 
right,  sir.  He  never  had  the  pluck  to  owe  much,  and  if  it  be 
a  sin  to  have  wiped  his  slate  clean,  satisfied  his  creditors,  and 
made  Charles  easy — upon  my  conscience,  I  must  confess,  that 
F.  B.  has  done  it.  I  hope  I  may  never  do  anything  worse  in 
this  life,  Clive.  It  aint  bad  to  see  him  doing  the  martyr,  sir  ; 
Sebastian,  riddled  with  paper  pellets  ;  Bartholomew,  on  a  cold 
gridiron.  Here  comes  the  lobster.  Upon  my  word,  Mary,  a 
liner  fish  I've  seldom  seen.' 

Now,  surely,  this  account  of  his  uncle's  affairs  and  prosperity 
was  enough  to  send  Clive  to  Lady  Whittlesea's  chapel,  and  it 
was  not  because  Miss  Ethel  had  said  that  she  and  Lady  Kew 
went  there  that  Clive  was  induced  to  go  there  too?  He 
attended  punctually  on  the  next  Sunday,  and  in  the  Incum- 
bent's pew,  whitlier  the  j)ew-woinan  conducted  him,  sat  Mr. 
Sherrick,  in  great  gravity,  witli  large  gold  pins,  who  handed 
him,  at  Uie  anthem,  a  large,  new,  gilt  liymnbook. 

An  odor  of  millcfieurs  rustled  by  them  as  Charles  Honey- 
man,  ac(;om|)anie(l  by  his  eccleHiastical  valet,  j)ass(Ml  the  pew 
from  the  vestry,  and  took  his  plac^e  at  the  »lc«k.  Fornu'rly  ho 
used  to  wear  a  flaunting  scarf  over  his  snr|iliee,  which  was  very 
wide  and  full;  and  ( -live  remembered  when,  as  a  boy,  he  entered 
the  sacred  robing-rooni,  how  his  uncle  usi'd  to  [>at  and  puff  out 
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the  scarf  and  the  sleeves  of  his  vestment,  arrange  the  natty  curl 

on  his  forehead,  and  take  his  place,  a  fine  example  of  florid 
church  decoration.  Now  the  scarf  was  trimmed  down  to  be  as 
narrow  as  your  neckcloth,  and  hung  loose  and  straight  over 
the  back  ;  the  ephod  was  cut  straight  and  as  close  and  short  as 
might  be — I  believe  there  was  a  little  trimming  of  lace  to  the 
narrow  sleeves,  and  a  slight  arabesque  of  tape,  or  other  sub- 
stance, round  the  edge  of  the  surplice.  As  for  the  curl  on  the 
forehead,  it  was  no  more  visible  than  the  maypole  in  the  Strand, 
or  the  cross  at  Charing.  Honeyman's  hair  was  parted  down 
the  middle,  short  in  front,  and  curling  delicately  round  his  ears 
and  the  back  of  his  head.  He  read  the  service  in  a  swift  man- 
ner, and  with  a  gentle  twang.  When  the  music  began,  he  stood 
with  head  on  one  side,  and  two  slim  fingers  on  the  book,  as 
composed  as  a  statue  ii)  a  mediaeval  niche.  It  was  fine  to  hear 
Sherrick,  who  had  an  uncommonly  good  voice,  join  in  tlie 
musical  parts  of  the  service.  The  produce  of  the  market  gar- 
dener decorated  the  church  here  and  there  ;  and  the  impresario 
of  the  establishment,  having  picked  up  a  Flemisli  painted  win- 
dow from  old  Moss  in  Wardour  Street,  had  placed  it  in  his 
chapel.  Labels  of  faint  green  and  gold,  with  long  gothic 
letters  painted  thereon,  meandered  over  the  organ-loft  and  gal- 
leries, and  strove  to  give  as  mediaeval  a  look  to  Lady  Whittle- 
sea's  as  the  place  was  capable  of  assuming. 

In  the  sermon  Charles  dropped  the  twang  with  the  surplice, 
and  the  priest  gave  way  to  the  preacher.  He  preached  short, 
stirring  discourses  on  the  subjects  of  the  day.  It  happened 
that  a  noble  young  prince,  the  hope  of  a  nation  and  heir  of  a 
royal  house,  had  just  then  died  by  a  sudden  accident.  Absa- 
lom, the  son  of  David,  furnished  Honeyman  with  a  parallel. 
He  drew  a  picture  of  the  two  deaths,  of  the  grief  of  kings,  of 
the  fate  that  is  superior  to  them.  It  was,  indeed,  a  stirring 
discourse,  and  caused  thrills  through  the  crowd  to  whom 
Charles  imparted  it.  *  Famous,  aint  it  ?  '  says  Sherrick,  giving 
Clive  a  hand,  when  the  rite  was  over.  *How  he's  come  out, 
hasn't  he?  Didn't  think  he  had  it  in  him.'  Sherrick  seemed 
to  have  become  of  late  impressed  with  the  splendor  of  Charles' 
talents,  and  spoke  of  him — was  it  not  disrespectful  ? — as  a 
manager  would  of  a  successful  tragedian.  Let  us  pardon 
Sherrick  ;  he  had  been  in  the  theatrical  way.  *  The  Irishman 
was  no  go  at  all,'  he  whispered  to  Mr.  Newcome  ;  *  got  rid  of 
him — let's  see,  at  Michaelmas.' 

On  account  of  Clive's  tender  years  and  natural  levity,  a 
little  inattention  may  be  allowed  to  the  youth,  who  certainly 
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looked  about  him  very  eagerly  during  the  service.  The  house 
was  filled  by  the  ornamental  classes,  the  bonnets  of  the  newest 
Parisian  fashion.  Away  in  a  darkling  corner,  under  the  organ^ 
sat  a  squad  of  footmen.  Surely,  that  powdered  one  in  livery 
wore  Lady  Kew's  colors  ?  So  Clive  looked  under  all  the  bon- 
nets, and  presently  spied  old  Lady  Kew's  face,  as  grim  and 
yellow  as  her  brass  knocker,  and  by  it  Ethel's  beauteous  coun- 
tenance. He  dashed  out  of  church,  when  the  congregation 
rose  to  depart. 

'  Stop  and  see  Honeyman,  won't  you  ?  '  asked  Sherrick,  sur- 
prised. 

*  Yes,  yes  ;  come  back  again,'  said  Clive,  and  was  gone. 

He  kept  his  word,  and  returned  presently.  The  young 
Marquis  and  an  elderly  lady  were  in  Lady  Kcm^'s  company. 
Clive  had  passed  close  under  Lady  Kew's  venerable  Roman 
nose,  without  causing  that  organ  to  bow,  in  ever  so  slight  a 
degree,  toward  the  ground.  Ethel  had  recognized  him,  with 
a  smile  and  a  nod.  My  lord  was  whispering  one  of  his  noble 
pleasantries  in  her  ear.  She  laughed  at  the  speech,  or  the 
speaker.  The  steps  of  a  fine  belozenged  carriage  were  let 
down  with  a  bang.  The  Yellow  One  had  jumped  up  behind  it, 
by  the  side  of  his  brother-giant,  Canary;  Lady  Kew's  equipage 
had  disappeared,  and  Lady  Canterton's  was  stopping  the  way. 

Clive  returned  to  the  chapel  by  the  little  door  near  to  the 
vestiarium.  All  the  congregation  had  poured  out  by  this  time. 
Only  two  ladies  were  standing  near  the  pulpit  ;  and  Sherrick, 
with  his  hands  rattling  his  money  in  his  pockets,  was  pacing 
up  and  down  the  aisle. 

*  Capital  house,  Mr.  Newcome,  wasn't  it?  I  counted  no 
less  than  fourteen  nobs.  The  Princess  of  Montcontour  and 
her  husband,  I  suppose;  that  chap  with  the  beard,  who  yawned 
so  during  tlie  sermon.  Pm  blessed,  if  I  didn't  think  he'd  have 
yawned  his  head  off.  Countess  of  Kew,  and  her  daughter  ; 
Countess  of  Canterton  and  tlie  Honorable  Miss  Fetloek — no. 
Lady  Fetlock.  A  countess'  daughter  is  a  lady,  Pm  daslied  if 
she  aint.  Lady  C4lenlivat  and  her  sons  ;  the  Most  Noble  the 
Marquis  of  Farintosii,  and  Loid  'Knry  lioy  ;  that  maki's  seven 
— no,nine — with  the  Frinceand  l*rince8a.  Julia,my  dear,  you 
came  out  like  a  ufood  un  to-dav.  Never  heard  vou  in  liner 
voi('(!.    lieniember  Mr.  ('live  NeweomeV 

Mr.  (.live  mad(!  bows  to  tlie  ladies,  who  aeknowledged  him 
by  grac(!ful  eourtesies.  Miss  Sherrick  was  ahvays  looking  (o 
the  vestry  door. 

*  How's  tlie  old    (V)loiiel?     'IMie  best   feller — ex(Mis(»  my 
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calling  hiin  a  feller — but  he  is,  and  a  good  one,  too.  I  went  to 
see  Mr.  Binnie,  my  other  tenant.  He  looks  a  little  yellow 
about  the  gills,  Mr.  Binnie.  Very  proud  woman  this,  who  lives 
with  him — uncommon  haughty.  When  will  you  come  down 
and  take  your  mutton  in  the  Regent's  Park,  Mr.  Clive  ?  There's 
some  tolerable  good  wine  down  there.  Our  reverend  gent 
drops  in  and  takes  a  glass  ;  don't  he.  Missis  ? ' 

'  We  shall  be  most  'appy  to  see  Mr.  Nevvcome,  I'm  sure,* 
says  the  handsome  and  good-natured  Mrs.  Sherrick.  *  Won't 
we,  Julia  ?  ' 

*0h,  certainly,'  says  Julia,  who  seems  rather  absent.  And 
behold,  at  this  moment,  the,reverend  gent  enters  from  the  vestry. 
Both  the  ladies  run  toward  him,  holding  forth  their  hands. 

*  Oh,  Mr.  Honeyman  !  What  a  sermon  !  Me  and  Julia 
cried  so,  up  in  the  organ- loft ;  we  thought  you  would  have  heard 
us.    Didn't  we,  Julia  ? ' 

*  Oh,  yes,'  says  Julia,  whose  hand  the  pastor  now  held. 

*  When  you  described  the  young  man,  I  thought  of  my  poor 
boy,  didn't  I,  Julia  ?  '  cries  the  mother,  with  tears  streaming 
down  her  face. 

*  We  had  a  loss  more  than  ten  years  ago,'  whispers  Sher- 
rick to  Clive  gravely.  *  And  she's  always  thinking  of  it. 
Women  are  so.' 

Clive  was  touched  and  pleased  by  this  exhibition  of  kind 
feeling. 

*  You  know  his  mother  was  an  Absalom,'  the  good  wife 
continues,  pointing  to  her  husband.  *  Most  respectable  dia- 
mond merchants  in  ' 

*  Hold  your  tongue,  Betsy,  and  leave  my  poor  old  mother 
alone,  do  now,'  says  Mr.  Sherrick  darkly. 

Clive  is  in  his  uncle's  fond  embrace  by  this  time,  who 
rebukes  him  for  not  having  called  in  Walpole  Street. 

'  Now,  when  will  you  two  gents  come  up  to  my  shop  to  'ave 
a  family  dinner  ?  '  asks  Sherrick. 

'  Ah,  Mr.  Kewcome,  do  come,'  says  Julia,  in  her  deep,  rich 
voice,  looking  up  to  him  with  her  great  black  eyes.  And  if 
Clive  had  been  a  vain  fellow,  like  some  folks,  who  knows  but  he 
might  have  thought  he  had  made  an  impression  on  the  hand- 
some Julia. 

*  Thursday,  now  make  it  Thursday,  if  Mr.  H.  is  disengaged. 
Come  along,  girls,  for  the  flies  bite  the  ponies,  when  they're 
standing  still,  and  makes  'em  mad  this  weather.  Anything  you 
like  for  dinner.  Cut  of  salmon  and  cucumber?  No,  pickled 
salmon's  best,  this  weather.' 
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*  Whatever  you  give  me,  you  know  Pm  thankful  ! '  8ays 
Honeyman,  in  a  sweet,  sad  voice,  to  the  two  ladies,  who  were 
standing  looking  at  him,  the  mother's  hand  clasped  in  the 
daughter's. 

'  Should  you  like  that  Mendelssohn  for  the  Sunday  after 
next  ?    Julia  sings  it  splendid  ! ' 

*  No,  I  don't,  ma.' 

'  You  do,  dear  !  She's  a  good,  good  dear,  Mr.  H. ;  that's 
what  she  is.' 

'  You  must  not  call — a — him,  in  that  way.  Don't  say  "  Mr. 
H.,"  ma,'  says  Julia. 

'  Call  me  what  you  please  ! '  says  Charles,  with  the  most 
heartrending  simplicity ;  and  Mrs.  Sherrick  straightway  kisses 
her  daughter. 

Sherrick,  meanwhile,  hars  been  pointing  out  the  improve- 
ment of  the  chapel  to  Clive  (which  now  has,  indeed,  a  look 
of  the  Gothic  Hall  at  Rosherville),  and  has  confided  to 
him  the  sum  for  which  he  screwed  the  painted  window  out  of 
old  Moss.  *  When  he  comes  to  see  it  up  in  this  place,  sir,  the 
old  man  was  mad,  I  give  you  my  word  !  His  son  aint  no  good  ; 
says  he  knows  you.  He's  such  a  screw,  that  chap,  that  he'll 
overreach  himself,  mark  my  words.  At  least,  he'll  never  die 
rich.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  7ne  screwing  ?  No  ;  I  spend  my 
money  like  a  man.  How  those  girls  are  agoin'  on  about  their 
music  with  Honeyman.  I  don't  let'em  sing  in  the  evening, 
or  him  do  duty  more  than  once  a  day  ;  and  you  can  cah^'Iate 
how  the  music  draws, because  in  the  eveniii'  there  aint  half  the 
number  of  peoj)le  here.  Rev.  Mr.  Journeyman  does  the  duty 
now — quiet  Hoxford  man — ill,  I  suj)pose,  this  morning-.  H.  sits 
in  his  pew,  where  we  was,  and  coughs  ;  that's  to  say,  I  toKl  him 
tocough.  The  women  like  a  consumptive  ])ars()n,  sir.  Conio,gals!' 

Clive  went  to  his  uncle's  lodgings,  and  was  received  by  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Ridley  with  ij^reat  glee  aiul  kindness.  I>oth  of  those 
good  j)e()ple  had  made  it  a  point  to  pay  their  duty  to  Mr,  Clive, 
immediatel}'^  Ofi  his  return  to  England,  and  tlinnk  him,  over  and 
over  again,  for  his  kindness  to  John  James.  Never,  never 
would  they  forget  his  goodnciss,  :ind  the  Colonel's,  thev  were 
sure.  A  cake,  a  heap  of  l)is(Miits,  a  pyramid  ol"  jams,  six  friz- 
zling hot  mutton-ch()|)s,  and  four  kinds  of  wine,  came  bustling 
up  to  Mr.  Iloneyman's  room  twenty  minutes  aft(>r  Clive  had 
entered  it — as  a  token  of  the  Ridleys'  alT<'clion  for  him. 

('live  renjfirked,  with  a  smile,  the  Poll  M<tll  (rttzrffr  u|)on  a 
eide-tabU',  an<l  in  the  (rhifiiney-glass  aliiu>st  as  many  (Mrds  as  in 
the  time  of  Iloneyman's  early  prosperity.    That  he  aiul  hiii 
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uncle  should  be  very  intimate  together,  was  impossible,  from 
the  nature  of  the  two  men  ;  Clive  being  frank,  clear-sighted, 
and  imperious  ;  Charles,  timid,  vain,  and  double-faced — con- 
scious that  he  was  a  humbug,  and  that  most  people  found  him 
out — so  that  he  would  quiver,and  turn  away, and  be  more  afraid 
of  young  Clive  and  his  direct,  straightforward  way,  than  of 
many  older  men.  Then,  there  was  the  sense  of  the  money 
transactions  between  him  and  the  Colonel,  which  made  Charles 
Honeyman  doubly  uneasy.  In  fine,  they  did  not  like  each 
other  ;  but  as  he  is  a  connection  of  the  most  respectable  New- 
come  family,  surely  he  is  entitled  to  a  page  or  two  in  these, 
their  memoirs. 

Thursday  came,  and  with  it  Mr.  Sherrick's  entertainment,  to 
which  also  Mr.  Binnie  and  his  party  had  been  invited,  to  meet 
Colonel  Newcome's  son.  Uncle  James  and  Rosey  brought 
Clive  in  their  carriage  ;  Mrs.  Mackenzie  sent  a  headache  as  an 
apology.  She  chose  to  treat  Uncle  James'  landlord  with  a 
great  deal  of  hauteur,  and  to  be  angry  with  her  brother  for 
visiting  such  a  person.  *  In  fact,  you  see  how  fond  I  must  be 
of  dear  little  Rosey,  Clive,  that  I  put  up  with  all  mamma's 
tantrums,  for  her  sake,'  remarks  Mr.  Binnie. 

*  Oh,  uncle  ! '  says  little  Rosey,  and  the  old  gentleman 
stopped  her  remonstrances  with  a  kiss. 

*  Yes,'  says  he,  *  your  mother  does  have  tantrums,  miss  ;  and 
though  you  never  complain,  tliere's  no  reason  why  I  shouldn't. 
You  will  not  tell  on  me'  (it  was  '  Oh,  Uncle  ! '  again)  ;  '  and 
Clive  won't,  I  am  sure.  This  little  thing,  sir,'  James  went  on, 
holding  Rosey's  pretty  little  hand,  and  looking  fondly  in  her 
pretty  little  face,  *  is  her  old  uncle's  only  comfort  in  life.  I 
wish  I  had  had  her  out  to  India  to  me,  and  never  come  back  to 
this  great,  dreary  town  of  yours.  But  I  was  tempted  home  by 
Tom  Newcome  ;  and  I'm  too  old  to  go  back,  sir.  Where  the 
stick  falls,  let  it  lie.  Rosey  would  have  been  whisked  out  of 
my  house,  in  India,  in  a  month  after  I  had  her  thei  e.  Some 
young  fellow  wouldhave  taken  heraway  from  me;  and  now  she 
has  promised  never  to  leave  her  old  Uncle  James,  hasn't  she?  ' 

'  No,  never,  uncle,'  said  Rosey. 

*  We  don't  want  to  fall  in  love,  do  we,  child  ?  We  don't 
want  to  be  breaking  our  hearts,  like  some  young  folks,  and 
dancing  attendance  at  balls,  night  after  night,  and  capering 
about  in  the  park,  to  see  if  we  can  get  a  glimpse  of  the  beloved 
object,  eh,  Rosey  ?  ' 

Rosey  blushed.  It  was  evident  that  she  and  Uncle  James 
bpth  knew  of  Clive'e  love  affair.    In  fact,  the  front  seat  and 
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back  seat  of  the  carriage  both  bhished.  And,  as  for  the  secret, 
why,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  and  Mrs.  Hobson  had  talked  it  a  hundred 
times  over. 

*  This  little  Rosey,  sir,  has  promised  to  take  care  of  me  on 
this  side  of  Styx,'  continued  Uncle  James  ;  *  and  if  she  could 
but  be  left  alone,  and  to  do  it  without  mamma — there,  I  won't 
say  a  word  more  against  her — we  should  get  on  none  the  worse.' 

*  Uncle  James,  I  must  make  a  picture  of  you,  for  Rosey,' 
said  Clive  good-humoredly.  And  Rosey  said,  '  Oh,  thank 
you,  Clive,  and  lield  out  that  pretty  little  hand,  and  looked  so 
sweet,  and  kind,  and  happy,  that  Clive  could  not  but  be 
charmed  at  the  sight  of  so  much  innocence  and  candor. 

'  Quasty  peecoly  Rosiny,'  says  James,  in  a  fine  Scotch 
Italian,  '  e  la  piu  bella,  la  piu  cara,  ragazza  ma  la  mawdry  e  il 
diav  ' 

*  Don't,  uncle  ! '  cried  Rosey  again  ;  and  Clive  laughed  at 
Uncle  James'  wonderful  outbreak  in  a  foreign  tongue. 

'  Eh  !  I  thought  you  didn't  know  a  word  of  the  sweet  lan- 
guage, Rosey  !  It's  just  the  Lenguy  Toscawny  in  Bocky 
Romawny  that  I  thought  to  try,  in  compliment  to  this  young 
monkey,  who  has  seen  the  world.'  And,  by  this  time,  St. 
John's  Wood  was  reached  ;  and  Mr.  Sherrick's  handsome  villa, 
at  the  door  of  which  the  three  beheld  the  Rev.  Charles  Iloney- 
man  stepping  out  of  a  neat  brougham. 

The  drawing  room  contained. several  pictures  of  Mrs.  Sher- 
rick  when  she  was  in  the  theatrical  line  ;  Smee's  portrait  of  her, 
'which  was  never  half  handsome  enough  for  niy  Betsy,'  Sher- 
rick  said  indignantly  ;  the  print  of  her  in  Artaxerxes,  with  her 
signature  as  Elizabeth  Folthorpe  (not,  in  truth,  a  fine  sjn'cinuMi 
of  caligraphy)  ;  the  testimonial  [)resented  to  heron  the  cofU'lii- 
sion  of  the  triumphal  season  of  18 — ,  at  Drury  Lane,  by  her 
ever  grateful  friend,  Adolphus  Smacker,  Lessee,  who  of  course 
went  to  law  with  her  next  year  ;  and  ot her  Thespian  emblems. 
\int  Clive  remarked,  with  not  a  little  amusement,  that  the 
drawing  room  tables  were  jiow  covered  with  a  number  of  those 
books  which  he  had  seen  at  Mme.  de  Montcontour's,  and  many 
Frerjch  and  Oerm:in  eeeh'siast  ieal  LriMieraeks,sueh  :is  are  familiar 
to  numberless  icadei's  of  mitu'.  There  were  the  lives  of  *St. 
Botibol  of  Islington,'  and  *  St.  Willibald  of  liareaeres';  with 
})ictures  of  tlK)se  confessors.  Then  there  was  the  'Legend  of 
Margary  Dawe,  Virgin  and  Martyr,'  with  a  sweet  douhU' 
frontispieire,  representing  (I)  the  sainte*!  woman  selling  lu  r 
feather  bed  for  th(?  beneiit  of  the  noor  ;  and  ('J)  re<'!ining  upon 
straw,  the  leanest  of  invalids.    There  was  *  Old  Daddy  Lonr- 
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legs,  and  how  he  was  Brought  to  say  his  Prayers  ;  a  Tale  foi 
Children,  by  a  Lady,'  with  a  preface  dated  St.  Chad's  Eve,  and 
signed  *  C.  H.' ;  '  The  Rev.  Charles  Honeyman's  Sermons,  De- 
livered at  Lady  Whittlesea's  Chapel,'  '  Poems  of  Early  Days, 
by  Charles  Honeyman,  A.  M.' ;  'The  Life  of  Good  Dame 
Whittlesea,'  by  do.  do.  Yes,  Charles  had  come  out  in  the 
literary  line  ;  and  there  in  a  basket  was  a  strip  of  Berlin  work, 
of  the  very  same  Gothic  pattern  which  Mme.  de  Montcontour 
was  weaving,  and  which  you  afterward  saw  round  the  pulpit 
of  Charles'  chapel.  Rosey  was  welcomed  most  kindly  by  the 
kind  ladies  ;  and,  as  the  gentlemen  sat  over  their  wine,  after 
dinner,  in  the  summer  evening,  Clive  beheld  Rosey  and  Julia, 
pacing  up  and  down  the  lawn.  Miss  Julia's  arm  round  her 
little  friend's  waist  ;  he  thought  they  would  make  a  pretty 
little  picture. 

*  My  girl  aint  a  bad  one  to  look  at,  is  she  ?  '  said  the  pleased 
father.  '  A  fellow  might  look  far  enough  and  not  see  prettier 
than  those  two.' 

Charles  sighed  out  that  there  was  a  German  print,  the 
*  Two  Leonoras,'  which  put  him  in  mind  of  their  various  styles 
of  beauty. 

'  I  wish  I  could  paint  them,'  said  Clive. 

*  And  why  not,  sir  ?  '  asks  his  host.  *  Let  me  give  you  your 
first  commission  now,  Mr.  Clive  ;  I  wouldn't  mind  paying  a  good 
bit  for  a  picture  of  my  Julia.  I  forget  how  much  old  Smee 
got  for  Betsy's,  the  old  humbug  ! ' 

Clive  said  it  was  not  the  will  but  the  power  that  was 
deficient.  He  succeeded  with  men,  but  the  ladies  were  too 
much  for  him  as  yet. 

*  Those  you've  done  up  at  Albany  Street  Barracks  are  famous; 
I've  seen  'era,'  said  Mr.  Sherrick  ;  and  remarking  that  his  guest 
looked  rather  surprised  at  the  idea  of  his  being  in  such  com- 
jmny,  Sherrick  said,  *  What,  you  think  they  are  too  great  swells 
for  me  ?  Law  bless  you,  I  often  go  there.  I've  business  with 
several  of  'em  ;  had  with  Captain  Belsize,  with  the  Earl  of 
Kew,  who's  every  inch  the  gentleman — one  of  nature's  aristoc- 
racy, and  paid  up  like  a  man.  The  Earl  and  me  has  had 
many  dealings  together.' 

Honeyman  smiled  faintl}^,  and  nobody  complying  with  Mr. 
Sherrick's  boisterous  entreaties  to  drink  more,  the  gentlemen 
quitted  the  dinner  table,  which  had  been  served  in  a  style  of 
prodigious  splendor,  and  went  to  the  drawing  room  for  a  little 
music. 

This  was  all  of  the  gravest  and  best  kind  ;  so  grave,  indeedj 
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that  James  Biiinie  might  he  heard  in  a  corner,  giving  an  accom- 
paniment of  little  snores  to  the  singers  and  the  piano.  But 
Rosey  was  delighted  witli  the  pei-formance,  and  Sherrick  re- 
marked to  Clive,  '  That's  a  good  gal,  that  is  ;  I  like  that  gal  ; 
she  aint  jealous  of  Julia  cutting  her  out  in  the  music,  but 
listens  as  pleased  as  anyone.  She's  a  sweet  little  pipe  of  her 
own,  too.  Miss  Mackenzie,  if  ever  you  like  to  go  to  the  opera, 
send  a  word  either  to  my  West  End  or  my  city  office.  I've 
boxesevery  week,  and  you're  welcome  to  any  thingi  can  giveyou.' 

So  all  agreed  that  the  evening  had  been  a  very  pleasant 
one  ;  and  they  of  Fitzroy  Square  returned  home,  talking  in  a 
most  comfortable,  friendly  way — that  is,  two  of  them, for  Uncle 
James  fell  asleep  again,  taking  possession  of  the  back  seat  ; 
and  Clive  and  Rosey  prattled  together.  He  had  offered  to  try 
and  take  all  the  young  ladies'  likenesses.  '  You  know  what  a 
failure  the  last  was,  Rosey  ? '  he  had  very  nearly  said  '  dear 
Rosey.' 

*  Yes,  but  Miss  Sherrick  is  so  handsome,  that  you  will  suc- 
ceed better  with  her  than  with  my  round  face,  Mr.  Newcome.' 

'Mr.  Whatr  cries  Clive. 

*  Well,  Clive,  then,'  says  Rosey,  in  a  little  voice. 

He  sought  for  a  little  hand,  which  was  not  very  far  away, 
*You  know  we  are  like  brother  and  sister,  dear  Rosey?'  he 
said  this  time. 

*  Yes,'  said  she,  and  gave  a  little  pressure  of  the  hand.  And 
then.  Uncle  James  woke  up  ;  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  whole 
drive  didn't  occupy  a  minute,  and  they  shook  hands  very,  very 
kindly  at  the  door  of  Fitzroy  Square. 

Clive  made  a  famous  likeness  of  Miss  Sherrick,  with  which 
Mr.  Sherrick  was  delighted,  and  so  was  Mr.  Honeyman,  who 
happened  to  call  ui)on  his  nephew  once  or  twice  when  the  ladies 
liappened  to  be  sitting.  Then  Clive  proposed  to  the  Rev. 
(^harles  Honeyman  to  take  A/.s  head  off  ;  and  made  an  excellent 
likeness,  in  chalk,  of  his  uiu^le — that  one,  in  fact,  from  which 
the  print  was  taken  which  you  may  see  any  day  at  Hogarth's, 
in  the  Haymarket,  along  with  a  whole  regiment  of  British 
divines.  Charles  became  so  fi  iendly  that  he  was  constantlv 
coming  to  Charlotte  Street  once  or  twice  a  week. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sherrick  canu^  to  look  at  the  drawing,  and 
were  charmed  with  it ;  and  when  Rosey  was  sitting,  they  camo 
to  see  her  f)ort,rait,  wliich  again  was  not  (juite  so  suceesHful. 
One  Monday,  the  Sherricks  and  Honeyman  too  liapjtened  to 
call  to  sec  the  pictnre  of  Rosey,  who  trotted  over  with  hvr 
uncle  to  Clive's  studio,  and  they  all  had  a  great  laugh  at  a 
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paragraph  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  evidently  from  F. 
hand,  to  the  following  effect  : 

Conversion  in  High  Life.— A  foreign  nobleman  of  princely  rank,  who  has  mii«b»ied 
an  English  lady  and  has  resided  among  us  for  some  time,  is  likely,  we  hear  and  trust, 
to  join  the  English  Church.  The  Prince  de  M— ntc — nt — r  has  been  a  constant  attend- 
nnt  at  Lady  Whittle(»ea's  chapel,  of  which  the  Rev.  C.  Honeyman  is  the  eloquent  incum- 
bent ;  and  it  is  said  this  sound  and  talented  divine  has  been  the  means  of  awakening 
the  prince  to  a  sense  of  the  erroneous  doctrines  in  which  he  has  been  bred.  His  ances- 
tors were  Protestant,  and  fought  by  the  side  of  Henry  IV.  at  Ivry.  In  Louis  XIV. 's 
time,  they  adopted  the  religion  of  that  persecuting  monarch.  We  sincerely  trust  that 
the  present  heir  of  the  house  of  Ivry  will  see  fit  to  return  to  the  creed  which  his  fore- 
fathers so  unfortunately  abjured. 

The  ladies  received  this  news  with  perfect  gravity  ;  and 
Charles  uttered  a  meek  wish  that  it  might  prove  true.  As  they 
went  away,  they  offered  more  hospitalities  to  Clive  and  Mr. 
Binnie  and  his  niece.  They  liked  the  music,  would  they  not 
€ome  and  hear  it  again  ? 

When  they  had  departed  with  Mr.  Honeyman,  Clive  could 
not  help  saying  to  Uncle  James,  *  Why  are  those  people  always 
<?oming  here,  praising  me,  and  asking  me  to  dinner  ?  Do 
you  know,  I  can't  help  thinking  that  they  rather  want  me  as 
a  pretender  for  Miss  Sherrick  ?  ' 

Binnie  burst  into  a  loud  guffaw,  and  cried  out,  *  O  vanitas 
vanitawtum  !  '  Rosey  laughed  too. 

'I  don't  think  it  any  joke  at  all,'  said  Clive. 

*  Why,  you  stupid  lad,  don't  you  see  it  is  Charles  Honey- 
man the  girl's  in  love  with  ? '  cried  Uncle  James.  *  Rosey  saw 
it  in  the  very  first  instant  we  entered  their  drawing  room  three 
weeks  ago.' 

*  Indeed,  and  how  ?  '  asked  Clive. 

*By — by  the  way  she  looked  at  him,'  said  little  Rosey. 

CHAPTER  XLV. 

A  STAG  OF  TEN. 

The  London  season  was  very  nearly  come  to  an  end,  and 
Lord  Farintosh  had  danced  I  don't  know  how  many  times  with 
Miss  Newcome,  had  drunk  several  bottles  of  the  old  Kew  port,  • 
had  been  seen  at  numerous  breakfasts,  operas,  races,  and  public 
places  by  the  young  lady's  side,  and  had  not  as  yet  made  any 
3uch  proposal  as  Lad}^  Kew  expected  for  her  granddaughter. 
Clive  going  to  see  his  military  friends  in  the  Regent's  Park 
once,  and  finish  Captain  Butts'  portrait  in  barracks,  heard  two 
or  three  young  men  talking,  and  one  say  to  another,  *  I  bet  you 
three  to  two  IFarintosh  don't  marry  her,  and  I  bet  you  even 
that  he  don't  ask  her.'  And  as  he  entered  Mr.  Butts'  room, 
where  these  gentlemen  were  conversing,  there  was  a  silence 
and  an  awkwardness.    The  young  fellows  were  making  an 
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'event'  out  of  Ethel's  marriage,  and  sporting  their  money 
freely  on  it. 

To  have  an  old  countess  hunting  a  young  marquis  so  reso- 
lutely that  all  the  world  should  be  able  to  look  on  and  specu- 
late whether  her  game  would  be  run  down  by  that  staunch, 
toothless  old  pursuer — that  is  an  amusing  sport,  isn't  it  ?  and 
affords  plenty  of  fun  and  satisfaction  to  those  who  follow  the 
hunt.  But  for  a  heroine  of  a  story,  be  she  ever  so  clever, 
handsome,  and  sarcastic,  I  don't  think  for  my  part,  at  this 
present  stage  of  the  tale.  Miss  Ethel  Newcome  occupies  a  very 
dignified  position.  To  break  lier  heart  in  silence  for  Tomkins, 
who  is  in  love  witli  another  ;  to  suffer  no  end  of  poverty,  star- 
vation, capture  by  ruffians,  ill-treatment  by  a  bullying  liusband, 
loss  of  beauty  by  the  small-pox,  death  even  at  the  end  of  the 
volume — all  these  mishaps  a  young  heroine  may  endure  (and 
has  endured  in  romances  over  and  over  again),  without  losing 
the  least  dignity,  or  suffering  any  diminution  of  the  senti- 
mental reader's  esteem.  But  a  girl  of  great  beauty,  high 
temper,  and  stronger  natural  intellect,  who  submits  to  be 
dragged  hither  and  thither  in  an  old  grandmother's  leash,  and 
in  pursuit  of  a  husband  who  will  run  away  from  the  couple 
— such  a  person,  I  say,  is  in  a  very  awkward  position  as  a 
heroine  ;  and  I  declare  Tf  I  had  another  ready  to  my  hand  (and 
unless  there  were  extenuating  circumstances),  Ethel  should  be 
deposed  at  this  very  sentence. 

But  a  novelist  must  go  on  with  his  heroine,  as  a  man  with 
his  wife,  for  better  or  worse,  and  to  the  end.  For  how  many 
j'-ears  have  the  Spaniards  borne  with  tlieir  gracious  queen,  not 
because  she  was  faultless,  but  because  she  was  there.  So, 
Cliambers  and  grandees  cried,  *  God  save  her,'  Alabarderos 
turned  out,  drums  beat,  cannons  fired,  and  tlie  people  saluted 
Isabella  Segunda,  who  was  no  better  than  the  humblest  wasluM-- 
woman  of  lier  subjects.  Are  we  much  better  than  our  neigh- 
bors? Do  we  never  yield  to  our  peculiar  temptation,  our 
pride,  or  our  avarice,  or  our  vanity,  or  what  not  ?  Etiiel  is  very 
wrong  certainly.  But  recolhu't,  «he  is  very  young.  Sl»e  is  in 
other  peo[)le'H  hands.  She  has  been  l)n'd  up  and  governed  by 
a  very  worldly  family,  and  (aught  their  traditions.  NVe  would 
hardly,  for  instance — the  staunclicst  I*rotestant  in  England 
would  hardly  hv  angry  with  |)0()r  Isalxdla  Segunda  for  being  a 
(Catholic.  So  if  Kthcl  worships  at  a  certain  image  which  a 
gr(!at  number  of  good  folks  in  lOnglan^l  bow  to,  let  us  not  b(» 
too  angry  with  her  i<lolatry,  and  bear  with  our  queen  a  little 
longer  before  we  make  our  pronunciainiMito. 
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No,  Miss  Newcome,  yours  is  not  a  dignified  position  in  life, 
however  you  may  argue  that  hundreds  of  people  in  the  world 
are  doing  like  you.  Oh,  me  !  what  a  confession  it  is,  in  the 
very  outset  of  life  and  blushing  brightness  of  youth's  morning, 
to  own  that  the  aim  with  which  a  young  girl  sets  out,  and  the 
object  of  her  existence,  is  to  marry  a  rich  man  ;  that  she  was 
endowed  with  beauty  so  that  she  might  buy  wealth,  and  a  title 
with  it ;  that,  as  sure  as  she  has  a  soul  to  be  saved,  her  busi- 
ness here  on  earth  is  to  try  and  get  a  rich  husband.  That  is 
the  career  for  which  many  a  woman  is  bred  and  trained.  A 
young  man  begins  the  world  with  some  aspirations  at  least ;  he 
will  try  to  be  good  and  follow  the  truth  ;  he  will  strive  to  win 
honors  for  himself,  and  never  do  a  base  action  ;  he  will  pass 
nights  over  his  books,  and  forego  ease  and  pleasure  so  that  he 
may  achieve  a  name.  Many  a  poor  wretch  who  is  worn  out 
now  and  old,  and  bankrupt  of  fame  and  money  too,  has  com- 
menced life  at  any  rate  with  noble  views  and  generous  schemes, 
from  which  weakness,  idleness,  passion,  or  overpowering  hos- 
tile fortune  has  turned  him  away.  But  a  girl  of  the  world,  hon 
Dieu  !  the  doctrine  with  which  she  begins  is  that  she  is  to  have 
a  wealthy  husband  ;  the  article  of  faith  in  her  catechism  is,  *  I 
believe  in  elder  sons,  and  a  house  in  town,  and  a  house  in  the 
country  ! '  They  are  mercenary  as  they  step  fresh  and  bloom- 
ing into  the  world  out  of  the  nursery.  They  have  been  schooled 
there  to  keep  their  bright  eyes  to  look  only  on  the  Prince  and 
the  Duke,  Croesus  and  Dives.  By  long  cramping  and  careful 
process,  their  little  natural  hearts  have  been  squeezed  up,  like 
the  feet  of  their  fashionable  little  sisters  in  China.  As  you  see 
a  pauper's  child,  with  an  awful  premature  knowledge  of  the 
pawn  shop,  able  to  haggle  at  market  with  her  wretched  half- 
pence, and  battle  bargains  at  hucksters'  stalls,  you  shall  find  a 
young  beauty,  who  was  a  child  in  the  schoolroom  a  year  since,  as 
wise  and  knowing  as  the  old  practitioners  on  that  exchange  ;  as 
economical  of  her  smiles,  as  dexterous  in  keeping  back  or  pro- 
ducing her  beautiful  wares,  as  skillful  in  setting  one  bidder 
against  another,  as  keen  as  the  smartest  merchant  in  Vanity 
Fair. 

If  the  young  gentlemen  of  the  Life  Guards  Green  who  were 
talking  about  Miss  Newcome  and  her  suitors  were  silent  when 
Clive  appeared  among  them,  it  was  because  they  were  aware 
not  only  of  his  relationship  to  the  young  lady,  but  his  unhappy 
condition  regarding  her.  Certain  men  there  are  who  never  tell 
their  love,  but  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  in  the  bud,  feed  on 
their  damask  cheeks  ;  others  again  must  be  not  always  think- 
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ing,  but  talking  about  the  darling  object.  So  it  was  not  very- 
long  before  Captain  Crackthorpe  was  taken  into  Clive's  con- 
fidence, and  through  Crackthorpe  very  likely  the  whole  mess 
became  acquainted  with  his  passion.  These  young  fellows,  who 
had  been  early  introduced  into  the  world,  gave  Clive  small 
hopes  of  success,  putting  to  him,  in  their  downright  phraseology, 
the  point  of  which  he  was  already  aware,  that  Miss  Newcome 
was  intended  for  his  superiors,  and  that  he  had  best  not  make 
his  mind  uneasy  by  sighing  for  those  beautiful  grapes  which 
were  beyond  his  reach. 

But  the  good-natured  Crackthorpe,  who  had  a  pity  for  the 
young  painter's  condition, helped  him  so  far  (and  gained  Clive's. 
warmest  thanks  for  his  good  offices),  by  asking  admission  for 
Clive  to  certain  evening  parties  of  the  beau-monde,  where  he 
had  the  gratification  of  meeting  his  charmer.  Ethel  was  sur- 
prised and  pleased,  and  Lady  Kew  surprised  and  angry,  at  meet- 
ing Clive  Newcome  at  these  fashionable  houses  ;  the  girl  her- 
self was  touched  very  likely  at  his  pertinacity  in  following  her. 
As  there  was  no  actual  feud  between  them,  she  could  not  refuse 
now  and  again  to  dance  with  her  cousin  ;  and  thus  he  picked 
up  such  small  crumbs  of  consolation  as  a  youth  in  his  state  can 
get  ;  lived  upon  six  words  vouchsafed  to  him  in  a  quadrille,  or 
brought  home  a  glance  of  the  eyes  which  she  had  presented  to 
him  in  a  waltz,  or  the  remembrance  of  a  squeeze  of  the  hand 
on  parting  or  meeting.  How  eager  he  was  to  get  a  card  to  this 
party  or  that  !  how  attentive  to  the  givers  of  such  entertain- 
ments I  Some  friends  of  his  accused  him  of  being  atul  t  hunter 
and  flatterer  of  thcaristocracy,noaccountof  hispolitenesstocor- 
tainpeojile  ;  thetruth  was,  he  wanted  togo  wherever  MissKthel 
was  ;  and  the  ball  was  blank  to  him  wliich  she  did  not  attend. 

This  business  occupied  not  only  one  season,  but  two.  Hy 
the  time  of  the  second  season,  Mr.  Newcome  liad  made  so 
many  acquaintances  that  he  needefl  few  more  introductions 
into  society.  He  was  very  well  known  as  a  good-nat  ured,  hand- 
some young  man,  and  a  very  good  waltzer,  the  oidy  son  of  an 
Indian  officer  of  large  wealth,  who  chose  to  devote  himself  to 
painting,  ;ind  who  wassuppose<l  to  entertain  an  unha|»pN'  fonil- 
ness  for  his  cousin  the  beautiful  .Miss  Xeweome.  Kind  folks 
who  heard  of  this  little  tendrc,  and  were  sulfieiently  interesti-d 
in  Mr.  (Miv<',  aske*!  him  to  their  houses  in  eonsetjuenee.  I 
dan^  say  those  people  wh<»  were  good  to  him  m\\\  have  ]»een 
themselves  atone  time  uidueky  i»i  their  own  love  alTairs. 

VVherj  the  first  season  ended  without  a  (leclarat i(»n  fiom  my 
lord,  Lady  Kew  earri^'d  olT  her  young  huly  to  Scotland,  w  In-ro 
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it  also  SO  happened  that  Lord  Farintosh  was  going  to  shoot, 
and  people  made  what  surmises  they  chose  upon  this  coinci- 
dence. Surmises,  why  not  ?  You  who  know  the  world,  know 
very  well  that  if  you  see  Mrs.  So-and-so's  name  in  the  list  of 
people  at  an  entertainment,  on  looking  down  the  list  you  will 
presently  be  sure  to  come  on  Mr.  What-d'you-calPem's.  If  Lord 
andLady  Blank  of  Such-and-such  Castle  received  a  distinguished 
circle  (including  Lady  Dash),  for  Christmas  or  Easter,  without 
reading  farther  the  names  of  the  guests  you  may  venture  on 
any  wager  that  Captain  Asterisk  is  one  of  the  company.  These 
coincidences  liappen  every  day  ;  and  some  people  are  so 
anxious  to  meet  other  people,  and  so  irresistible  is  the  magnetic 
sympathy  I  suppose,  that  they  will  travel  hundreds  of  miles  in 
the  worst  of  weather  to  see  their  friends,  and  break  your  door 
open  almost,  provided  the  friend  is  inside  it. 

I  am  obliged  to  own  the  fact,  that  for  many  months  Lady 
Kew  hunted  after  Lord  Farintosh.  This  rheumatic  old  woman 
went  to  Scotland,  where,  as  he  was  pursuing  the  deer,  she 
stalked  his  lordship  ;  from  Scotland  she  went  to  Paris,  where  he 
was  taking  lessons  in  dancing  at  the  Chaumiere  ;  from  Paris  to 
an  English  country-house,for  Christmas,  where  he  was  expected 
but  didn't  come — not  being,  his  professor  said,  quite  complete 
in  the  polka  ;  and  so  on.  If  Ethel  were  privy  to  these  maneu- 
vers, or  anything  more  than  an  unwittingly  consenting  party,  I 
say  we  would  depose  her  from  her  place  of  heroine  at  once. 
But  she  was  acting  under  her  grandmother's  orders,  a  most  impe- 
rious, irresistible,  managing  old  woman,  who  exacted  every- 
body's obedience,  and  managed  everybody's  business  in  her 
family.  Lady  Ann  Newcome  being  in  attendance  on  her  sick 
husband,  Ethel  was  consigned  to  the  Countess  of  Kew,  her 
grandmother,  who  hinted  that  she  should  leave  Ethel  her  pro- 
perty when  dead,  and  while  alive  expected  the  girl  should  go 
about  with  her.  She  had  and  wrote  as  man}^  letters  as  a  secre- 
tary of  state  almost.  She  was  accustomed  to  set  off  without 
taking  anybody's  advice,  or  announcing  her  departure  until 
within  an  hour  or  two  of  the  event.  In  her  train  moved  Ethel, 
against  her  own  will,  which  would  have  led  her  to  stay  at  home 
with  her  father,  but  at  the  special  wish  and  order  of  her  parents. 
Was  such  a  sum  as  that  of  which  Lady  Kew  had  the  disposal 
(Hobson  Brothers  knew  the  amount  of  it  quite  well)  to  be  left 
out  of  the  family  ?  Forbid  it  all  ye  powers  !  Barnes — who 
would  have  liked  the  money  himself,  and  said  truly  that  he 
would  live  with  his  grandmother  anywhere  she  liked  if  he  could 
get  it — Barnes  joined  most  energetically  with  Sir  Brian  and 
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Lady  Ann  in  ordering  Ethel's  obedience  to  Lady  Kew.  You 
know  how  difficult  it  is  for  one  young  woman  not  to  acquiesce 
when  the  family  council  strongly  orders.  In  fine,  I  hope  there 
was  a  good  excuse  for  the  queen  of  this  history,  and  that  it  was 
her  wicked,  domineering  old  prime  minister  who  led  her  wrong. 
Otherwise,  I  say,  we  would  have  another  dynasty.  Oh,  to  think 
of  a  generous  nature,  and  the  world,  and  nothing  but  the  world 
to  occupy  it ! — of  a  brave  intellect,and  the  milliner's  bandboxes, 
and  the  scandal  of  the  coteries,  and  the  fiddle-faddle  etiquette 
of  the  court  for  its  sole  exercise  ;  of  the  rush  and  hurry  from 
entertainment  to  entertainment  ;  of  the  constant  smiles  and 
cares  of  representation  ;  of  the  prayerless  rest  at  night,  and  the 
awaking  to  a  godless  morrow  !  This  was  the  course  of  life  to 
which  Fate,  and  not  her  own  fault  altogether,  had  for  a  while 
handed  over  Ethel  Newcome.  Let  those  pity  her  who  can  feel 
their  own  weakness  and  misgoing  ;  let  those  punish  her  who 
are  without  fault  themselves. 

Clive  did  not  offer  to  follow  her  to  Scotland.  He  knew 
quite  well  that  the  encouragement  he  had  had  was  only  of  the 
smallest ;  that  as  a  relation  she  received  him  frankly  and  kindly 
enough,  but  checked  him  when  he  would  have  adopted  another 
character.  But  it  chanced  that  they  met  in  Paris,  whither  he 
went  in  the  Easter  of  the  ensuing  year,  having  worked  to  some 
good  purpose  through  the  winter,  and  dispatched,  as  on  a 
former  occasion,  his  three  or  four  pictures  to  take  their  chance 
at  the  Exhibition. 

Of  these,  it  is  our  pleasing  duty  to  be  able  to  corroborate, 
to  some  extent,  Mr.  F.  Bayham's  favorable  report.  Fancy 
sketches  and  historical  pieces  our  3'oung  man  had  eschewed  ; 
having  convinced  himself  either  that  he  had  not  an  epic  genius, 
or  that  to  draw  portraits  of  his  friends  was  a  much  easier  task 
than  that  which  he  had  set  himself  formerly.  While  all  the 
world  was  crowding  round  a  pair  of  J.  J.'s  lit  lie  pictures,  a 
couple  of  chalk  heads  were  admitted  into  the  Kxliibition  (his 
great  picture  of  Captain  Crackth()r])e  on  horseback,  in  lull 
uniform,  I  must  own,  was  ignominiously  rejected),  and  the 
friends  of  the  parties  had  the  ])l('asur('  of  recognizing,  in  the 
miniature  room,  No.  1240,  *  Portrait  of  an  Oflicer,'  viz.,  Augus- 
tus Butts,  Esq.,  of  the  Life  Guards  Green  ;  ami  '  Portrait  of 
the  Rev.  ('harles  IIoTU'ynian,'  No.  1272.  Miss  Sherriek  the 
hangers  refused  ;  Mr.  Hiniiie,  (Mive  had  spoiled,  as  usual,  in  the 
painting  ;  the  chalk  heads,  however,  before  named,  were  voted 
to  be  faithful  likenesses,  and  exeute<l  in  a  very  agreeable  and 
spirited  manner.    F.  Bayham's  criticism  011  these  pt-rformanees, 
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it  need  not  be  said,  was  tremendous.  Since  the  days  of  Michael 
Angelo,  you  would  have  thought  there  never  had  been  such 
drawings.  In  fact  F.  B.,  as  some  other  critics  do,  clapped  his 
friends  so  boisterously  on  the  back,  and  trumpeted  their  merits 
with  such  prodigious  energy,  as  to  make  his  friends  themselves 
sometimes  uneasy. 

Mr.  Clive,  whose  good  father  was  writing  home  more  and 
more  wonderful  accounts  of  the  Bundelcund  Bank  in  which  he 
had  engaged,  and  who  was  always  pressing  his  son  to  draw  for 
more  money,  treated  himself  to  comfortable  rooms  in  Paris,  at 
the  very  same  hotel  where  tlie  young  Marquis  of  Farintosh  oc- 
cupied lodgings  much  more  splendid,  and  where  he  lived,  no 
doubt,  so  as  to  be  near  the  professor  who  was  still  teaching 
his  lordship  the  polka.  Indeed  it  must  be  said  that  Lord  Far- 
intosh made  great  progress  under  this  artist,  and  that  he  danced 
very  much  better  in  his  tliird  season  than  in  the  first  and  sec- 
ond years  after  he  had  come  upon  the  town.  From  the  same 
instructor  the  Marquis  learned  the  latest  novelties  in  French 
conversation,  the  choicest  oaths  and  phrases  (for  which  he  was 
famous),  so  that,  although  his  French  grammar  was  naturally 
defective,  he  was  enabled  to  order  a  dinner  at  Philippe's,  and 
to  bully  a  waiter  or  curse  a  hackney  coachman  with  extreme 
volubility.  A  young  nobleman  of  his  rank  was  received  with 
the  distinction  which  was  his  due  by  the  French  sovereign  of 
that  period  ;  and  at  the  Tuileries,  and  the  houses  of  the  French 
nobility  which  he  visited,  M.  le  Marquis  de  Farintosh  excited 
considerable  remark  by  the  use  of  some  of  the  phrases  which 
his  young  professor  had  taught  to  him.  People  even  went  so 
far  as  to  sa}'-  that  the  Marquis  was  an  awkward  and  dull  young 
man  of  the  very  worst  manners. 

Whereas  the  young  Clive  Newcome — and  it  comforted  the 
poor  fellow's  heart  somewhat,  and,  be  sure,  pleased  Ethel,  who 
was  looking  on  at  his  triumphs — was  voted  the  most  charming 
young  Englishman  who  had  been  seen  for  a  long  time  in  our 
salons.  Mme.  de  Florae,  who  loved  him  as  a  son  of  her  own, 
actually  went  once  or  twice  into  the  world  in  order  to  see  his 
debut.  Mme.  de  Montcontour  inhabited  a  part  of  the  Hotel 
de  Florae  and  received  societj''  there.  The  French  people 
did  not  understand  what  bad  English  she  talked,  though 
they  comprehended  Lord  Farintosh's  French  blunders.  '  M. 
Newcome  is  an  artist !  What  a  noble  career  !  '  cries  a  great 
French  lady,  the  wife  of  a  marshal,  to  the  astonished  Miss 
Newcome.  '  This  young  man  is  the  cousin  of  the  charming 
mees  ?   You  must  be  proudto  possess  such  a  nephew,  madame  !' 
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says  another  French  lady  to  the  Countess  of  Kew — who,  you 
may  be  sure,  is  delighted  to  have  such  a  relative.  And  the 
French  lady  invites  Clive  to  her  receptions  expressly  in  order 
to  make  herself  asrreeable  to  the  old  Comtesse.  Before  the 
cousins  have  been  three  minutes  together  in  Mrae.  de  Florae's 
salon,  she  sees  that  Clive  is  in  love  with  Ethel  Newcome.  She 
takes  the  boy's  hand  and  says,  ^J''ai  voire  secret,  mon  amV : 
and  her  eyes  regard  him  for  a  moment  as  fondly,  as  tenderly, 
as  ever  they  looked  at  his  father.  Oh,  what  tears  have  they 
shed,  gentle  eyes  !  Oh,  what  faith  has  it  kept,  tender  heart  ! 
If  love  lives  through  all  life  ;  and  survives  through  all  sorrow  ; 
and  remains  steadfast  with  us  through  all  changes  ;  and  in  all 
darkness  of  spirit  burns  brightly  ;  and  if  we  die  deplores  us 
forever  and  loves  still  equally  ;  and  exists  with  the  very  last 
gasp  and  throb  of  the  faithful  bosom — whence  it  passes  with 
the  pure  soul  beyond  death  ;  surely  it  shall  be  immortal  !  v 
Though  we  who  remain  are  separated  from  it,  is  it  not  ours  in 
heaven?  If  we  love  still  those  we  lose,  can  we  altogether 
lose  those  we  love?  Forty  years  have  passed  away.  Youth 
and  dearest  memories  revisit  her,  and  hope  almost  wakes  up 
again  out  of  its  grave,  as  the  constant  lady  holds  the  young 
man's  hand  and  looks  at  the  son  of  Thomas  Newcome. 

CHAPTER  XLVI. 

THE    HOTEL    DE  FLORAC. 

Since  the  death  of  the  Due  d'lvry,  the  husband  of  Mary 
Queen  of  Scots,  the  Comte  de  Florae,  who  is  now  the  legiti- 
mate owner  of  the  ducal  title,  does  not  choose  to  bear  it,  but 
continues  to  be  known  in  the  world  by  ins  old  name.  The 
old  Count's  world  is  vtny  small.  His  doctor,  and  his  director, 
who  comes  daily  to  play  his  game  of  picjuet  ;  liis  daughter's 
children,  who  amuse  liiin  by  their  laughter,  and  ]»lay  lound 
liis  chair  in  the  garden  of  his  hotel  ;  his  faitiilul  wile  and  one 
or  two  friends  as  old  as  liimself  form  his  society.  His  son,  the 
Abb^!,  is  with  tiiem  but  seldom.  The  austerity  of  l»is  manners 
f  riglitens  his  old  father,  who  e:in  little  comprehend  the  religion- 
ism of  the  new  s(rhooI.  After  going  to  heai*  his  son  preach 
through  Lent  at  Notre  Dame,  where  the  Abbe  di»  Florae  gatl>- 
cred  a  great  (rongregat ion,  t he  old  Count  came  away  <|uite 
puzzled  at  his  soil's  decLunat ions.  '  I  do  not  un«lerstan«l  your 
new  pi'iests,'  lie  says  ;  '  I  knew  my  son  \vm\  bi»coine  a  C«>rde- 
lier  ;  I  went  to  hear  him,  and  found  h<»  was  a  Jacobin.  Let 
me  make  my  salut  in  •jiiiet,  my  g  I  Leonore.     Mv  diii'ctor 
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answers  for  me,  and  plays  a  game  of  trictrac  into  the  bargain 
with  me.'  Our  history  has  but  little  to  do  with  this  venerable 
nobleman.  He  has  his  chamber  looking  out  into  the  garden 
of  his  hotel ;  his  faithful  old  domestic  to  wait  upon  him  ;  his 
House  of  Peers  to  attend,  when  he  is  well  enough  ;  his  few 
acquaintances  to  help  him  to  pass  the  evening.  The  rest  of  the 
hotel  he  gives  up  to  his  son,  the  Vicomte  de  Florae,  and  Mme. 
la  Princesse  de  Montcontour,  his  daughter-in-law. 

When  Florae  has  told  his  friends  of  the  club  why  it  is  he 
has  assumed  a  new  title — as  a  means  of  reconciliation  (a  recon- 
ciliation all  philosophical,  my  friends)  with  his  wife,  nee  Higg 
of  Manchester,  who  adores  titles,  like  all  Anglaises,  and  has 
recently  made  a  great  succession — everybody  allows  that  the 
measure  was  dictated  by  prudence,  and  there  is  no  more 
laughter  at  his  change  of  name.  The  Princess  takes  the  first 
floor  of  the  hotel  at  the  price  paid  for  it  by  the  American  gen- 
eral, who  has  returned  to  his  original  pigs  at  Cincinnati.  Had 
not  Cincinnatus  himself  pigs  on  his  farm,  and  was  he  not  a 
general  and  member  of  congress  too  ?  The  honest  Princess 
has  a  bedchamber,  which  to  her  terror  she  is  obliged  to  open 
of  reception  evenings,  when  gentlemen  and  ladies  play  cards 
there.  It  is  fitted  up  in  the  style  of  Louis  XVI.  In  her  bed 
is  an  immense  looking-glass  surmounted  by  stucco  Cupids  ;  it 
is  an  alcove  which  some  powdered  Venus,  before  the  Revolu- 
tion, might  have  reposed  in.  Opposite  that  looking-glass, 
between  the  tall  windows,  at  some  forty  feet  distance,  is 
another  huge  mirror,  so  that  when  the  poor  Princess  is  in  bed, 
in  her  prim  old  curl  papers,  she  sees  a  vista  of  elderly  prin- 
cesses twinkling  away  into  tlie  dark  perspective  ;  and  is  so 
frightened  that  she  and  Betsy,  her  Lancashire  maid,  pin  up 
the  jonquil  silk  curtains  over  the  bed  mirror,  after  tlie  first 
night  ;  though  the  Princess  never  can  get  it  out  of  her  head 
that  her  image  is  still  there  behind  the  jonquil  hangings, 
turning  as  she  turns,  waking  as  she  wakes,  etc.  The  chamber 
is  so  vast  and  lonely  that  she  has  a  bed  made  for  Betsy  in  the 
room.  It  is,  of  course,  whisked  away  into  a  closet  on  recep- 
tion evenings.  A  boudoir,  rose-tendre,  with  more  Cupids  and 
nymphs,  by  Boucher,  sportine^  over  the  door-panels — n^^mphs 
who  may  well  shock  old  Betsy  and  her  old  mistress — is 
the  Princess'  morning  room.  '  Ah,  mum,  what  would  Mr. 
Humper  at  Manchester,  Mr.  Jowls  of  Newcome  '  (the  ministers 
whom,  in  early  days.  Miss  Higg  used  to  sit  under)  *  say  if 
they  was  browt  into  this  room  ! '  But  there  is  no  question  of 
Mr.  Jowls  and  Mr.  Humper,  excellent  dissenting  divines,  who 
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preached  to  Miss  Higg,  being  brought  iuto  the  Princesse  de 
Montcontour's  boudoir. 

That  paragraph  respecting  a  conversion  in  high  life, 
which  F.  B.  in  his  enthusiasm  inserted  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette, 
caused  no  small  excitement  in  the  Florae  family,  Tlie  Florae 
family  read  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  knowing  that  Clive's  friends 
were  engaged  in  that  periodical.  When  Mme.  de  Florae,  who 
did  not  often  read  newspapers,  happened  to  cast  her  eye  upon 
that  poetic  paragraph  of  F.  B.'s,  you  may  fancy  with  what  a 
panic  it  tilled  the  good  and  pious  lady.  Her  son  become  a 
Protestant  !  After  all  the  grief  and  trouble  his  wildness  had 
occasioned  to  her,  Paul  forsake  his  religion  !  But  that  her 
husband  was  so  ill  and  aged  as  not  to  be  able  to  bear  her 
absence,  she  would  have  hastened  to  London  to  rescue  her  son 
out  of  that  perdition.  She  sent  for  her  younger  son,  who 
undertook  the  embassy;  and  the  Prince  and  Princesse  de  JMont- 
contour,  in  their  liotel  at  London,  were  one  da^'^  surprised  by 
the  visit  of  the  Abbe  de  Florae. 

As  Paul  was  quite  innocent  of  an}'^  intention  of  abandoning 
his  religion,  the  mother's  kind  heart  was  very  speedily  set  at 
rest  by  her  envoy.  Far  from  Paul's  conversion  to  Protestant- 
ism, the  Abbe  wrote  home  the  most  encouraging  accounts  of 
his  sister-in-law's  precious  dispositions.  He  had  communica- 
tions with  Mme.  de  Montcontour's  Anglican  director,  a  man 
of  not  powerful  mind,  wrote  M,  I'Abbe,  though  of  considerable 
repute  for  eloquence  in  his  sect.  The  good  dispositions  of  liis 
sister-in-law  were  improved  by  the  French  clergyman,  who 
could  be  most  captivating  and  agreeable  when  a  work  of  con- 
version was  in  hand.  The  visit  reconciled  the  family  to  iheir 
English  relative,  in  wliom  good-nature  and  many  oilier  good 
qualities  were  to  be  seen  now  that  there  were  hopes  of  reehiini- 
ing  her.  It  was  agreed  that  Mme.  de  Montcontour  should  come 
and  inhabit  the  Hotel  de  Florae  at  T\aris;  jx'ihaps  ihc  Abbe 
tempted  the  worthy  lady  by  pictures  of  the  many  jdcasint  s 
and  advantages  she  would  enjoy  in  that  capital.  She  was  pre- 
sented  at  her  own  court  by  the  Frcnc^li  ambassadress  of  tiiat 
<lay;  an<l  was  r('ceiv('<l  at  the  'I'uilcrics  with  w  eordialily 
which  flattered  and  pleased  liei-. 

Having  been  jnesented  herself,  Mine.  la  Princesse  in  tuin 
presente<l  to  her  august  sovereign  Mrs.  T.  Higg  aii<l  .Miss 
Jligg  of  Manchester,  and  Mrs.  Samuel  Iliggof  Neweome  ;  the 
husbands  of  tiiose  ladies  (the  Princess'  l)rotli<MN)  :ilso  sporting 
acourt  dress  for  the  first  time.  JSam  I ligg's  neighbor,  tlie  mem- 
ber for  Neweome,  Sir  Brian  Neweome,  Hart.,  was  too  ill  t<i  :n  t 
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as  Higg's  sponsor  before  Majesty  ;  but  Barnes  Newcome  was 
uncommonly  civil  to  the  two  Lancashire  gentlemen,  though 
their  politics  were  different  to  his  and  Sam  had  voted  against 
Sir  Brian  at  his  last  election.  Barnes  took  them  to  dine  at  a 
club,  recommended  his  tailor,  and  sent  Lady  Clara  Pulleyn  to 
call  on  Mrs.  Higg,  who  pronounced  her  to  be  a  pretty  woman 
and  most  haffable.  The  Countess  of  Dorking  would  have  been 
delighted  to  present  these  ladies,  had  the  Princess  not  luckily 
been  in  London  to  do  that  office.  The  Hobson  Newcomes  were 
very  civil  to  the  Lancashire  party,  and  entertained  them  splen- 
didly at  dinner.  I  believe  Mrs.  and  Mr.  Hobson  themselves  went 
to  court  this  year,  the  latter  in  a  deputy-lieutenant's  uniform. 

If  Barnes  Newcome  was  so  very  civil  to  the  Higg  family, 
we  may  suppose  he  had  good  reason.  The  Higgs  were  very 
strong  in  Nevvcome,  and  it  was  advisable  to  conciliate  them. 
They  were  very  rich,  and  their  account  would  not  be  very  dis- 
agreeable at  the  bank.  Mme.  de  Montcontour's — a  large,  easy, 
private  account — would  be  more  pleasant  still.  And  Hobson 
Brothers  having  entered  largely  into  the  Anglo-Continental 
Railway,  whereof  mention  has  been  made,  it  was  a  bright 
thought  of  Barnes  to  place  the  Prince  of  Montcontour,  etc.,  etc., 
on  the  French  direction  of  the  railway  ;  and  to  take  the  princely 
prodigal  down  to  Kewcome  with  his  new  title,  and  reconcile 
him  to  his  wife  and  the  Higg  family.  Barnes,  we  may  say, 
invented  the  principality  ;  rescued  the  Yicomte  de  Florae  out 
of  his  dirty  lodgings  in  Leicester  Square,  and  sent  the  Prince 
of  Montcontour  back  to  his  worthy  middle-aged  wife  again. 
The  disagreeable  dissenting  days  were  over.  A  brilliant  young 
curate  of  Dr.  Bulders,'  who  also  wore  long  hair,  straight  waist- 
coats, and  no  shirt-collars,  had  already  reconciled  the  Vicom- 
tesse  de  'Florae  to  the  persuasion  whereof  the  ministers  are 
clad  in  that  queer  uniform.  The  landlord  of  their  hotel  in  St. 
James'  got  his  Mane  from  Sherrick  and  sent  his  families  to 
Lady  Whittlesea's  chapel.  The  Rev.  Charles  Honeyman^s 
eloquence  and  amiability  were  appreciated  by  his  new  disciple 
— thus  the  historian  has  traced  here  step  by  step  how  all  these 
people  became  acquainted. 

Sam  Higg,  wliose  name  was  very  good  on  'Change  in  Man- 
chester and  London,  joined  the  direction  of  the  Anglo-Conti- 
nental. A  brother  had  died  lately,  leaving  his  money  among 
them,  and  his  wealth  had  added  considerably  to  Mme.  de 
Florae's  means  ;  his  sister  invested  a  portion  of  her  capital  in 
her  husband's  name.  The  shares  were  at  a  premium,  and  gave 
a  ffood  dividend.    The  Prince  de  Montcontour  took  his  place 
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with  great  gravity  at  the  Paris  board,  whither  Barnes  made 
frequent  flying  visits.    The  sense  of  capitalism  sobered  and 
dignified  Paul  de  Florae  ;  at  the  age  of  five-and-forty  he  was 
actually  giving  up  being  a  young  man,  and  was  not  ill-pleased 
at  having  to  enlarge  his  waistcoats  and  to  show  a  little  gray 
in  his  mustache.    His  errors  were  forgotten  ;  he  was  Men  vu 
by  the  government.    He  might  have  had  the  Embassy  Extraor- 
dinary to  Queen  Pomare  ;  but  the  healtli  of  Mme.  la  Prin- 
cesse  w^as  delicate.    He  paid  his  wife  visits  every  morning, 
appeared  at  her  parties  and  her  opera  box,  and  was  seen  con- 
stantly with  her  in  public.    He  gave  quiet  little  dinners  still, 
at  which  Clive  was  present  sometimes  ;  and  had  a  private 
door  and  key  to  his  apartments,  w^hich  were  separated  by  all 
the  dreary  length  of  the  reception  rooms  from  the  mirrored 
chamber  and  jonquil  couch  where  the  Princess  and  Betsy 
reposed.    When  some  of  his  London  friends  visited  Paris,  he 
showed  us  these  rooms  and  introduced  us  duly  to  Mme.  la 
Princesse.    He  was  as  simple  and  as  much  at  home  in  the 
midst  of  these  splendors  as  in  the  dirty  little  lodgings  in  Leices- 
ter Square,  where  he  painted  his  own  boots  and  cooked  his 
herring  over  the  tongs.    As  for  Clive,  he  was  the  infant  of  the 
house  ;  Mme.  la  Princesse  could  not  resist  his  kind  face,  and 
Paul  was  as  fond  of  liim  in  his  way  as  Paul's  mother  in 
hcis.    Would  he  live  at  the  Hotel  de  Florae  ?     *  There  was 
an  excellent  atelier  in  the  pavilion,  with  a  chamber  for  his  ser- 
vant.   No  !  you  will  be  most  at  ease  in  apartments  of  your  own. 
You  will  have  here  but  the  society  of  women.    I  do  not  rise 
c'lW  late  ;  and  my  affairs,  my  board,  call  me  away  for  the  greater 
part  of  the  day.    Thou  wilt  but  be  ennuye,  to  play  trictrac  with 
my  old  father.    My  mother  waits  on  him.    My  sister  au  secoiul 
is  given  up  entirely  to  her  children,  who  always  have  the  pifuife. 
Mme.  la  Princesse  is  not  amusing  for  a  young  man.  Con)»' 
and  go  when  thou  wilt,  C'live,  my  gar(,'on,  my  son  ;  thy  cover  is 
laid.    Wilt  thou  take  the  portraits  of  all  the  family?  Hast 
thou  want  of  money  ?    I  had  at  thy  age,  and  almost  ever  since, 
mo?i  and  /  but  now  we  swim  in  gold  ;  and  when  there  is  a  louis 
in  my  purse,  there  are  ten   francs  for  the<'.'    To  show  his 
mother  that  he  did  not  think  of  the  l^eforrned  religion,  Paul 
did  not  miss  going  to  mass  witli  her  on  Sunday.  SometiinoR 
Mme.  Patil  went  too,  between  whom  and  her  mot luM-in-law 
there  could  not  be  any  liking,  but  theie  was  now  great  ei\  »iitv. 
They  saw  each  other  once  a  <hiy.    Mn»e.  Paul  always  pa'nl 
lier  visit  to  th(^  Count  de  Florat;  ;  and  I>ets\ ,  hei-  ni.iiil.  jiiade 
the  old  gentleman  laugh  by  her  briskness  and   talk.  She 
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brought  back  to  her  mistress  the  most  wonderful  stories  which 
the  old  man  told  her  about  his  doings  during  the  Emigration — 
before  he  married  Mme.  la  Comtesse — when  he  gave  lessons 
in  dancing,  parhleu  !  There  was  his  fiddle  still,  a  trophy  of 
those  old  times.  He  chirped,  and  coughed,  and  sang,  in  his 
cracked  old  voice,  as  he  talked  about  them.  ^  Lor  !  bless  you, 
mum,'  says  Betsy,  '  he  must  have  been  a  terrible  old  man  !  ' 
He  remembered  the  times  well  enough,  but  the  stories  he 
sometimes  told  over  twice  or  thrice  in  an  hour.  I  am  afraid 
he  had  not  repented  sufficiently  of  those  wicked  old  times. 
Else  why  did  he  laugh  and  giggle  so  when  he  recalled  them  ? 
He  would  laugh  and  giggle  till  he  was  choked  with  his  old  cough  ; 
and  old  Saint  Jean,  his  man,  came  and  beat  M.  le  Comte  on 
the  back,  and  made  M.  le  Comte  take  a  spoonful  of  his  syrup. 

Between  two  such  women  as  Mme.  de  Florae  and  Lady 
Kew,  of  course,  there  could  be  little  liking  or  sympathy.  Re- 
ligion, love,  duty,  the  family,  were  the  French  lady's  constant 
occupation — duty  and  the  family,  perhaps.  Lady  Kew's  aim 
too — only  the  notions  of  duty  were  different  in  either  person, 
Lady  Kew's  idea  of  duty  to  her  relatives  being  to  push  them 
on  in  the  world  ;  Mme  de  Florae's  to  soothe,  to  pray,  to 
attend  them  with  constant  watchfulness,  to  strive  to  mend 
them  with  pious  counsel.  I  don't  know  that  one  lady  was 
happier  than  the  other.  Mme.  de  Florae's  eldest  son  was  a 
kindly  prodigal  ;  her  second  had  given  his  whole  heart  to  the 
Church  ;  her  daughter  had  centered  hers  on  her  own  children, 
and  was  jealous  if  their  grandmother  laid  a  finger  on  them.  So 
Leonore  de  Florae  was  quite  alone.  It  seemed  as  if  Heaven 
had  turned  away  all  her  children's  hearts  from  her.  Her  daily 
business  in  life  was  to  nurse  a  selfish  old  man,  into  whose  ser- 
vice she  had  been  forced  in  early  youth  by  a  paternal  decree 
which  she  never  questioned  ;  giving  him  obedience,  striving  to 
give  him  respect — everything  but  her  heart,  which  had  gone 
out  of  her  keeping.  Many  a  good  woman's  life  is  no  more 
cheerful  ;  a  spring  of  beauty,  a  little  warmth  and  sunshine  of 
love,  a  bitter  disappointment,  followed  by  pangs  and  frantic 
tears,  then  a  long,  monotonous  story  of  submission.  'Not  here, 
my  daughter,  is  to  be  your  happiness,'  says  the  priest  ;  '  whom 
Heaven  loves  it  afflicts.'  And  he  points  out  to  her  the  agonies 
•of  suffering  saints  of  her  sex  ;  assures  her  of  their  present 
beatitudes  and  glories  ;  exhorts  her  to  bear  her  pains  with  a 
faith  like  theirs,  and  is  empowered  to  promise  hera  like  reward. 

The  other  matron  is  not  less  alone.  Her  husband  and  son 
are  dead,  without  a  tear  for  either — to  weep  was  not  in  Lady 
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Kew's  nature.  Her  grandson,  whom  she  had  loved,  perhaps, 
more  than  any  human  being,  is  rebellious  and  estranged  from 
her  ;  her  children  separated  from  her  save  one,  whose  sickness 
and  bodily  infirmity  the  mother  resents  as  disgraces  to  herself. 
Her  darling  schemes  fail  somehow.  She  moves  from  town  to 
town,  and  ball  to  ball,  and  hall  to  castle,  forever  uneasy  and 
always  alone.  She  sees  people  scared  at  her  coming  ;  is  re- 
ceived by  sufferance  and  fear,  rather  than  by  welcome  ;  likes 
perhaps  the  terror  which  she  inspires,  and  to  enter  over  the 
breach  rather  than  through  the  hospitable  gate.  She  will  try 
and  command  wherever  she  goes,  and  trample  over  depend- 
ents and  society  with  a  grim  consciousness  that  it  dislikes 
her,  a  rage  at  its  cowardice,  and  an  unbending  will  to  domi- 
neer. To  be  old,  proud,  lonely,  and  not  have  a  friend  in  the 
world — that  is  her  lot  in  it.  As  the  French  lady  may  be  said  to 
resemble  the  bird  which,  the  fables  say,  feeds  her  young  with 
her  blood  ;  this  one,  if  she  has  a  little  natural  liking  for  her 
brood,  goes  hunting  hither  and  thither  and  robs  meat  for  them. 
And  so,  I  suppose,  to  make  the  simile  good,  we  must  compare 
the  Marquis  of  Farintosh  to  a  lamb,  for  the  nonce,  and  Miss 
Ethel  Newcome  to  a  young  eaglet.  Is  itnot  a  rare  provision  of 
nature  (or  fictionof  poets,  who  have  their  own  natural  history) 
that  the  strong-winged  bird  can  soar  to  the  sun  and  gaze  at  it, 
and  then  come  down  from  heaven  and  pounce  on  a  piece  of 
carrion  ? 

After  she  became  acquainted  with  certain  circumstances 
Mme.  de  Florae  was  very  interested  about  Ethel  Newcome, 
and  strove  in  her  modest  way  to  become  intimate  witli  her. 
Miss  Newcome  and  Lady  Kew  attended  Mnic  do  Montcon- 
tour's  Wednesday  evenings.  *Tt  is  as  well,  u\y  dc.ir,  for  the 
interests  of  th(j  family  that  we  should  be  j)arti('ularly  civil  to 
these  people,'  Lady  Kew  said  ;  and  accord  in  <^ly  she  came  to 
the  Hotel  de  Florae,  and  was  j)crfectly  insolent  to  INI  me.  la 
Princesse  every  Wednesday  evening.  Toward  Mnie.  de 
Florae  (!ven  Lady  Kew  could  not  be  rude.  Siie  was  sogiMitle 
as  to  give  no  excuse  for  assault ;  La<iy  Kew  vouchsafed  to 
jironounce  that  Mnie.  de  Flora(r  was  '  (res  grande  dame' — 
*  of  the  sort  wliieh  is  almost  im|)ossible  to  find  nowadays,' 
Lady  Kew  said,  who  thought  sIh-  possesHed  t his  dignity  in  Iut 
own  person.  When  Mnu-.  de  Florae,  Idusliing,  aHke<l  I^'thel 
to  come  and  see  her,  Kthel's  graiulinot her  consented  with  \\\o 
utujost  willingness.  '  She  is  very  </<'7V>/»  I  iiave  heard,  and  will 
try  to  convert  yon.  Of  course  you  will  hold  your  own  about 
that  sort  of  thing  ;  and  have  tlw  g(K)d  seiise  to  keep  olT  thi». 
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ology.  There  is  no  Roman  Catholic  joar^e  in  England  or  Scot* 
land  that  is  to  be  thought  of  for  a  moment.  You  will  see  they 
will  marry  young  Lord  Derwentwater  to  an  Italian  princess  ; 
but  he  is  only  seventeen,  and  his  directors  never  lose  sight  of 
him.  Sir  Bartholomew  Fawkes  will  have  a  fine  property  when 
Lord  Campion  dies,  unless  Lord  Campion  leaves  the  money  to 
the  convent  where  his  daughter  is — and  of  the  other  families, 
who  is  there  ?  I  made  every  inquiry  purposely — that  is,  of 
course,  one  is  as  anxious  to  know  about  the  Catholics  as  about 
one's  own  people  ;  and  little  Mr.  Rood,  who  was  one  of  my 
poor  brother  Steyne's  lawyers,  told  me  there  is  not  one  young 
man  of  that  party  at  this  moment  who  can  be  called  a  desirable 
person.  Be  very  civil  to  Mme.  de  Florae ;  she  sees  some  of 
the  old  legitimists,  and  you  know  I  am  hrouillee  with  that 
party  of  late  years.' 

*  There  is  the  Marquis  de  Montluc,  who  has  a  large  fortune 
for  France,'  said  Ethel  gravely  ;  'he  has  a  hump-back, but  he 
is  very  spiritual.  M.  de  Cadillan  paid  me  some  compliments 
the  other  night,  and  even  asked  George  Barnes  what  my  dot 
was.  He  is  a  widower,  and  has  a  wig  and  two  daughters. 
Which  do  you  think  would  be  the  greatest  incumbrance,  grand- 
mamma— a  hump-back,  or  a  wig  and  two  daughters  ?  I  like 
Mme.  de  Florae  ;  for  the  sake  of  the  borough,  I  must  try  and 
like  poor  Mme.  de  Montcontour,  and  I  will  go  and  see  them, 
whenever  you  please.' 

So  Ethel  went  to  see  Mme.  de  Florae.  She  was  very  kind 
to  Mme.  de  Preville's  children,  Mme.  de  Florae's  grand- 
children ;  she  was  gay  and  gracious  with  Mme.  de  Montcon- 
tour. She  went  again  and  again  to  the  Hotel  de  Florae, 
not  caring  for  Lady  Kew's  own  circle  of  statesmen  and 
diplomatists,  Russian  and  Spanish  and  French,  whose  talk 
about  the  courts  of  Europe — who  was  in  favor  at  St.  Peters- 
burg, and  who  was  in  disgrace  at  Schonbrunn — naturally 
did  not  amuse  the  lively  young  person.  The  goodness  of 
Mme.  de  Florae's  life,  the  tranquil  grace  and  melancholy  kind- 
ness with  which  the  French  lady  received  her,  soothed  and 
pleased  Miss  Ethel.  She  came  and  reposed  in  Mme.  de  Florae's 
quiet  chamber,  or  sat  in  the  shade  in  the  sober  old  garden  of 
her  hotel,  away  from  all  the  trouble  and  chatter  of  the  salons, 
the  gossip  of  the  embassies,  the  fluttering  ceremonial  of  the 
Parisian  ladies'  visits  in  their  fine  toilets,  the  fadaises  of  the 
dancing  dandies,  and  the  pompous  mysteries  of  the  old  states- 
men who  frequented  her  grandmother's  apartment.  The 
world   began  for  her  at  night,  when  she  went  in  the  train 
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of  the  old  Countess  from  hotel  to  hotel,  and  danced  waltz  after 
waltz  with  Prussian  and  Neapolitan  secretaries,  with  princes, 
officers  of  ordonnance — with  personages  even  more  lofty,  very 
likely — for  the  court  of  the  Citizen  King  was  then  in  its 
splendor,  and  there  must  surely  have  been  a  number  of  nimble 
young  royal  highnesses  who  would  like  to  dance  with  such  a 
beauty  as  Miss  Newcome.  The  Marquis  of  Farintosh  had  a 
share  in  these  polite  amusements.  His  English  conversation 
was  not  brilliant  as  yet,  although  his  French  was  eccentric  ; 
but  at  the  court  balls,  whether  he  appeared  in  his  uniform  of 
the  Scotch  Archers  or  in  his  native  Glenlivat  tartan,  there 
certainly  was  not  in  his  own  or  the  public  estimation  a  hand- 
somer young  nobleman  in  Paris  that  season.  It  has  been  said 
that  he  was  greatly  improved  in  dancing  ;  and  for  a  young 
man  of  his  age,  his  whiskers  were  really  extraordinarily  large 
and  curly. 

Miss  Newcome,  out  of  consideration  for  her  grandmother's 
strange  antipathy  to  him, did  not  inform  Lady  Kew  thata  young 
gentleman  by  the  name  of  Clive  occasionally  came  to  visit  the 
Hotel  de  Florae.  At  first,  with  her  French  education, 
Mme.  de  Florae  never  would  have  thought  of  allowing  the 
cousins  to  meet  in  her  house  ;  but  with  the  English  it  was 
different.  Paul  assured  her  that  in  tlie  Enijlish  chTiteaux  les 
mee«s  walked  for  entire  hours  with  the  young  men,  made  parties 
of  the  fish,  mounted  to  horse  with  them,  the  whole  with  the 
permission  of  the  mothers.  *  When  I  was  at  Newcome  Miss 
Ethel  rode  witli  me  several  times,'  Paul  said  ;  *  dpreuini  that 
we  went  to  visit  an  old  relation  of  the  family  who  adores  Clive 
and  his  father.'  When  Mme.  de  Florae  questioned  her  son 
about  the  young  Marquis  to  whom  it  was  said  Kthol  was 
engaged.  Florae  llouted  the  idea.  '  Engaged  !  This  young 
Marquis  is  engaged  to  the  Theatre  des  N'ai  ii'trs,  my  mother. 
He  laughs  at  the  notion  of  an  engagement.  When  one  charged 
him  with  it  of  late  at  the  club,  and  askeil  how  Mile.  Loutj- 
Hor — whe  is  so  tall  that  they  call  her  the  Loucjsor — slw  is  an 
odalisque  ohidisqney  ma  mere  ;  when  one  asked  iiow  tlio 
LoiKjsor  would  pardon  his  pursuit  of  Miss  Newcome,  my 
I^cossais  permitted  hiniseif  to  say  in  full  club  tliat  it  was  Miss 
New(^ome  pursue*!  him  —  thai  iiyui|»li,  that  Diane,  that  i-haiin- 
ing  and  peciriess  youiiLC  <rreatuie  !  <)n  uhieli,as  tin-  others 
laughed  and  his  fri^  rid  M.  Walleye  apjdauded,  I  dare  to  say  in 
my  turn,  "  M.  le  Manpiis,  as  a  young  man,  not  familiar  with 
our  language, you  have  sai<l  what  is  tjot  t rue,  milor,  an<l.  there- 
fore, luckily,  not  mischievous.     1  have t he  honor  to  count  ol  niy 
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friends  the  parents  of  the  young  lady  of  whom  you  have 
spoken.  You  never  could  have  intended  to  say  that  a  young 
miss  who  lives  under  the  guardianship  of  her  parents  and  is 
obedient  to  them  ;  whom  you  meet  in  society  all  the  nights,  and 
at  whose  door  your  carriage  is  to  be  seen  every  day,  is  capable 
of  that  with  which  you  charge  her  so  gayly.  These  things  say 
themselves,  monsieur,  in  the  coulisses  of  the  tlieater,  of  women 
from  whom  you  learn  our  language  ;  not  of  young  persons 
pure  and  chaste,  M.  de  Farintosh  !  Learn  to  respect  your  com- 
patriots ;  to  honor  youth  and  innocence  everywhere,  mon- 
sieur !  And  when  you  forget  yourself,  permit  one  who  might 
be  your  father  to  point  where  you  are  wrong.' " 

*  And  what  did  he  answer?'  asked  the  Countess. 

*  I  attended  myself  to  a  soufflet^  replied  Florae  ;  *  but  his 
reply  was  much  more  agreeable.  The  young  insulary,  with 
many  blushes  and  a  gros  juron,  as  his  polite  way  is,  said  he 
had  not  wished  to  say  a  word  against  that  person.  "  Of  whom 
the  name,"  cried  I,  "ought  never  to  be  spoken  in  these  places." 
Herewith  our  little  dispute  ended.' 

So  occasionally  Mr.  Clive  had  the  good  luck  to  meet  with 
his  cousin  at  the  Hotel  de  Florae,  where,  I  dare  say,  all  the 
inhabitants  wished  he  should  have  his  desire  regarding  this 
young  lady.  The  Colonel  had  talked  early  to  Mme.  de  Florae 
about  this  wish  of  his  life,  impossible  then  to  gratify  because 
Ethel  was  engaged  to  Lord  Kew.  Clive,  in  the  fullness  of  his 
heart,  imparted  his  passion  to  Florae,  and  in  answer  to  Paul's 
offer  to  himself  had  shown  the  Frenchman  that  kind  letter  in 
which  his  father  bade  him  carry  aid  to  *  Leonore  de  Florae's 
son,'  in  case  he  should  need  it.  The  case  was  all  clear  to  the 
lively  Paul.  *  Between  my  mother  and  your  good  Colonel 
there  must  have  been  an  affair  of  the  heart  in  the  early  days 
during  the  Emigration.'  Clive  owned  his  father  had  told  him 
as  much,  at  least  that  he  himself  had  been  attached  to  Mile, 
de  Blois.  *  It  is  for  that  that  her  heart  yearns  toward  thee, 
that  I  have  felt  myself  entrained  toward  thee  since  I  saw 
thee ' — Clive  momentarily  expected  to  be  kissed  again.  '  Tell 
thy  father  that  I  feel — am  touched  by  his  goodness,  with  an 
eternal  gratitude,  and  love  everyone  that  loves  my  mother.' 
As  far  as  wishes  went,  these  two  were  eager  promoters  of 
Clive's  little  love  affair  ;  and  Mme.  la  Princesse  became  equally 
not  less  willing.  Clive's  good  looks  and  good  nature  had  had 
their  effects  upon  that  good-natured  woman,  and  he  was  as  great 
a  favorite  with  her  as  with  her  husband.  And  thus  it  hap- 
pened that  when  Miss  Ethel  came  to  pay  her  visit,  and  sat 
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with  Mme  de  Florae  and  her  grandchildren  in  the  garden,  Mr. 
Newcome  would  sometimes  walk  up  the  avenue  there  and 
Balute  the  ladies. 

If  Ethel  had  not  wanted  to  see  him,  would  she  have  come  ? 
Yes  ;  she  used  to  say  slie  was  going  to  Mme.  de  Preville's, 
not  to  Mme.  de  Florae's,  and  would  insist,  I  have  no  doubt, 
that  it  was  Mme.  de  Preville  whom  she  went  to  see  (whose 
husband  was  a  member  of  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  a  con- 
eeiller  d'!lStat,  or  other  French  bigwig),  and  that  she  had  no 
idea  of  going  to  meet  Clive  or  that  he  was  more  than  a  casual 
acquaintance  at  the  Hotel  de  Florae.  There  was  no  part 
of  her  conduct  in  all  her  life  which  this  lad}'',  when  it  was 
impugned,  would  defend  more  strongly  than  this  intimacy  at 
tlie  Hotel  de  Florae.  It  is  not  with  this  I  quarrel  especiall3\ 
My  fair  young  readers,  who  have  seen  a  half-dozen  of  seasons, 
can  you  call  to  mind  the  time  when  you  had  such  a  friendship 
for  Emma  Tomkins  that  you  were  always  at  the  Tomkins' 
and  notes  were  constantly  passing  between  your  liouse  and 
hers  ?  When  her  brother,  Paget  Tomkins,  returned  to  India, 
did  not  your  intimacy  with  Emma  fall  off?  If  3'our  younger 
twister  is  not  in  the  room,  I  know  you  will  own  as  much  to  me. 
I  think  you  are  always  deceiving  yourselves  and  other  people. 
I  tliink  the  motive  you  put  forward  is  very  often  not  the  real 
one,  thougli  you  will  confess  neither  to  yourself  nor  to  an)' 
human  being  what  the  real  motive  is.  I  tliink  that  what  you 
desire  you  pursue,  and  are  as  selfish  in  your  way  as  your 
bearded  fellow-creatures  are.  And  as  for  the  truth  bi'ing  in 
you,  of  all  the  women  in  a  great  a(!quaintance,  I  protest  there 
are  but — never  mind,  A  {)erfectl3'^  honest  woman,  a  woman 
who  never  tlatters,  who  never  manages,  who  never  cajoles,  who 
never  conceals,  who  never  uses  her  eyes,  who  never  speculates 
on  the  effect  which  she  produces,  wlio  never  is  conscious  of 
unspoken  admiration — what  a  monster,  I  say,  would  sueli  a 
female  be!  Miss  Hopkins,  you  have  been  a  ecxjuette  since 
you  were  a  year  old  ;  you  worked  on  your  papa's  friends  in  the 
nurse's  arms  by  the  fascination  of  your  lace  frock  and  pretty 
new  sash  and  hIiocs  ;  when  you  could  just  toddle, you  |uacti(M'd 
our  arts  uj)on  other  eliildren  in  th*-  s(|iiai"e,  poor  litiic  ianib- 
ins  sporting  among  the  daisies  ;  an<I  //////<•  /y/  ori/ia,  tn<tj'  in 
relnctdnd'H  dritco/irn^  j)r()<M'e<Iing  from  the  lainbs  to  n  bu'tant, 
dragoons,  you  tri<'d  your  arts  upon  ('aplain  l*aij^et  Tonikins, 
who  behaved  so  ill  and  went  to  India  without —  without  making 
those  proposals  which  of  course  you  ut  Ncr  ex]>ected.  N'our 
intimacy  was  with  b-inni;i.     It  has  cooled.     Your  sets  are  dif- 
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ferent.  The  Tomkiiises  are  not  quite,  etc.,  etc.  You  believe 
Captain  Tomkins  married  a  Miss  O'Grady,  etc.,  etc.  Ah,  mj 
pretty,  my  sprightly  Miss  Hopkins,  be  gentle  in  your  judg- 
ment of  your  neighbors  ! 

CHAPTER  XLVII. 

CONTAINS  TWO  OR  THREE  ACTS  OF  A  LITTLE  COMEDY. 

All  this  story  is  told  by  one  who,  if  he  was  not  actually 
present  at  the  circumstances  here  narrated,  yet  had  informa- 
tion concerning  them,  and  could  supply  such  a  narrative  of 
facts  and  conversations  as  is,  indeed,  not  less  authentic  than 
the  details  we  have  of  other  histories.  How  can  I  tell  the 
feelings  in  a  young  lady's  mind  ;  the  thoughts  in  a  young 
gentleman's  bosom?  As  Professor  Owen  or  Professor  Agas- 
siz  takes  a  fragment  of  a  bone,  and  builds  an  enormous  for- 
gotten monster  out  of  it,  wallowing  in  primeval  quagmires, 
tearing  down  leaves  and  branches  of  plants  that  flourished 
thousands  of  years  ago,  and  perhaps  may  be  coal  by  this  time — 
so  the  novelist  puts  this  and  that  together  ;  from  the  foot- 
print finds  the  foot  ;  from  the  foot,  the  brute  who  strode  on  it ; 
from  the  brute,  the  plant  he  browsed  on,  the  marsh  in  which 
he  swam  (and  thus,  in  his  humble  way,  a  physiologist  too, 
depicts  the  habits,  size,  appearance  of  the  beings  whereof  he 
has  to  treat) ;  traces  this  slimy  reptile  through  the  mud,  and 
describes  his  habits,  filthy  and  rapacious  ;  prods  down  this 
butterfly  with  a  pin,  and  depicts  his  beautiful  coat  and  embroid- 
ered waistcoat ;  points  out  the  singular  structure  of  yonder 
more  important  animal,  the  megatherium  of  his  history. 

Suppose  then,  in  the  quaint  old  garden  of  the  Hotel  de 
Florae,  two  young  people  are  walking  up  and  down  in  an 
avenue  of  lime  trees  which  are  still  permitted  to  grow  in  that 
ancient  place.  In  the  center  of  that  avenue  is  a  fountain,  sur- 
mounted by  a  Triton  so  gray  and  moss-eaten  that,  though  he 
holds  his  conch  to  his  swelling  lips,  curling  his  tail  in  the  arid 
basin,  his  instrument  has  had  a  sinecure  for  at  least  fifty  years  ; 
and  did  not  think  fit  even  to  play  when  the  Bourbons,  in  whose 
time  lie  was  erected,  came  back  from  their  exile.  At  the  end 
of  the  lime-tree  avenue  is  a  broken-nosed  damp  Faun,  witli  a 
marble  panpipe,  who  pipes  to  the  spirit  ditties  which  I  believe 
never  had  any  tune.  The  perron  of  the  hotel  is  at  the  other 
end  of  the  avenue  ;  a  couple  of  Caesars  on  either  side  of  the 
door- window,  from  which  the  inhabitants  of  the  hotel  issue 
into  the  garden — Caracalla  frowning  over  his  moldy  shoulder 
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at  Nerva,  on  to  whose  clipped  hair  the  roofs  of  the  gray 
chateau  have  been  dribbling  for  ever  so  many  long  years. 
There  are  more  statues  gracing  this  noble  place.  There  is 
Cupid,  M'ho  has  been  at  the  point  of  kissing  Psyche  this  half- 
century  at  least,  though  the  delicious  event  has  never  come  off 
through  all  those  blazing  summers  and  dreary  winters  ;  there 
is  Venus  and  her  boy  under  the  damp  little  dome  of  a  cracked 
old  temple.  Through  the  alley  of  this  old  garden,  in  which 
their  ancestors  have  disported  in  hoops  and  powder,  M.  de 
Florae's  chair  is  wheeled  by  St.  Jean,  his  attendant ;  Mme.  de 
Preville's  children  trot  about,  and  skip,  and  play  at  cache- 
cache.  The  R.  P.  de  Florae  (when  at  home)  paces  up  and 
down  and  meditates  his  sermons  ;  Mme.  de  Florae  sadh'-  walks 
sometimes  to  look  at  her  roses ;  and  Clive  and  Ethel  New- 
come  are  marching  up  and  down  ;  the  children,  and  their 
bonne  of  course,  being  there  jumping  to  and  fro  ;  and  Mme. 
de  Florae,  having  just  been  called  away  to  M.  le  Corate,  whose 
<  physician  has  come  to  see  him. 

Ethel  says,  '  How  charming  and  odd  this  solitude  is  ;  and 
how  pleasant  to  hear  the  voices  of  the  children,  playing  in  the 
neighboring  convent  garden,'  of  which  they  can  see  the  new 
chapel  rising  over  the  trees. 

Clive  remarks  that  '  The  neighboring  hotel  has  curiously 
changed  its  destination.  One  of  the  members  of  the  Directory 
had  it  ;  and,  no  doubt,  in  the  groves  of  its  garden,  Mme. 
Tallien,  and  Mme.  I^ecamier,  and  Mme.  Ik'auharnais  have 
danced  under  the  lamps.  Then  a  marslial  of  the  Empire 
inliabited  it.  Then  it  was  restored  to  its  legitimate  owner 
M.  le  Marquis  de  Briccjuabracque,  whose  descendants,  having 
a  lawsuit  about  the  Bricquabracque  succession,  sold  the  liotel 
to  the  convent.' 

After  some  talk  about  nuns  Ethel  says,  '  Tliere  were  con- 
vents in  Eii<rlaiid.  She  often  thinks  she  would  like  to  retire  to 
one.'    And  she  sijjhs  as  if  her  heart  were  in  that  sclieme. 

Clive,  witli  a  laugh,  says,  'Yes.  If  you  <;ouhl  retire  after 
the  season,  wlien  you  were  very  weary  of  the  balls,  a  convent 
would  be  very  nice.  At  Komc  he  liad  seen  San  Pietro  in 
Montorio  and  Satit  Onofrio,  that  deliglitful  old  place  where 
Tasso  died  ;  people  go  and  make  a  retreat  there.  In  the  ladies' 
convents,  tin;  ladies  do  the  same  thing — and  he  <loubts  whether 
tliey  are  mucli  more  or  less  wieke<l  aftei'  theii-  retreat  than 
gentlemen  .and  ladies  in  Kngland  or  l''rance.' 

Ethel.  Why  do  you  Hiieer  at  all  faith  V  Wliy  shotild  not  a 
retreatdo  people  good?    Do  yini  suppose  the  world  is  ho  sal* 
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isfactory  that  those  who  are  in  it  never  wish  for  a  while  to 
leave  it  ?  {She  heaves  a  sigh  and  looks  down  toward  a  beauti- 
ful new  dress  of  many  flounces,  which  Mme.  de  Flouncival,  the 
great  milliner,  has  .sent  her  home  that  very  day.) 

Olive.  I  do  not  know  what  the  world  is,  except  from  afar 
off.  I  am  like  the  Peri  who  looks  into  paradise  and  sees 
angels  within  it.  I  lived  in  Charlotte  Street,  Fitzroy  Square, 
which  is  not  within  the  gates  of  paradise.  I  take  the  gate  to 
be  somewhere  in  Davies  Street,  leading  out  of  Oxford  Street 
into  Grosvenor  Square.  There's  another  gate  in  Hay  Hill  ; 
and  another  in  Bruton  Street,  Bond  

Ethel.    Don't  be  a  goose. 

Clive.  Why  not  ?  It  is  as  good  to  be  a  goose  as  to  be  a 
lady — no,  a  gentleman  of  fashion.  Suppose  I  were  a  viscount, 
an  earl,  a  marquis,  a  duke,  would  you  say  Goose  ?  No,  you 
would  say  Swan. 

Ethel.  Unkind  and  unjust — ungenerous  to  make  taunts 
which  common  people  make  ;  and  to  repeat  to  me  those  silly 
sarcasms  which  your  low  Radical  literary  friends  are  always 
putting  in  their  books  !  Plave  I  ever  made  any  difference  to 
youf  Would  I  not  sooner  see  you  tlian  the  fine  people? 
Would  I  talk  with  you,  or  with  the  young  dandies  most 
willingly  ?  Are  we  not  of  the  same  blood,  Clive  ?  and  of  all 
the  grandees  I  see  about,  can  there  be  a  grander  gentleman 
than  your  dear  old  father  ?  You  need  not  squeeze  my  hand 
so — those  little  imps  are  look — that  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  question.  Viens,  Leonore  !  Tu  connais  bien  monsieur, 
n'est-ce-pas  ?  qui  te  fait  de  si  jolis  desseins  ? 

Leonore.  Ah,  oui  !  Vous  m'en  ferez  toujours,  n'est-ce-pas, 
M.  Clive  ?  des  chevaux,  et  puis  de  petites  fiUes  avec  leurs 
gouvernantes.  et  puis  des  maisons — et  puis — et  puis  des 
maisons  encore — oil  est  bonne-maman  ?  {Exit  little  Leonore 
down  an  alley  ; 

Ethel.  Do  you  remember  when  we  were  children,  and  you 
used  to  make  drawings  for  us  ?  I  have  some  now  that  you 
did — in  my  geography  book,  which  I  used  to  read  and  read 
with  Miss  Quigley. 

Clive.    I  remember  all  about  our  youth,  Ethel. 

Ethel.    Tell  me  what  you  remember. 

(Mve.  I  remember  one  of  the  days  when  I  first  saw  you,  I 
had  been  reading  the  '  Arabian  Nights '  at  school — and  you 
came  in  in  a  bright  dress  of  shot  silk,  amber  and  blue — and  I 
thought  you  were  like  that  fairy  princess  who  came  out  of  the 
crystal  box — because  
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Ethel.    Because  why  ? 

Clive.  Because  I  always  thought  that  fairy  somehow  must 
be  the  most  beautiful  creature  in  all  the  world — that  is  *why 
and  because.'  Do  not  make  me  May  Fair  courtesies.  You  know 
whether  you  are  good-looking  or  not  ;  and  how  long  I  have 
thought  you  so.  I  remember  when  I  tliought  I  would  like  to 
be  Ethel's  knight,  and  tliat  if  there  was  anything  she  would 
have  me  to  do,  I  would  try  and  achieve  it  in  order  to  please  her. 
I  remember  when  I  was  so  ignorant  I  did  not  know  there  was 
any  difference  in  rank  between  us. 

Ethel    Ah,  Clive  ! 

Clive.  No  wit  is  altered.  Now  I  know  the  difference  between 
a  poor  painter  and  a  young  lady  of  the  world.  Why  haven't 
I  a  title  and  a  great  fortune  ?  Why  did  I  ever  see  you,  Ethel  ; 
or,  knowing  the  distance  which  it  seems  fate  has  placed  between 
us,  why  have  I  seen  joxx  again  ? 

Ethel  {innocently).  Havelever  made  anydifference  between 
us  ?  Whenever  I  may  see  you,  am  I  not  too  glad  ?  Don't  I 
see  you  sometimes  when  I  should  not — no,  I  do  not  say  when 
I  should  not  ;  but  when  others  whom  I  am  bound  to  obey  for- 
bid me  ?  What  harm  is  there  in  my  remembering  old  days  ? 
Why  should  I  be  ashamed  of  our  relationship  ?  No,  not 
ashamed — why  sliould  I  forget  it  ?  Don't  do  that,  sir,  we  have 
shaken  hands  twice  already.    Leonore  !  Xavier  ! 

Clive.  At  one  moment  you  like  me  ;  and  at  the  next  you 
seem  to  repent  it.  One  day  you  seem  happy  when  I  come  ;  and 
another  day  you  are  ashamed  of  me.  Last  Tuesday,  when  you 
came  with  those  fine  ladies  to  the  Louvre,  you  seemed  to  blush 
when  you  saw  me  copying  at  m}'-  picture  ;  and  tliat  stupid  young 
lord  looked  quite  alarmed  because  you  spoke  to  me.  INIy  lot 
in  life  is  not  very  brilliant  ;  but  I  would  not  change  it  against 
that  young  man's — no,  not  with  all  his  chances  ! 

Ethel.     What  do  you  mean,  with  all  his  chances  ? 

Clive.  Youknow  very  well.  I  mean  I  would  not  be  asselfish, 
or  as  dull,  or  as  ill  educated — I  won't  say  worse  of  him — not 
to  be  as  handsome,  or  as  wealthy,  or  as  noble  as  he  is.  I  swear 
I  would  not  now  (change  my  ph'u^e  against  his,  or  give  up  being 
(/live  Newcome  to  Ix^  my  Lord  Mar(piis  of  l^'arintosh  with  nil 
his  acres  and  titkis  of  nobility. 

Ethel.  Why  are  you  foi'cvcr  liarping  about  Lord  Farintosli 
and  his  titles?  T  thought  it  was  only  women  who  were  ji'alous 
— you  g(^ntlemen  say  so.  {  //fn-r/rd/t/.)  I  am  going  to-niLrht 
with  grainlmamma  to  the  Minister  of  the  Interior,  ami  tln'ii  t<) 
the  Russian  ball  ;  and  to-niorrow  to  the  TuilerioH.     We  «line  at 
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the  embassy  first ;  and  on  Sunday,  I  suppose,  we  shall  go  to 
the  Rue  d'Aguesseau.  I  can  hardly  come  here  before  Mon — 
Mme.  de  Florae  !  Little  Leonore  is  very  like  you — resem- 
bles you  very  much.  My  cousin  says  he  longs  to  make  a 
drawing  of  her. 

Mme.  de  Florae.  My  husband  always  likes  that  I  should  be 
present  at  his  dinner.  Pardon  me,  young  people,  that  I  have 
been  away  from  you  for  a  moment. 

[Exeunt  Clive,  Ethel,  and  Mme.  de  F.  into  the  house. 

Conversation  II. — Scene  1. 

Miss  Newcome  arrives  in  Lady  Kew's  carriage^  which 
enters  the  court  of  the  Hotel  de  Florae. 

St,  Jean.  Mademoiselle — Mme.  la  Comtesse  is  gone  out;  but 
madame  has  charged  me  to  say  that  she  will  be  at  home  to 
the  dinner  of  M.  le  Comte  as  to  the  ordinary. 

Jfiss  Newcome.    Mme.  de  Preville  is  at  home  ? 

St.  Jean.  Pardon  me,  madame  is  gone  out  with  M.  le  Baron 
and  M.  Xavier,  and  Mile,  de  Preville.  They  are  gone,  miss, 
I  believe,  to  visit  the  parents  of  M.  le  Baron  ;  of  whom  it  is 
probably  to-day  the  fete  ;  for  Mile.  Leonore  carrieda  bouquet — 
no  doubt  for  her  grandpapa.  Will  it  please  mademoiselle  to 
enter  ?    I  think  Monsieur  the  Count  sounds  me.    {Bell  rings.) 

Miss  Newcome.  Mme.  la  Prince — Mme.  la  Vicomtesse  is  at 
home,  M.  St.  Jean  ? 

St.  Jean.    I  go  to  call  the  people  of  Mme.  la  Vicomtesse. 

\Ex,it  old  St.  Jean  to  the  carriage^'  a  Lackey  comes  presently 
in  a  gorgeous  livery ^  with  buttons  like  little  cheese  plates. 

The  Lackey.  The  Princess  is  at  home,  miss,  and  will  be 
most  'appy  to  see  you,  miss.  (Miss  trips  up  the  great  stairs  / 
a  gentleman  out  of  livery  has  come  forth  to  the  landing^  and 
introduces  her  to  the  apartments  o/*Mme.  la  Princesse.) 

The  Lackey  (to  the  Servant  on  the  box).  Good-morning, 
Thomas.    How  dVe  do,  old  Backystopper  ? 

JBacky stopper.  How  de  do,  Jim.  I  say,  you  couldn't  give  a 
feller  a  drink  of  beer,  could  yer,  Mnncontour  ?  It  was  precious 
wet  last  night,  I  can  tell  you.  'Ad  to  stop  for  three  hours  at 
the  Napolitum  embassy,  where  we  was  a-dancing.  Me  and 
some  chaps  went  into  Bob  Parsom's  and  had  a  drain.  Old  cat 
came  out  and  couldn't  find  her  carriage,  not  by  no  means,  could 
she,  Tommy  ?  Blest  if  I  didn't  nearly  drive  her  into  a  wegeta- 
ble  cart.  I  was  so  uncommon  scruey  !  Who's  this  a-hentering 
at  your  pot-coshare,  Billy,  my  fine  feller  ? 
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Clive  Newcome  {hy  the  most  singular  coincidence).  Mme, 
/a  Princesse  ? 

Lackey.  We,  raunseer.  {He  rings  a  bell ;  the  gentleman  in 
black  appears  as  before  on  the  landing  place  up  the  stair. 

[Exit  Clive. 

Backy stopper.  I  say,  Bill  ;  is  that  young  chap  often  a-com- 
ing  about  here  ?  They'd  run  pretty  in  a  curricle,  wouldn't  they  ? 
Miss  N.  and  Master  N.  Quiet,  old  woman  !  Just  look  to  that 
mare's  'ead,  will  you,  Billy  ?  He's  a  fine  young  feller,  that  is. 
He  gave  me  a  sovering  the  other  night.  Whenever  I  sor  him 
in  the  park,  he  was  always  riding  an  'ansum  hanimal.  What  is 
he  ?  They  said  in  our  'all  he  was  an  hartis.  I  can  'ardly  think 
that.  Why,  there  used  to  be  a  hartis  come  to  our  club,  and 
painted  two  or  three  of  my  'osses,  and  my  old  woman  too. 

Lackey.  There's  hartises  and  hartises,  Backystopper.  Why 
there's  some  on  'em  comes  here  with  more  stars  on  their  coats 
than  dukes  has  got.  Have  you  never  'eard  of  Mossyer  Verny^ 
or  Mossyer  Gudang  ? 

Backystopper.  They  say  this  young  gent  is  sweet  on  Miss 
N.  ;  which  I  guess,  I  wish  he  may  get  it. 

Tommy.    He  !  he  !  he  ! 

Backystopper.  Brayvo,  Tommy.  Tom  aint  much  of  a  man 
for  conversation,  but  he's  a  precious  one  to  drink.  Do  you 
think  the  young  gent  is  sweet  on  her.  Tommy  ?  I  sor  him  often 
prowling  about  our  'ouse  in  Queen  Street,  when  he  was  in 
London. 

Tommy.  I  guess  he  wasn't  let  in  in  Queen  Street.  I  guess 
hour  little  Buttons  was  very  near  turned  away  for  saying  we 
was  at  home  to  him.  I  guess  a  footman's  place  is  to  keep  his 
mouth  hopen — no,  his  heyes  hopen — and  his  mouth  shut,  (//d 
lapses  into  silence.) 

Lackey.  I  think  Tliomis  is  in  love,  Thoniis  is.  Who  was 
that  young  woman  I  saw  you  a-dancing  of  at  the  Showniier, 
Thomis  ?  How  the  young  Mar{piis  was  a-cuttin'  of  it  about 
there  !  The  pleace  was  obliged  to  come  up  and  stoj)  him 
dancing.  His  man  told  old  I>u/fuz  uj)stairs  that  th(>  Mar<iiiis' 
goings  on  is  hawful.  Up  till  four  or  five  every  iiioniiiiL!:  ;  l)liii(l 
hookey,  shanipaign,  the  dooce's  own  delight.  That  party  have 
had  T  don't  know  iiow  much  in  diamonds,  and  they  (juarrel 
and  swear  at  each  otlier,  and  fliuLT  plates  ;  it's  t nMueinlous. 

Tommy.  Why  doesn't  tlif  i\Ian|nis'  man  mind  his  own 
affairs?  He's  a  supersellious  beast  :  and  will  no  more  ^y)oak  to 
a  man,  exticpt  lu^'s  out-a-livrry,  than  ho  would  to  a  eliimbly 
swi}).    He  I    C'USS  him,  I'd  light  'ini  for  'all'  a  crown. 
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Lackey  And  we'd  back  you,  Tommy.  Buzfuz  upstairs  aint 
supersellious  ;  nor  is  the  Prince's  walet  neither.  That  old 
Sangjang's  a  rum  old  guvnor.  He  was  in  England  with  the 
Count,  fifty  years  ago — in  the  hemigration — in  Queen  Hann's 
time,  you  know.  He  used  to  support  the  old  Count.  He  says 
he  remembers  a  young  Musseer  Newcome  then,  that  used  \o 
take  lessons  from  the  Shevallier,  the  Countess'  fathei- — there's 
my  bell.  ^Exit  Lackey. 

Backy stopper.  Not  a  bad  chap  that.  Sports  his  money  very 
free — sings  an  uncommon  good  song. 

Thomas.    Pretty  voice,  but  no  cultiwation. 

Lackey  {who  re-enters).  Be  here  at  two  o'clock  for  Miss  N". 
Take  anything  ?  Come  round  the  corner.  There's  a  capital 
shop  round  the  corner.  [^Exeunt  Servants. 

Scene  II. 

Ethel.  I  can't  think  where  Mme.  de  Montcontour  has 
gone.  How  very  odd  it  was  that  you  should  come  here — that 
we  should  both  come  here  to-day  !  How  surprised  I  was  to  see 
you  at  the  Minister's  J  Grandmamma  was  so  angry  !  'That 
boy  pursues  us  wherever  we  go,'  she  said.  I  am  sure  I  don't 
know  why  we  shouldn't  meet,  Clive.  It  seems  to  be  wrong 
even  my  seeing  you  by  chance  here.  Do  you  know,  sir,  what 
a  scolding  I  had  about — about  going  to  Brighton  with  you  ? 
My  grandmother  did  not  hear  of  it  till  we  were  in  Scotland, 
when  that  foolish  maid  of  mine  talked  of  it  to  her  maid  ;  and 
there  was  oh,  such  a  tempest  !  If  there  were  a  Bastile  here, 
she  would  like  to  lock  you  into  it.  She  says  that  you  are 
always  upon  our  way — I  don't  know  how,  I  am  sure.  She  says, 
but  for  you  I  should  have  been — you  know  what  I  should  have 
been  ;  but  I  am  thankful  that  I  wasn't  and  Kew  has  got  a  much 
nicer  wife  in  Henrietta  PuUeyn,  than  I  could  ever  have  been  to 
him.  Slie  will  be  happier  than  Clara,  Clive.  Kew  is  one  of 
the  kindest  creatures  in  the  world — not  very  wise  ;  not  very 
strong  ;  but  he  is  just  such  a  kind,  easy,  generous  little  man 
as  will  make  a  girl  like  Henrietta  quite  happy. 

Clive.    But  not  you,  Ethel  ? 

Ethel.  No,  nor  I  him.  My  temper  is  difficult,  Clive,  and  I 
fear  few  men  would  bear  with  me.  I  feel,  somehow,  always 
very  lonely.  How  old  am  I  ?  Twenty — I  feel  sometimes  as  if 
I  was  a  hundred  ;  and  in  the  midst  of  all  these  admirations  and 
fetes  and  flatteries,  so  tired,  oh,  so  tired  !  And  yet  if  I  don't 
have  them,  I  miss  them.  How  I  wish  I  was  religious  like 
Mme.  de  Florae  ;  there  is  no  day  that  she  does  not  go  to 
church.    She  is  forever  busy  with  charities,  clergymen,  conver* 
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eions.  I  think  the  Princess  will  be  brought  over  ere  long — that 
dear  old  Mme.  de  Florae  !  and  yet  she  is  no  happier  than 
the  rest  of  us.  Hortense  is  an  empty  little  thing,  who  thinks 
of  her  prosy  fat  Camille  in  spectacles,  and  of  her  two  children, 
and  of  nothing  else  in  the  world  besides.  Who  is  happy,  Clive  ? 
Glim.    You  say  Barnes'  wife  is  not. 

Ethel.  We  are  like  brother  and  sister,  so  I  may  talk  to  you. 
Barnes  is  very  cruel  to  her.  At  Newcorae  last  winter  poor 
Clara  used  to  come  into  my  room  with  tears  in  her  eyes  morn- 
ing after  morning.  He  calls  her  a  fool,  and  seems  to  take  a 
pride  in  humiliating  hei  before  company.  My  poor  father  has 
luckily  a  great  liking  to  her  ;  and  before  him,  for  he  has  grown 
very,  very  hot-tempered  since  his  illness,  Barnes  leaves  poor 
Clara  alone.  We  were  in  hopes  that  the  baby  might  make 
matters  better,  but  as  it  is  a  little  girl  Barnes  chooses  to  be 
very  much  disappointed.  He  wants  papa  to  give  up  his  seat 
in  Parliament,  but  he  clings  to  that  more  than  anything.  Oh, 
dear  me  !  who  is  happy  in  the  world  !  What  a  pity  Lord  High- 
gate's  father  had  not  died  sooner  !  He  and  Barnes  have  been 
reconciled.  I  wonder  my  brother's  spirit  did  not  revolt  against 
it.  The  old  lord  used  to  keep  a  great  sum  of  money  at  the 
bank,  I  believe  ;  and  the  present  one  does  so  still  ;  he  has  paid 
all  his  debts  off  ;  and  Barnes  is  actually  friends  with  him.  He 
is  alwaj's  abusing  the  Dorkings,  who  want  to  borrow  money 
from  the  bank,  he  says.  This  eagerness  for  money  is  horrible. 
If  I  had  been  Barnes  I  would  never  have  been  reconciled  with 
Mr.  Belsize,  never,  never  !  And  yet  they  say  he  was  quite 
right  ;  and  grandmamma  is  even  pleased  that  Lord  Highgate 
should  be  asked  to  dine  in  Park  Lane.  Poor  papa  is  there  ; 
come  to  attend  his  parliamentary  duties  as  he  thinks.  He  went 
to  a  division  the  other  night,  and  was  actually  lifted  out  of  his 
carriage  and  wheeled  into  the  lobby  in  a  chair.  The  Ministers 
thanked  him  for  coming.  I  believe  he  tliinks  he  will  have  his 
peerage  yet.    Oh,  what  a  life  of  vanity  ours  is  ! 

Enter  Mme.  de  Montcontour.  What  are  you  young  folks  a- 
talkin'  about — balls  and  operas  ?  When  first  T  was  took  to 
the  0[)era  T  did  not  like  it — and  fell  asleep,  l>ut  now,  oh,  it's 
'eavenly  to  hear  Grisi  sing  ! 

The  Clock.    Ting,  Ting  ! 

Ethel.  Two  o'clock  already  !  T  must  run  back  to  grand- 
mamma. Good-by,  Mine,  de  Montcontour  ;  I  am  sorry  1  liave 
not  \)Q(\n  abl(^  to  hvv.  <Iear  Mme.  de  1^'lorac.  1  will  try  and  come 
to  her  on  Thursday — please  tell  her.  Shall  we  meet  you  at 
the  American  Minister's  lo  night,  or  at  Mme.  de  Hrie's  to- 
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morrow  ?  Friday  is  your  own  night — I  hope  grandmamma 
will  bring  me.  How  charming  your  last  music  was  !  Good- 
by,  mon  cousin  !  You  shall  not  come  downstairs  with  me,  I 
insist  upon  it,  sir  ;  and  had  much  best  remain  here,  and  finish 
your  drawing  of  Mme.  de  Montcontour. 

Princess.  I've  put  on  the  velvet,  you  see,  Clive — though  it's 
very  'ot  in  May.    Good-by,  my  dear.  [Exit  Ethel. 

As  far  as  we  can  judge  from  the  above  conversation,  which 
we  need  not  prolong — as  the  talk  between  Mme.  de  Montcon- 
tour and  M.  Clive,  after  a  few  complimentary  remarks  about 
Ethel,  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  histor}^  of  the  Newcomes — 
as  far  as  we  can  judge,  the  above  little  colloquy  took  place  on 
Monday,  and  about  Wednesday  Mme.  la  Comtesse  de  Florae 
received  a  little  note  from  Clive,  in  which  he  said  that  one 
day  when  she  came  to  the  Louvre  where  he  was  copying,  she 
had  admired  a  picture  of  a  Virgin  and  Child  by  Sasso  Ferrato, 
since  when  he  had  been  occupied  in  making  a  water  color  draw- 
ing after  the  picture,  and  hoped  she  would  be  pleased  to  accept 
the  copy  from  her  affectionate  and  grateful  servant,  Clive 
Newcome.  The  drawing  would  be  done  the  next  day,  when 
he  would  call  with  it  in  his  hand.  Of  course  Mme.  de  Florae 
received  this  announcement  very  kindly  ;  and  sent  back  by 
Clive's  servant  a  note  of  thanks  to  that  young  gentleman. 

Now  on  Thursday  morning  about  one  o'clock,  by  one  of 
those  singular^  coincidences  which,  etc.,  etc.,  who  should  come 
to  the  Hotel  de  Florae  but  Miss  Ethel  Newcome  ?  Mme. 
la  Comtesse  was  at  home,  waiting  to  receive  Clive  and  his 
picture  ;  but  Miss  Ethel's  appearance  frightened  the  good  lady 
so  much  that  she  felt  quite  guilty  at  seeing  the  girl,  whose 
parents  might  think,  I  don't  know  what  they  might  not  think — 
that  Mme.  de  Florae  was  trying  to  make  a  match  between  the 
young  people.  Hence  arose  the  words  uttered  by  the  Countess, 
after  a  while,  in 

Conversation  IH. 

Mme.  de  Florae  {at  work).  And  so  you  like  to  quit  the 
world,  and  to  come  to  our  triste  old  hotel.  After  to-day  you 
will  find  it  still  more  melancholy,  my  poor  child. 

Mhel.    And  why  ? 

Mme.  de  F.  Someone  who  has  been  here  to  egayer  our 
little  meetings  will  come  no  more. 

Ethel.    Is  the  Abbe  de  Florae  going  to  quit  Paris,  madame? 

Mme.  de  F.  It  is  not  of  him  that  I  speak,  thou  knowest 
it  very  well,  my  daughter.  Thou  hast  seen  my  poor  Clive 
twice  here.    He  will  come  once  again,  and  then  no  more.  My 
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conscience  reproaches  rae  that  I  have  admitted  him  at  alL 
But  he  is  like  a  son  to  me,  and  was  so  confided  to  me  by  his 
father.  Five  years  ago,  when  we  met,  after  an  absence — of 
how  many  years  ! — Colonel  Newcome  told  rae  what  hopes  he 
had  cherished  for  his  boy.  You  know  well,  my  daughter, 
with  whom  those  hopes  were  connected.  Then  he  wrote  me 
that  family  arrangements  rendered  his  plans  impossible — that 
the  hand  of  Miss  Newcome  was  promised  elsewhere.  When 
I  heard  from  my  son  Paul  how  these  negotiations  were 
broken,  my  heart  rejoiced,  Ethel,  for  my  friend's  sake.  I  am 
an  old  woman  now,  who  have  seen  the  world  and  all  sorts  of 
men.  Men  more  brilliant,  no  doubt,  I  have  known  ;  but  such 
a  heart  as  liis,  such  a  faith  as  his,  such  a  generosity  and  sim- 
plicity as  Thomas  Newcome's — never  ! 

Ethel  {smiling).    Indeed,  dear  lady,  I  think  with  you. 

Mme.  de  F.  I  understand  thy  smile,  my  daughter.  I  can 
say  to  thee  that  when  we  were  children  almost,  I  knew  thy 
good  uncle.  My  poor  father  took  the  pride  of  his  family 
into  exile  with  him.  Our  poverty  only  made  liis  pride  the 
greater.  Even  before  the  Emigi-ation  a  contract  had  been 
passed  between  our  family  and  the  Count  de  Florae.  I  could 
not  be  wanting  to  the  word  given  by  my  fathcn  For  how 
many  long  years  have  I  kept  it  !  But  when  I  see  a  young 
girl  who  may  be  made  the  victim — the  subject  of  a  marriage 
of  convenience,  as  I  was — my  heart  pities  her.  And  if  I  love 
her  as  I  love  you,  I  tell  her  my  tliouglits.  Better  poverty, 
Ethel — better  a  cell  in  a  convent  than  a  union  without  love. 
Is  it  written  eternally  that  men  are  to  make  slaves  of  us? 
Here  in  France,  a))Ove  all,  our  fathers  sell  us  every  day.  And 
what  a  society  ours  is  !  Tliou  wilt  know  this  whon  thou  art 
married.  There  are  some  laws  so  cruel  that  nature  revolts 
against  them,  and  breaks  them — or  we  die  in  keeping  tluMU. 
You  smile.  I  have  been  nearly  fifty  years  dying — )i\'st-vt'-p<t}i 
— and  am  here  an  old  woman,  complaining  to  a  young  girl. 
It  is  because  our  recollections  of  youth  are  always  young, 
and  because  I  have  suffered  so,  that  I  would  s|):ire  those  I 
love  a  like  grief.  Do  you  kiiow  that  the  chihlrtMi  of  those 
who  do  not  love  in  tnarriair*'  seem  to  bear  an  hereditarv  eoM- 
nesR,  and  do  not  love  tlieir  parents  as  other  children  <lo  ?  'I'hey 
wit  iiesH  our  (lifferences  and  our  iiulilTereiiees,  bear  our  recrinii- 
n:it  ions,  tak(i  oiu'  side  or  tlu'  other  iu  our  disputt  s,  and  aro 
]iartis;uiH  for  father  or  niothei-.  We  f«)i-<M'  ourselves  t«)  bt» 
hypo(M'ites,  an<l  hide  our  w  lougs  from  thetn  ;  we  speak  of  \ 
bad  father  with  f.ilse  praises  ;  we  wear  feigned  smiles  over 
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our  tears,  and  deceive  our  children — deceive  them,  do  we  ? 
Even  from  the  exercise  of  that  pious  deceit  there  is  no 
woman  but  suffers  in  the  estimation  of  her  sons.  They  may 
shield  her  as  champions  against  their  father's  selfishness  or 
cruelty.  In  this  case,  what  a  war  !  What  a  home  where  the 
son  sees  a  tyrant  in  the  father,  and  in  the  mother  but  a  trem- 
bling victim  !  I  speak  not  for  myself — whatever  may  have 
been  the  course  of  our  long  wedded  life,  I  have  not  to  com- 
plain of  these  ignoble  storms.  But  when  the  family  chief 
neglects  his  wife,  or  prefers  another  to  lier,  the  children  too, 
courtiers,  as  we  are,  will  desert  her.  You  look  incredulous 
about  domestic  love.  Tenez,  my  child  ;  if  I  may  so  surmise, 
I  think  you  cannot  have  seen  it. 

Ethel  (blushingy  and  thinking  perhaps,  how  she  esteems  her 
father,  how  her  mother,  and  how  much  they  esteem  each  other). 
My  father  and  mother  have  been  most  kind  to  all  their  chil- 
dren, madam  ;  and  no  one  can  say  that  their  marriage  has 
been  otherwise  than  happy.    My  mother  is  the  kindest  and 

most  affectionate  mother,  and  [Here  a  vision  o/*Sie  Brian 

alone  hi  his  room,  and  nobody  really  caring  for  him  so  much 
as  his  valet,  who  loves  him  to  the  extent  of  fifty  pounds  a  year 
and  perquisites;  or,  perhaps.  Miss  Cann,  who  reads  to  him^ 
and  plays  a  good  deal  of  evenings, much  to  Sir  Brian's  liking — 
here  this  vision,  we  say,  comes,  and  stops  Miss  Ethel's  sentence.) 

Mme.  de  F.  Your  father,  in  his  infirmit}^ — and  j^et  he  is 
five  years  younger  than  Colonel  Newcome — is  happy  to  have 
such  a  wife  and  such  children.  They  comfort  his  age  ;  they 
cheer  his  sickness  ;  tliey  confide  their  griefs  and  pleasures  to 
him — is  it  not  so  ?  His  closing  days  are  soothed  by  their 
affection. 

Ethel.  Oh,  no,  no  !  And  yet  it  is  not  his  fault  or  ours  that 
he  is  a  stranger  to  us.  He  used  to  be  all  day  at  the  bank,  or 
at  night  in  the  House  of  Commons,  or  he  and  mamma  went  to 
parties,  and  we  young  ones  remained  with  the  governess. 
Mamma  is  very  kind.  I  have  never,  almost,  known  her  angry  ; 
never  with  us  ;  about  us,  sometimes,  with  the  servants.  As 
children,  we  used  to  see  papa  and  mamma  at  breakfast  ;  and 
then  when  she  was  dressing  to  go  out.  Since  he  has  been  ill, 
she  has  given  up  all  parties.  I  wanted  to  do  so  too.  I  feel 
ashamed  in  the  world,  sometimes,  when  I  think  of  my  poor 
father  at  home,  alone.  I  wanted  to  stay,  but  my  mother  and 
my  grandmother  forbade  me.  Grandmamma  has  a  fortune 
which  she  says  I  am  to  liave  ;  since  then  they  have  insisted  on 
my  being  with  her.    Slie  is  very  clever,  you  know  ;  she  is  kind 
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too  in  her  way  ;  but  she  cannot  live  out  of  society.  And  I, 
who  pretend  to  revolt,  I  like  it  too  ;  and  I,  who  rail  and  scorn 
flatterers — oh,  I  like  admiration  !  I  am  pleased  when  the 
women  hate  me,  and  the  young  men  leave  them  for  me.  Though 
I  despise  many  of  these,  yet  I  can't  help  drawing  them  toward 
me.  One  or  two  of  them  I  have  seen  unhappy  about  me,  and 
I  like  it  ;  and  if  they  are  indifferent  I  am  angry,  and  never  tire 
till  they  come  back.  I  love  beautiful  dresses  ;  I  love  fine 
jewels  ;  I  love  a  great  name  and  a  fine  liouse — oh,  I  despise 
myself  when  I  think  of  these  things  !  When  I  lie  in  bed,  and 
say  I  have  been  heartless  and  a  coquette,  I  cry  with  humilia- 
tion ;  and  then  rebel  and  say,  why  not? — and  to-night — yes, 
to-night — after  leaving  you,  I  shall  be  wicked,  I  know  I  shall. 

Mme.  de  F.  {sadly).    One  will  pray  for  thee,  my  child. 

Ethel  {sadly).  I  thought  I  might  be  good  once.  I  used  to 
say  my  own  prayers  then.  Now  I  speak  them  but  by  rote, 
and  feel  ashamed — yes  ashamed  to  speak  them.  Is  it  not  horrid 
to  say  them,  and  next  morning  to  be  no  better  than  you  were 
last  night  ?  Often  I  revolt  at  these  as  at  otlier  things,  and  am 
dumb.  The  vicar  comes  to  see  us  at  Newconie,  and  eats  so 
much  dinner,  and  pays  us  such  court,  and  '  Sir  Brians '  papa 
and  *Your  ladyships'  mamma.  With  grandmamma,  I  go  to 
hear  a  fashionable  preacher — dive's  uncle,  whose  sister  lets 
lodgings  at  Brighton  ;  such  a  queer,  bustling,  pompous,  honest 
old  lady.  Do  you  know  that  Clive's  aunt  lets  lodgings  at 
Brighton  ? 

Mme.  de  F.  My  father  was  an  usher  in  a  school.  M.  de 
Florae  gave  lessons  in  the  Emigration.    Do  you  know  in  w  hat  ? 

Ethel.  Oh,  tJie  old  nobility  !  that  is  different,  you  know. 
That  Mr.  Iloneyman  is  so  affected  that  I  have  no  patience 
with  him  ! 

Mme.  de  F.  {with  a  sif/fi).  I  wish  you  could  attend  the  ser- 
vices of  a  better  church.  And  when  was  it  you  thouglit  you 
might  be  good,  Ktlicl  ? 

Etliel.  When  I  was  a  girl.  licforc  I  c.'une  out.  Wlicn  I 
used  to  tak(^  long  ridcK  with  niy  deai'  l^nclc  Newcoiiu'  ;  and  he 
used  to  talk  to  inc  in  liis  Rweet,  simple  way  ;  and  he  saiil  I 
reminded  him  of  sonwoiie  he  once  knew. 

Mme.  de  F.    Who — wlm  was  that,  Ktlu'l  ? 

Ethel  {lookhiy  up  at  (i  i';raui>'s  jtirture  of  thf,  Countkhs  i>k 
Flora(^).  Wliatod<i  dresses  you  Wore  in  tiie  time  of  the  Knijiire. 
Mme.  de  Florae  !  I  low  could  you  ever  have  such  high  waists, 
and  such  woiiderlul /raises!  (Mmk.  dk  1''i.okac  kisses  KriikU 
Tableau.) 
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Enter  Saint  Jean  preceding  a  gentleman  with  a  drawing- 
hoard  under  his  arm. 

Saint  Jean.    M.  Claive  !  [Exit  Saint  Jean. 

Clive.  How  do  you  do,  Mme.  la  Comtesse  ?  Mile,  j'ail'hon- 
neur  de  vous  souhaiter  le  bon  jour. 

Mme.  de  F.  Do  you  come  from  the  Louvre  ?  Have  you 
finished  that  beautiful  copy,  mon  ami  ? 

Clive.  I  have  brought  it  for  you.  It  is  not  very  good. 
There  are  always  so  va^kuj  petites  demoiselles  copying  that  Sasso 
Ferrato  ;  and  they  chatter  about  it  so,  and  hop  from  one  easel 
to  another  ;  and  the  young  artists  are  always  coming  to  give 
tliem  advice — so  that  there  is  no  getting  a  good  look  at  the 
picture.  But  I  have  brought  you  the  sketch  ;  and  am  so 
pleased  that  you  asked  for  it. 

Mme.  de  E.  (surveying  the  sketch).  It  is  charming — charm- 
ing !    What  shall  we  give  to  our  painter  for  his  chef-d'oeuvre  ! 

Olive  {kisses  her  hand).  There  is  my  pay  !  And  you  will 
be  glad  to  hear  that  two  of  my  portraits  have  been  received  at 
the  Exhibition.  My  uncle  the  clergyman,  and  Mr.  Butts  of 
the  Life  Guards. 

Ethel.   Mr.  Butts — quel  nom  !  Je  ne  connois  aucun  M.  Butts! 

Clive.  He  has  a  famous  head  to  draw.  They  refused  Crack- 
thorpe,  and — and  one  or  two  other  heads  I  sent  in. 

Ethel  {tossing  up  hers).    Miss  Mackenzie's,  I  suppose  ! 

Clive.  Yes,  Miss  Mackenzie's.  It  is  a  sweet  little  face  ;  too 
delicate  for  my  band  though. 

Ethel.  So  is  a  wax  doll's  a  pretty  face.  Pink  cheeks ;  china- 
blue  eyes  ;  and  hair  the  color  of  old  Mme.  Hempenfield's — not 
her  last  hair — her  last  but  one.  {She  goes  to  a  window  that 
looks  into  the  court.) 

Olive  {to  the  Countess).  Miss  Mackenzie  speaks  more  re- 
spectfully of  other  people's  e3^es  and  hair.  She  thinks  there  is 
nobody  in  the  world  to  compare  to  Miss  Newcome. 

Mme.  de  F.  {aside).  And  you,  mon  ami  ?  This  is  the  last 
time,  entendez-vouz  ?  You  must  never  come  here  again.  If 
M.  le  Comte  knew  it,  he  never  would  pardon  me.  Encore  ! 
{He  kisses  her  ladyship's  hand  again.) 

Clive.  A  good  action  gains  to  be  repeated.  Miss  Newcome, 
does  the  view  of  the  courtyard  please  you  ?  The  old  trees  and 
the  garden  are  better.  That  dear  old  Faun  without  a  nose  !  I 
must  have  a  sketch  of  him  ;  the  creepers  round  the  base  are 
beautiful. 

Miss  N.  I  was  looking  to  see  if  the  carriage  had  come  for 
me.    It  is  time  that  I  return  home. 
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Clive.  That  is  my  brougham.  May  I  carry  you  anywhere  ? 
I  hire  him  by  the  hour  ;  and  I  will  carry  you  to  the  end  of  the 
world. 

Miss  N'.  Where  are  you  going,  Mme.  de  Florae — to  show 
that  sketch  to  M.  le  Comte  ?  Dear  me  !  I  don't  fancy  that 
M.  de  Florae  can  care  for  such  things  !  I  am  sure  I  have  seen 
many  as  pretty  on  the  quays  for  twenty-five  sous.  I  wonder 
the  carriage  is  not  come  for  me. 

Clive.  You  can  take  mine  without  my  company,  as  that 
seems  not  to  please  you. 

Miss  JV.  Your  company  is  sometimes  very  pleasant — when 
you  please.  Sometimes,  as  last  night,  for  instance,  you  are  not 
particularly  lively. 

Clive.  Last  night,  after  moving  heaven  and  earth  to  get  an 
invitation  to  Mme.  de  Brie — I  sa}^  heaven  and  earth,  that  is  a 
French  phrase — I  arrive  there  ;  I  find  Miss  Newcome  engaged 
for  almost  every  dance,  waltzing  with  M.  de  Klingenspohr. 
galoping  with  Count  de  Capri,  galoping  and  waltzing  with 
the  Most  Noble  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh.  She  will  scarce 
speak  to  me  during  the  evening  ;  and  when  I  wait  till  midnight, 
her  grandmamma  whisks  her  home,  and  I  am  left  alone  for  my 
pains.  Lady  Kew  is  in  one  of  her  high  moods,  and  the  only 
words  she  condescends  to  say  to  me  are,  '  Oh,  I  thought  you 
had  returned  to  London,'  with  w^hich  she  turns  her  venerable 
back  upon  me. 

Miss  JV.  A  fortnight  ago  you  said  you  were  going  to  Lon- 
don. You  said  the  copies  you  were  about  here  would  not  take 
you  another  week,  and  that  was  three  weeks  since. 

Clive.    It  were  best  I  had  gone. 

Miss  JV.    If  you  think  so,  I  cannot  but  think  so. 

Clive.  Why  do  I  stay  and  hover  about  you, and  follow  you  ; 
you  know  I  follow  you  ?  Can  I  live  on  a  smile  vouchsafed 
twice  a  week,  and  no  brighter  than  you  give  to  all  the  world  ? 
What  do  I  get,  but  to  hear  your  beauty  praised,  and  to  see  you, 
night  after  night,  ha))py  and  smiling  and  triuinjtiiant,  liic 
j)artner  of  other  men  ?  Does  it  add  zest  to  your  triiiniph  lo 
think  that  T  behold  it?  I  believe  you  would  like  a  crowd  of 
us  to  pursue  you. 

Mi.sti  JV.  To  j)ursu('  me;  an<l  if  they  lind  me  alone  by  t'hanee, 
to  com[)linient  me  with  such  speeches  as  yt)u  make  ?  Tliat 
would  be  pleasure  indeed  !  Answer  me  hero  in  return,  (Miv«'. 
Have  lever  disguised  from  any  of  my  friends  the  n»gar»l  1 
have  for  you  ?  Why  sh(»iild  1  V  Have  not  1  taken  your  part 
when  you  were  maligned  ?    In  f»»rnier  days  when — wln-n  I.<»rt| 
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Kew  asked  me  as  he  had  a  right  to  do  then — I  said  it  was  as 
a  brother  I  held  you,  and  always  would.  If  I  have  been 
wrong,  it  has  been  for  two  or  three  times  in  seeing  you  at  all — 
or  seeing  you  thus  ;  in  lettmg  you  speak  to  me  as  you  do — 
injure  me  as  you  do.  Do  you  think  I  have  not  had  hard 
enough  words  said  to  me  about  you,  but  that  you  must  attack 
me  too  in  turn  ?  Last  night  only,  because  you  were  at  the 
ball — it  was  very,  very  wrong  of  me  to  tell  you  I  was  going 
there — as  we  went  home,  Lady  Kew — go,  sir.  I  never 
thought  3'^ou  would  have  seen  me  in  this  humiliation. 

Olive.  Is  it  possible  that  I  should  have  made  Ethel  New- 
come  shed  tears  ?  Oh,  dry  them,  dry  them.  Forgive  me, 
Ethel,  forgive  me  !  I  have  no  right  to  jealousy,  or  to  reproach 
you — I  know  that.  If  others  admire  you,  surely  I  ought  to 
know  that  they — they  do  but  as  I  do  ;  I  should  be  proud,  not 
angry,  that  they  admire  my  Ethel — my  sister,  if  you  can  be  no 
more. 

EtJiel.  I  will  be  thatalways,  whatever  harsh  things  you  think 
or  say  of  me.  There,  sir,  I  am  not  going  to  be  so  foolish  as  to 
cry  again.  Have  you  been  studjdng  very  hard  ?  Are  your 
pictures  good  at  the  Exliibition  ?  I  like  you  with  your 
mustaches  best,  and  order  you  not  to  cut  tliem  off  again.  Tlie 
young  men  here  wear  them.  I  hardly  knew  Charles  Beard- 
more  when  he  arrived  from  Berlin  the  other  day,  like  a  sapper 
and  miner.  His  little  sisters  cried  out,  and  were  quite  fright- 
ened by  his  apparition.  Why  are  you  not  in  diplomacy  ? 
That  day  at  Brighton,  when  Lord  Farintosh  asked  whether 
you  were  in  the  army,  I  thought  to  myself,  why  is  he  not  ? 

Clive.  A  man  in  the  army  may  pretend  to  anything,  7i'est-ce- 
pas  f  He  wears  a  lovely  uniform.  He  may  be  a  general,  a 
K.  C.  B.,  a  viscount,  an  earl.  He  may  be  valiant  in  arms  and 
wanting  a  leg,  like  the  lover  in  the  song.  It  is  peace  time,  you 
say  ?  so  much  the  worse  career  for  a  soldier.  ?»Iy  father  would 
not  have  me,  he  said,  forever  dangling  in  barracks,  or  smoking 
in  country  billiard  rooms.  I  have  no  taste  for  law  ;  and  as  for 
diplomacy,  I  have  no  relations  in  the  Cabinet,  and  no  uncles 
in  the  House  of  Peers.  Could  mj'-  uncle,  who  is  in  Parliament, 
help  me  much,  do  you  think  ?  or  would  he,  if  he  could  ? — or 
Barnes,  his  noble  son  and  heir,  after  him  ? 

Ethel  (musing).  Barnes  would  not,  perhaps,  but  papa  might 
even  still,  and  you  have  friends  who  are  fond  of  you. 

Clive.  No — no  one  can  help  me  ;  and  my  art,  Ethel,  is  not 
only  my  choice  and  my  love,  but  my  honor  too.  I  shall  never 
distinguish  myself  in  it  ;  I  may  take  smart  likenesses,  but  that 
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is  all.  I  am  not  fit  to  grind  my  friend  Ridley's  colors  for  him. 
Nor  would  my  father,  who  loves  his  own  profession  so,  make 
a  good  general  probably.  He  always  says  so.  I  thought  bet- 
ter of  myself  when  I  began  as  a  boy ;  and  was  a  conceited 
youngster,  expecting  to  carry  all  before  me.  But  as  I  walked 
the  Vatican  and  looked  at  Raphael,  and  at  the  great  Michael 
— I  knew  I  was  but  a  poor  little  creature  ;  and  in  contemplating 
his  genius,  shrunk  up  till  I  felt  myself  as  small  as  a  man  looks 
under  the  dome  of  St.  Peter's.  Why  should  I  wish  to  have  a 
great  genius  ?  Yes,  there  is  one  reason  why  I  should  like  to 
have  it. 

Ethel    And  that  is  ? 

Clive.  To  give  it  you,  if  it  pleased  you,  Ethel.  But  I  might 
wish  for  the  roc's  egg  ;  there  is  no  way  of  robbing  the  bird.  I 
must  take  a  humble  place,  and  you  want  a  brilliant  one.  A 
brilliant  one  !  O  Ethel,  what  a  standard  we  folks  measure 
fame  by  !  To  have  your  name  in  the  Morning  Post^  and  to  go 
to  three  balls  every  night.  To  have  your  dress  described  at 
the  Drawing  Room  ;  and  your  arrival,  from  a  round  of  visits 
in  the  country,  at  your  town  house  ;  and  the  entertainments  of 
the  Marchioness  of  Farin  

Ethel.    Sir,  if  you  please,  no  calling  names. 

Clwe.  I  wonder  at  it.  For  you  are  in  the  world,  and  j'ou 
love  the  world,  whatever  you  may  say.  And  I  wonder  that  one 
of  your  strength  of  mind  should  so  care  for  it.  I  think  my 
simple  old  father  is  much  finer  than  all  your  grandees  ;  his 
single-minduess  more  lofty  than  all  their  bowing,  and  haugh- 
tiness, and  scheming.  What  are  you  thinking  of  as  you  stand 
in  that  i)retty  attitude — like  Mnemosyne — witli  your  linger  on 
your  cliin  ? 

Ethel.  Mnemosyne!  who  was  she?  I  think  I  like  you  best 
when  you  are  (juiet  and  gentle,  and  not  when  you  are  llaniing 
out  and  sarcastic,  sir.  And  so  you  think  you  will  never  be  a 
famous  painter  !  They  are  ([uite  in  socii'ty  here.  I  was  so 
pleased  because  two  of  them  dined  at  the  Tuileries  when  grand- 
mamma was  there  ;  and  hIk;  miHtook  one  who  was  covered 
all  over  with  crosses  for  ;ui  ambassador,  I  believe,  till  the 
(^ueen  calle*!  iiiin  Dehiioelie.  Slie  says  tlien»  is  no  know- 
ing j)eople  in  this  country.  Antl  do  you  think  you  will  never 
be  able  to  j>:iint  as  well  as  M.  Delaroehe? 

(Jlive.    No — never. 

Ethel.    And — and — you  will  iievci-  l,mvi'  uj)  painting? 
Clive.    No — lu'ver.    'l'h:it  would  Ite  like  leav ing  your  friend 
who  was  poor  ;  or  deserting  your  mistreat*  because  you  wero 
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disappointed  about  her  money.  They  do  those  things  in  the 
great  world,  Ethel. 

Ethel  (with  a  sigh).  Yes. 

Olive.  If  it  is  so  false,  and  base,  and  hollow,  this  great 
world — if  its  aims  are  so  mean,  its  successes  so  paltry,  the 
sacrifices  it  asks  of  you  so  degrading,  the  pleasures  it  gives  you 
so  wearisome,  shameful  even,  why  does  Ethel  Newcome  cling 
to  it  ?  Will  you  be  fairer,  dear,  with  any  other  name  than  your 
own  ?  Will  you  be  happier,  after  a  month,  at  bearing  a  great 
title  with  a  man  whom  you  can't  esteem  tied  forever  to  you,  to 
be  the  father  of  Ethel's  children  and  the  lord  and  master  of 
her  life  and  actions?  The  proudest  woman  in  the  world  con- 
sent to  bend  herself  to  this  ignominy,  and  own  that  a  coronet 
is  a  bribe  sufficient  for  her  honor !  What  is  the  end  of  a 
Christian  life,  Ethel  ;  a  girl's  pure  nurture? — it  can't  be  this  ! 
Last  week,  as  we  walked  in  the  garden  here,  and  heard  the 
nuns  singing  in  their  chapel,  you  said  how  hard  it  was  that 
poor  women  should  be  imprisoned  so,  and  were  thankful  that 
in  England  we  had  abolished  that  slavery.  Then  you  cast 
your  eyes  to  the  ground  and  mused  as  you  paced  the  walk  ; 
and  thought,  I  know,  that  perhaps  their  lot  was  better  than 
some  others. 

Ethel.  Yes,  I  did.  I  was  thinking  that  almost  all  women 
are  made  slaves  one  way  or  other,  and  that  those  poor  nuns 
perhaps  were  better  off  than  we  are. 

Clive.  I  neverwill  quarrel  with  nun  or  matron  for  following 
her  vocation.  But  for  our  women  who  are  free,  why  should 
they  rebel  against  nature,  shut  their  hearts  up,  sell  their  lives 
for  rank  and  money,  and  forego  the  most  precious  right  of  their 
liberty  ?  Look,  Ethel,  dear.  I  love  you  so  that  if  I  thought 
another  had  your  heart,  an  honest  man,  a  loyal  gentleman,  like 
— like  him  of  last  year  even,  I  think  I  could  go  back  with  a 
*  God  bless  3^ou,'  and  take  to  my  pictures  again,  and  work  on  in 
my  own  humble  way.  You  seem  like  a  queen  to  me,  somehow ; 
and  I  am  but  a  poor,  humble  fellow,  who  might  be  happy,  I 
think,  if  you  were.  In  those  balls  where  I  have  seen  you  sur- 
rounded by  those  brilliant  young  men,  noble  and  wealthy, 
admirers  like  me,  I  have  often  thought,  *  How  could  I  aspire 
to  such  a  creature,  and  ask  her  to  forego  a  palace  to  share  the 
crust  of  a  poor  painter  ? ' 

Ethel.  You  spoke  quite  scornfully  of  palaces  just  now,  Clive. 
I  won't  say  a  word  about  the — the  regard  which  you  express 
for  me.  I  think  you  have  it.  Indeed,  I  do.  But  it  were  best 
not  said,  Clive  ;  best  for  me,  perhaps,  not  to  own  that  I  know 
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it.  In  your  speeches,  my  poor  boy — and  you  will  please  not  to 
raake  any  more,  or  I  never  can  see  you  or  speak  to  you  again, 
never — you  forgot  one  part  of  a  girl's  duty — obedience  to  her 
parents.  They  would  never  agree  to  my  marrying  anyone 
below — anyone  whose  union  would  not  be  advantageous  in  a 
worldly  point  of  view.  I  never  would  give  such  pain  to  the 
poor  father,  or  to  the  kind  soul  who  never  said  a  harsh  word  to 
me  since  I  was  born.  My  grandmamma  is  kind,  too,  in  her 
way.  I  came  to  her  of  my  own  free  will.  When  she  said  she 
would  leave  me  her  fortune,  do  you  think  it  was  for  myself 
alone  that  I  was  glad?  My  father's  passion  is  to  make  an 
estate,  and  all  my  brothers  and  sisters  will  be  but  slenderly 
portioned.  Lady  Kew  said  she  would  help  them  if  I  came  to 
her — and — it  is  the  welfare  of  those  little  people  tha^  depends 
upon  me,  Clive.  Now,  do  you  see,  brother,  why  jow  must  speak 
to  me  so  no  more  ?  There  is  the  carriage.  God  bless  you, 
dear  Clive. 

(Clive  sees  the  carriage  drive  away  after  Miss  Newcome  lias 
entered  it  without  once  looking  up  to  the  window  where  lie 
stands.  When  it  is  gone  he  goes  to  the  opposite  windows  of 
the  salon,  which  are  open  toward  the  garden.  The  chapel 
music  begins  to  play  from  the  convent  next  door.  As  he  hears 
it  he  sinks  down,  his  head  in  his  hands.) 

Enter  Mme.  de  Florae.  {She  goes  to  him  with  ano'ious 
looks.)    What  hast  thou,  my  child  ?    Ilast  thou  spoken  ? 

Clive  {very  steadily).  Yes. 

Mme.  de  F.    And  she  loves  thee  ?     I  know  she  loves  tliee. 
Clive.    You  hear  the  organ  of  the  convent  ? 
idme.  de  F.    Qu'as-tu  ? 

Clive.  I  miglit  as  well  hope  to  marry  one  of  the  sisters  of 
yonder  convent,  dear  lady.  {He  sinks  down  again  and  she 
kisses  him.) 

Clive.    I  never  had  a  mother  ;  but  you  seem  like  one. 
Mme.  de  F.    Mon  Ills  !    Oh,  mon  fils  I 

CHAPTKU  XLVIII. 

IN  WHICH    HKNKDK  K    IS    A    MAKUIK1>  MAN. 

Wk  liavcall  heard  of  the  dying  French  duehess,  wlio  viewed 
her  coming  dissolution  and  sul)Me<jiU'nt  fatt'  so  easily  because, 
slu' said,  hIic  was  sure  that  Heaven  iiinsl  d«  al  ])»»liti'ly  witli  -.i 
j)erHon  of  lier  (juaiity  ;  I  siipposr  Lady  Ivcw  li:i<l  some  siii  li 
notions  regarding  ]>eopl»'  of  rank  ;  her  I«>ng-sulTerinLC  toward 
them  was  extreme  ;  in  fact,  there  were  viees  wliieli  t  In  old  huly 
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thought  pardonable,  and  even  natural,  in  a  young  nobleman 
of  high  station,  which  she  never  would  have  excused  in  persons 
of  vulgar  condition. 

Her  ladyship's  little  knot  of  associates  and  scandal-bearers 
— elderly  roues  and  ladies  of  the  world,  whose  business  it  was 
to  know  all  sorts  of  noble  intrigues  and  exalted  tittle-tattle  ; 
what  was  happening  among  the  devotees  of  the  exiled  court  at 
Frohsdorf  ;  what  among  the  citizen  princes  of  the  Tuileries  ; 
who  was  the  reigning  favorite  of  the  Queen  Mother  at  Aran- 
juez  ;  who  was  smitten  with  whom  at  Vienna  or  Naples  ;  and 
tiie  last  particulars  of  the  chroniques  scandaleuses  of  Paris  and 
London — Lady  Kew,  I  say,  must  have  been  perfectly  aware 
of  my  Lord  Farintosh's  amusements,  associates,  and  manner  of 
life,  and  yet  she  never  for  one  moment  exhibited  any  anger 
or  dislike  toward  that  nobleman.  Her  amiable  heart  was  so 
full  of  kindness  and  forgiveness  toward  the  young  prodigal 
that,  even  without  any  repentance  on  his  part,  she  was  ready 
to  take  him  to  her  old  arms,  and  give  him  her  venerable  bene- 
diction. Pathetic  sweetness  of  nature  !  Charming  tender- 
ness of  disposition  !  With  all  his  faults  and  wickednesses,  his 
follies  and  his  selfishness,  there  was  no  moment  when  Lady 
Kew  would  not  have  received  the  young  lord,  and  endowed 
him  with  the  hand  of  her  darling  Ethel. 

But  the  hopes  which  this  fond,  forgiving  creature  had  nur- 
tured for  one  season,  and  carried  on  so  resolutely  to  the  next, 
were  destined  to  be  disappointed  yet  a  second  time,  by  a  most 
provoking  event  which  occurred  in  the  Newcome  family. 
Ethel  was  called  away  suddenly  from  Paris  by  her  father's  third 
and  last  paralytic  seizure.  When  she  reached  her  home  Sir 
Brian  could  not  recognize  her.  A  few  hours  after  her  arrival 
all  the  vanities  of  the  world  were  over  for  him  ;  and  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome,  Baronet,  reigned  in  his  stead.  The  day  after  Sir 
Brian  was  laid  in  his  vault  at  Newcome,  a  letter  appeared  in 
the  local  papers  addressed  to  the  independent  electors  of  that 
borough,  in  which  his  orphaned  son,  feelingly  alluding  to  the 
virtues,  the  services,  and  the  political  principl(?s  of  the  deceased, 
offered  himself  as  a  candidate  for  the  seat  in  Parliament  now 
vacant.  Sir  Barnes  announced  that  he  should  speedily  pay 
his  respects  in  person  to  the  friends  and  supporters  of  his 
lamented  father.  That  he  was  a  stanch  friend  of  our  admir- 
able constitution  need  not  be  said.  That  he  was  a  firm,  but 
conscientious  upholder  of  our  Protestant  religion,  all  who  knew 
Barnes  Newcome  must  be  aware.  That  he  would  do  his  utmost 
to  advance  the  interests  of  this  great  agricultural,  this  great 
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manufacturing  county  and  borough,  we  may  be  assured  he 
avowed  ;  as  that  he  would  be  (if  returned  to  represent  New- 
come  in  Parliament)  the  advocate  of  every  rational  reform,  the 
unhesitating  opponent  of  every  reckless  innovation.  In  fine, 
Barnes  Newcome's  manifesto  to  the  electors  of  Newcome  was 
as  authentic  a  document,  and  gave  him  credit  for  as  many 
public  virtues,  as  that  slab  over  poor  Sir  Brian's  bones  in  the 
chancel  of  Newcome  church  which  commemorated  the  good 
qualities  of  the  defunct  and  the  grief  of  his  heir. 

In  spite  of  the  virtues,  personal  and  inherited,  of  Barnes, 
his  seat  for  Newcome  was  not  got  without  a  contest.  The  dis- 
senting interest  and  the  respectable  liberals  of  the  borough 
wished  to  set  up  Samuel  Higg,  Esq.,  against  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come  ;  and  now  it  was  that  Barnes'  civilities  of  the  previous 
year,  aided  by  Mme.  de  Montcontour's  influence  over  her 
brother,  bore  their  fruit.  Mr.  Higg  declined  to  stand  against 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  although  Higg's  political  principles  were 
by  no  means  those  of  the  honorable  Baronet  ;  and  the  candi- 
date from  London,  whom  the  extreme  radicals  set  up  against 
l^arnes,  was  nowhere  on  the  poll  when  the  da^'^  of  election  came. 
So  Barnes  had  the  desire  of  his  heart  ;  and,  within  two  months 
after  his  father's  decease,  he  sat  in  Parliament  a8  Member  for 
Newcome. 

The  bulk  of  the  late  Baronet's  property  descended,  of 
course,  to  his  eldest  son  ;  who  grumbled,  nevertheless,  at  the 
])rovision  made  for  his  brothers  and  sisters,  and  that  the  town 
house  should  have  been  left  to  Lady  Ann,  who  was  too  poor  to 
inhaV>it  it.  But  Park  Lane  is  the  best  situation  in  London, 
and  Lady  Ann's  means  were  greatly  iin])roved  by  the  annual 
produce  of  the  house  in  Park  Lane,  which,  as  we  all  know,  was 
occupied  by  a  foreign  minister  for  several  subscMjueiit  seasons. 
Strange  mutations  of  fortune  ;  old  places,  new  faces  ;  what 
Londoner  does  not  see  and  speculate  upon  them  every  day  ? 
C'elia's  boudoir,  who  is  dead  wi(h  the  daisies  over  her  :it  Ken- 
sal  (ircen,  is  now  tlu^  (chamber  where  Dt-liii  is  consult iug  Dr. 
Locock,  or  Julia's  children  arc  romping  ;  I^Morio's  dining  tables 
have  now  l*oHio's  win(!  upon  them  ;( 'alista,  being  a  wi<low, 
and  (to  Uu-.  surprise;  of  everybody  who  knew  'i'riinalchio,  and 
enjoyed  his  famous  <linners)  left  but  very  poorly  otT,  U'ts  the 
liouse  and  the  rich,  chaste,  and  a|)|>r()priat<'ly  jdanned  furniture, 
by  Dowbiggin,  and  the  |)roc(MMls  go  to  ke»'|)  her  little  i>oys  at 
Kton.  The  next  year,  as  Mr.  (Tive  Newcome  rode  by  the  once 
familiar  mansioji  (whence  tiie  hatchment  liad  been  removed, 
announcing  that  there  was  in  Co'.lo  (Juim  for  the  late  Sir  l»rian 


504 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


Newcome,  Bart.)  alien  faces  looked  from  over  the  flowers  in 
the  balconies.  He  got  a  card  for  an  entertainment  from  the 
occupant  of  the  mansion,  H.  E.  the  Bulgarian  minister  ;  and 
there  was  the  same  crowd  in  the  reception  room  and  on  the 
stairs,  the  same  grave  men  from  Gunter's  distributing  the 
refreshments  in  the  dining  room,  the  same  old  Smee,  R.  A. 
(always  in  the  room  where  the  edibles  were),  cringing  to  and 
flattering  the  new  occupants  ;  and  the  same  efligy  of  poor  Sir 
Brian,  in  his  deputy-lieutenant's  uniform,  looking  blankly 
down  from  over  the  sideboard  at  the  feast  which  his  succes- 
sors were  giving.  A  dreamy  old  ghost  of  a  picture  !  Have 
you  ever  looked  at  those  round  George  IV.'s  banqueting  hall 
at  Windsor?  Their  frames  still  hold  them,  but  they  smile 
ghostly  smiles,  and  swagger  in  robes  and  velvets  which  are 
quite  faint  and  faded  ;  their  crimson  coats  have  a  twilight 
tinge  ;  the  luster  of  their  stars  has  twinkled  out  ;  they  look 
as  if  they  were  about  to  flicker  off  the  wall  and  retire  to  join 
their  originals  in  limbo. 

Nearly  three  years  had  elapsed  since  the  good  Colonel's 
departure  for  India,  and  during  this  time  certain  changes  had 
occurred  in  the  lives  of  the  principal  actors  and  the  writer  of 
this  history.  As  regards  the  latter,  it  must  be  stated  that  the 
dear  old  firm  of  Lamb  Court  had  been  dissolved,  the  junior 
member  having  contracted  another  partnership.  The  chroni- 
cler of  these  memoirs  was  a  bachelor  no  longer.  My  wife  and 
I  had  spent  the  winter  at  Rome  (favorite  resort  of  young  mar- 
ried couples)  ;  and  had  heard  from  the  artists  there  Clive's 
name  affectionately  repeated  ;  and  man}^  accounts  of  his  say- 
ings and  doings,  his  merry  supper  parties,  and  the  talents  of 
young  Ridley,  his  friend.  When  we  came  to  London  in  the 
spring,  almost  our  first  visit  was  to  Clive's  apartments  in  Char- 
lotte Street,  whither  my  wife  delightedly  went  to  give  her 
hand  to  the  young  painter. 

But  Clive  no  longer  inhabited  that  quiet  region.  On  driv- 
ing to  the  house  we  found  a  bright  brass  plate,  with  the  name 
of  Mr.  J.  J.  Ridley  on  the  door,  and  it  was  J.  J.'s  hand  which 
I  shook  (his  other  being  engaged  with  a  great  palette  and  a 
sheaf  of  painting  brushes)  when  we  entered  the  well-known 
quarters.  Clive's  picture  hung  over  the  mantelpiece,  where 
his  father's  head  used  to  hang  in  our  time — a  careful  and 
beautifull}'-  executed  portrait  of  the  lad  in  a  velvet  coat  and  a 
Roman  hat,  with  that  golden  beard  which  was  sacrificed  to  the 
exigencies  of  London  fashion.    I  showed  Laura  the  likeness 
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until  she  could  become  acquainted  with  the  original.  On  her 
expressing  her  delight  at  the  picture,  the  painter  was  pleased 
to  say,  in  his  modest,  blushing  way,  that  he  would  be  glad  to 
execute  my  wife's  portrait  too,  nor,  as  I  think,  could  any 
artist  find  a  subject  more  pleasing. 

After  admiring  others  of  Mr.  Ridley's  works,  our  talk 
naturally  reverted  to  his  predecessor.  Clive  had  migrated  to 
much  more  splendid  quarters.  Had  we  not  heard  ?  he  had 
become  a  rich  man,  a  man  of  fashion.  '  I  fear  he  is  very  lazy 
about  the  arts,'  J.  J.  said,  with  regret  on  his  countenance  ; 
*  though  I  begged  and  prayed  him  to  be  faithful  to  his  profes- 
sion. He  would  have  done  very  well  in  it,  in  portrait  paining 
especially.  Look  here,  and  here,  and  here  ! '  said  Ridley,  pro- 
ducing fine  vigorous  sketches  of  Clive's.  '  He  had  the  art  of 
seizing  the  likeness,  and  of  making  all  his  people  look  like 
gentlemen,  too.  He  was  improving  every  day,  when  this 
abominable  bank  carne  in  the  way  and  stopped  him.' 

What  bank  ?  I  did  not  know  the  new  Indian  bank  of  which 
the  Colonel  was  a  director?  Then,  of  course,  I  was  aware 
that  the  mercantile  affair  in  question  was  the  Bundelcund 
Bank,  about  which  the  Colonel  had  written  to  me  from  India 
more  than  a  year  since,  announcing  that  fortunes  were  to  be 
made  by  it,  and  tliat  he  had  reserved  shares  for  me  in  the  com- 
pany. Laura  admired  all  Clive's  sketches  which  his  affection- 
ate brother  artist  showed  to  her,  with  the  exception  of  one 
representing  the  reader's  Immble  servant,  which  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis  considered  by  no  means  did  justice  to  tlie  original. 

Bidding  adieu  to  the  kind  J.  J.,  and  leaving  him  to  j»ursue 
his  art  in  that  silent,  serious  way  in  which  he  daily  labored  at 
it,  we  drove  to  Fitzroy  Squares  hard  by,  whore  I  was  not  dis- 
pleased to  show  tile  good  old  hospitable  James  liiiinie  (he 
young  lady  who  bore  my  name.  But  here,  too,  we  were  disap- 
pointed. Placards  wafered  in  the  windows  announced  that 
tlie  old  house  was  to  let.  The  woman  who  k»*|>t  it  brouj^^ht  a 
card  in  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  frank  hand  writ  inL,%  announcing  Mr. 
James  Binnie's  address  was  '  Poste  Restanto,  Pau  in  tlie  Pyre- 
nees,' and  that  his  London  ag<'nts  were  Messrs.  So-ancl-so. 
The  woman  said  sh<'  Ik'Ucvim]  tiu'  g<'ntitMnan  iiad  bmi  unwell. 
Tiie  house,  too,  lookcil  very  l>ale,  dismal,  arnl  disordered.  \\\» 
drove  away  from  the  door,  grieving  to  tliink  that  ill-iiealtij  or 
any  otluM'  misfortunes  had  b«'fal!en  good  oh!  .I.inies. 

Mi's.  Peiidcuinis  drovi^  back  to  our  lodgings,  r>ri\han\'s.  in 
Jermyn  Street,  while  I  Hpe<l  to  tin*  City,  having  Inisiness  in 
that  <{uarter     It  lias  been  said  tiiat  I  kept  a  small  aeeounl 
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with  Hobson  Brothers,  to  whose  bank  I  went,  and  entered  the 
parlor  with  that  trepidation  which  most  poor  men  feel  on  pre- 
senting themselves  before  City  magnates  and  capitalists. 
Mr.  Hobson  Newcome  shook  hands  most  jovially  and  good- 
naturedly,  congratulated  me  on  my  marriage  and  so  forth,  and 
presently  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  made  his  appearance,  still 
wearing  his  mourning  for  his  deceased  father. 

Nothing  could  be  more  kind,  pleasant,  and  cordial  than  Sir 
Barnes'  manner.  He  seemed  to  know  well  about  my  affairs  ; 
complimented  me  on  every  kind  of  good  fortune  ;  had  heard 
that  I  had  canvassed  the  borough  in  which  I  lived  ;  hoped 
sincerely  to  see  me  in  Parliament  and  on  the  right  side  ;  was 
most  anxious  to  become  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Pendennis,  of 
whom  Lady  Rockminster  said  all  sorts  of  kind  things  ;  and 
asked  for  our  address,  in  order  that  Lady  Clara  Newcome 
might  have  the  pleasure  of  calling  on  my  wife.  This  ceremony 
was  performed  soon  afterward  ;  and  an  invitation  to  dinner 
from  Sir  Barnes  and  Lady  Clara  Newcome  speedily  followed  it. 

Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  Bart.,  M.  P.,  I  need  not  say,  no  longer 
inhabited  the  small  house  which  he  had  occupied  immediately 
after  his  marriage,  but  dwelt  in  a  much  more  spacious  mansion 
in  Belgravia,  where  he  entertained  his  friends.  Now  that  he 
had  come  into  his  kingdom,  I  must  say  that  Barnes  was  by  no 
means  so  insufferable  as  in  the  days  of  his  bachelorhood.  He 
had  sown  his  wild  oats,  and  spoke  with  regret  and  reserve  of 
that  season  of  his  moral  culture.  He  was  grave,  sarcastic, 
statesmanlike  ;  did  not  try  to  conceal  his  baldness  (as  he  used 
before  his  father's  death,  by  bringing  lean  wisps  of  hair  over 
his  forehead  from  the  back  of  his  head)  ;  talked  a  great  deal 
about  the  House,  was  assiduous  in  his  attendance  there  and  in 
the  City,  and  conciliating  with  all  the  world.  It  seemed  as 
if  we  were  all  his  constituents,  and  though  his  efforts  to 
make  himself  agreeable  were  rather  apparent,  the  effect  suc- 
ceeded pretty  well.  We  met  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hobson  Newcome, 
and  Clive,  and  Miss  Ethel  looking  beautiful  in  her  black 
robes.  It  was  a  family  party,  Sir  Barnes  said,  giving  us  to 
understand,  with  a  decorous  solemnity  in  face  and  voice,  that 
no  large  parties  as  yet  could  be  received  in  that  house  of 
mourning. 

To  this  party  was  added,  rather  to  my  surprise,  my  Lord 
Highgate,  who  under  the  sobriquet  of  Jack  Belsize  has  been 
presented  to  the  reader  of  this  history.  Lord  Highgate  gave 
Lady  Clara  his  arm  to  dinner,  but  went  and  took  a  place  next 
Miss  Newcome,  on  the  other  side  of  her ;  that  immediately  by 
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Lady  Clara  being  reserved  for  a  guest  who  had  not  as  yet 
made  his  appearance. 

Lord  Highgate's  attentions  to  his  neighbor,  his  laughing  and 
talking,  were  incessant ;  so  much  so  that  Clive  from  his  end 
of  the  table  scowled  in  wrath  at  Jack  Belsize's  assiduities  ;  it 
was  evident  that  the  youth,  though  hopeless,  was  still  jealous 
and  in  love  with  his  charming  cousin. 

Barnes  Newcome  was  most  kind  to  all  his  guests  ;  from 
Aunt  Hobson  to  your  humble  servant  there  was  not  one  but 
the  master  of  the  house  had  an  agreeable  word  for  him.  Even 
for  his  cousin  Samuel  Newcome,  a  gawky  youth  with  an  erup- 
tive countenance,  Barnes  had  appropriate  w^ords  of  conversa- 
tion, and  talked  about  King's  College,  of  which  the  lad  was  an 
ornament,  with  the  utmost  affability.  He  complimented  that 
institution  and  young  Samuel,  and  by  that  shot  knocked  over 
not  only  Sam  but  his  mamma  too.  He  talked  to  Uncle  Hob- 
son  about  his  crops,  to  Clive  about  his  pictures,  to  me  about 
the  great  effect  which  a  certain  article  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette 
had  produced  in  the  House,  where  the  Chancellor  of  the  Ex- 
chequer was  perfectly  livid  with  fury  and  Lord  John  burst  out 
laughing  at  the  attack  ;  in  fact,  nothing  could  be  more  amiable 
than  our  host  on  this  day.  Lady  Clara  was  very  pretty — grown 
a  little  stouter  since  her  marriage  ;  the  change  only  became 
her.  She  was  a  little  silent,  but  then  she  had  Uncle  Hobson 
on  her  left-hand  side,  between  whom  and  her  ladyship  there 
could  not  be  much  in  common,  and  the  place  at  tlie  right  hand 
was  still  vacant.  The  person  with  whom  she  talked  most 
freely  was  Clive,  who  had  made  a  beautiful  drawing  of  her  and 
her  little  girl,  for  which  the  mother  and  the  father  too,  as  it 
appeared,  were  very  grateful. 

What  has  caused  this  change  in  Barnes'  behavior?  Our 
particular  merits  or  liis  own  private  reform  ?  Li  the  two  years 
over  which  this  narrative  has  liad  to  run  in  the  course  of  as 
many  chapters,  the  writer  had  inlierited  a  property  so  small 
that  it  could  not  occasion  a  banker's  civility  ;  and  I  j)ut  down 
Sir  Barnes  Ncwcome's  ])oliteness  to  a  sheer  desire  to  be  well 
with  me.  But  with  Lord  Highgate  and  Clive  the  ease  was 
different,  as  jou  must  now  hear. 

Lord  Highgate,  having  succeeded  to  his  father's  title  and 
fortune,  ha<i  paid  every  shilling  of  his  debts,  and  had  s<»Nved 
his  wild  oats  to  the  very  last  corn.  His  lordslii j>'s  account  at 
Hobson  Brothers'  was  very  large.  Gainful  events  of  threo 
years' date,  let  us  ho|)e,  were  forgotton — g^'Htlenieii  cannot  go 
on  being  in  love,  and desj)airing,  and  (lunrreling  forever.  When 
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he  came  into  his  funds,  Highgate  behaved  with  uncommon 
kindness  to  Rooster,  who  was  always  straitened  for  money  ; 
and  when  the  late  Lord  Dorking  died  and  Rooster  succeeded 
to  him,  there  was  a  meeting  at  Chanticlere  between  Highgate 
and  Barnes  Newcome  and  his  wife,  which  went  off  very  com- 
fortably. At  Chanticlere  the  Dowager  Lady  Kew  and  Miss 
Newcome  were  also  staying,  when  Lord  Highgate  announced 
his  prodigious  admiration  for  the  young  lady  ;  and,  it  was  said, 
corrected  Farintosh,  as  a  low-minded  foul-tongued  young  cub 
for  daring  to  speak  disrespectfully  of  her.  Nevertheless,  vous 
concevez,  when  a  man  of  the  Marquis'  rank  was  supposed  to 
look  with  the  eye  of  admiration  upon  a  young  lady.  Lord  High- 
gate  would  not  thinK  of  spoiling  sport,  and  he  left  Chanticlere 
declaring  that  he  was  always  destined  to  be  unlucky  in  love. 
When  old  Lady  Kew  was  obliged  to  go  to  Vichy  for  her  lum- 
bago Highgate  said  to  Barnes,  *  Do  ask  your  charming  sister  to 
come  to  you  in  London  ;  she  will  bore  herself  to  death  with  the 
old  woman  at  Vichy,  or  with  her  mother  at  Rugby  '  (whither 
Lady  Ann  had  gone  to  get  her  bo^^s  educated),  and  accord- 
ingly Miss  Newcome  came  on  a  visit  to  her  brother  and  sister, 
at  whose  house  we  had  just  had  the  honor  of  seeing  her. 

When  Rooster  took  his  seat  in  the  House  of  Lords  he  was 
introduced  by  Highgate  and  Kew,  as  Highgate  had  been  intro- 
duced by  Kew  previously.  Thus  these  three  gentlemen  all  rode 
in  gold  coaches  ;  had  all  got  coronets  on  their  heads  ;  as  you 
will,  my  respected  young  friend,  if  you  are  the  eldest  son  of  a 
peer  who  dies  before  you.  And  now  they  were  rich,  they  were 
all  going  to  be  very  good  boys,  let  us  hope.  Kew,  we  know, 
married  one  of  the  Dorking  family,  that  second  Lady  Henri- 
etta PuUeyn,  whom  we  described  as  frisking  about  at  Baden 
and  not  in  the  least  afraid  of  him.  How  little  the  reader  knew, 
to  whom  we  introduced  the  girl  in  that  chatty  offhand  way, 
that  one  day  the  young  creature  would  be  a  countess  !  But 
ice  knew  it  all  the  while — and  when  she  was  walking  about 
with  the  governess  or  romping  with  her  sisters,  and  when  she 
had  dinner  at  one  o'clock,  and  when  she  wore  a  pinafore,  very 
likely — we  secretly  respected  her  as  the  future  Countess  of 
Kew  and  mother  of  the  Viscount  Walham. 

Lord  Kew  was  very  happj'-  with  his  bride,  and  very  good  to 
her.  He  took  Lady  Kew  to  Paris  for  a  marriage  trip  ;  but 
they  lived  almost  altogether  at  Kewbury  afterward,  where  his 
lordship  sowed  tame  oats  now  after  his  wild  ones,  and  became 
one  of  the  most  active  farmers  of  his  county.  He  and  the 
Newcomes  were  not  v^ry  intimate  friends  ;  for  Lord  Kew  was 
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heard  to  say  that  he  disliked  Barnes  more  after  his  marriage 
than  before.  And  the  two  sisters,  Lndy  Clara  and  Lady  Kew, 
had  a  quarrel  on  one  occasion  when  the  latter  visited  London 
just  before  the  dinner  at  which  we  have  just  assisted — nay,  at 
which  we  are  just  assisting,  took  place — a  quarrel  about  High- 
gate's  attentions  to  Ethel,  very  likely.  Kew  was  dragged  into  it, 
and  hot  words  passed  between  him  and  Jack  Belsize  ;  and  Jack 
did  not  go  down  to  Kewbury  afterward,  though  Kew's  little 
boy  was  christened  after  him.  All  these  interesting  details 
about  people  of  the  very  highest  rank  we  are  supposed  to  whis- 
per in  the  reader's  ear  as  we  are  sitting  at  a  Belgravian  dinner 
table.  My  dear  Barmecide  friend,  isn't  it  pleasant  to  be  in 
such  fine  company  ? 

And  now  we  must  tell  how  it  is  that  CliveNewcome,  Esq. — 
whose  eyes  are  flashing  fire  across  the  flowers  of  the  table  at 
Lord  Highgate,  who  is  making  himself  so  agreeable  to  Miss 
Ethel — now  we  must  tell  how  it  is  that  Clive  and  his  cousin 
Barnes  have  grown  to  be  friends  again. 

The  Bundelcund  Bank,  which  had  been  established  for  four 
years,  had  now  grown  to  be  one  of  the  most  flourishing  com- 
mercial institutions  in  Bengal.  Founded,  as  the  prospectus 
announced,  at  a  time  when  all  private  credit  was  shaken  by  the 
failure  of  the  great  agency  houses,  of  which  the  downfall  had 
carried  dismay  and  ruin  throughout  the  presidency,  the  B.  B. 
had  been  established  on  the  on/y  sound  principle  of  commercial 
prosperity — that  of  association.  The  native  capitalists,  headed 
by  the  great  firm  of  RuramunLoll  &  Co.  of  Calcutta,  had  largely 
embarked  in  the  B.  B.,  and  the  officers  of  the  two  services  and 
the  European  mercantile  body  of  Calcutta  had  been  invited  to 
take  shares  in  an  institution  which  to  merchants,  native  and 
English,  civilians,  and  military  men  was  alike  advantageous  and 
indispensable.  How  many  young  men  of  the  latter  services  had 
been  crippled  for  life  b}'^  the  ruinous  cost  of  agencies,  of  wlii(rh 
the  profits  to  the  agents  themselves  were  so  enormous  !  The 
shareholders  of  the  15.  B.  were  their  own  agents  ;  and  the 
greatest  capitalist  in  India  as  well  as  the  3H)ungest  ensign  in  the 
service  might  invest  at  the  largest  and  safest  pri'miuni,  and 
borrow  at  the  smallest  interest  by  becoming,  according  to  his 
means,  a  sharehohler  in  the  H.  1>.  '^IMieir  correspondents  were 
established  in  each  presidency  and  in  every  chief  city  of  India, 
as  well  as  at  S3Mlney,  Singapore,  Canton,  an<l,  of  course, 
London.  With  C/hina  tiiey  did  an  iinincnsc  opium  trade,  of 
whicli  the  profits  were  so  great  that  it  was  only  in  j)rivate  sit- 
tings of  the  B.  r>.  managing  committee  that  the  details  and 
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accounts  of  these  operations  could  be  brought  forward.  Other- 
wise the  books  of  the  bank  were  open  to  every  shareholder ; 
and  the  ensign  or  the  young  civil  servant  was  at  liberty  at  any 
time  to  inspect  his  own  private  account  as  well  as  the  common 
ledger.  With  New  South  Wales  they  carried  on  a  vast  trade 
in  wool,  supplying  that  great  colony  with  goods,  which  their 
London  agents  enabled  them  to  purchase  in  such  a  way  as  to 
give  them  the  command  of  the  market.  As  if  to  add  to  their 
prosperity,  copper  mines  were  discovered  on  lands  in  the  occu- 
pation of  the  B.  Banking  Company,  which  gave  the  most 
astonishing  returns.  And  throughout  the  vast  territories  of 
British  India,  through  the  great  native  firm  of  RummunLoU  & 
Co.,  the  Bundelcund  Banking  Company  had  possession  of  the 
native  markets.  The  order  from  Birmingham  for  idols  alone 
(made  with  their  copper,  and  paid  in  their  wool)  was  enough  to 
make  the  low  church  party  in  England  cry  out  ;  and  a  debate 
upon  this  subject  actuall}^  took  place  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
of  which  the  effect  was  to  send  up  the  shares  of  the  Bundel- 
cund Banking  Company  very  considerably  upon  the  London 
Exchange. 

The  fifth  half-yearly  dividend  was  announced  at  twelve  and 
a  quarter  per  cent,  of  the  paid-up  capital  ;  the  accounts  from 
the  copper  mine  sent  the  dividend  up  to  a  still  greater  height, 
and  carried  the  shares  to  an  extraordinary  premium.  In  the 
third  vear  of  the  concern,  the  house  of  Hobson  Brothers  of 
London  became  the  agents  of  the  Bundelcund  Banking  Com- 
pany of  India  ;  and  among  our  friends,  James  Binnie,  who 
had  prudently  held  out  for  some  time,  and  Clive  Newcome, 
Esq.,  became  shareholders,  Clive's  good  father  having  paid  the 
first  installments  of  the  lad's  shares  up  in  Calcutta,  and  invested 
every  rupee  he  could  himself  command  in  this  enterprise 
When  Hobson  Brothers  joined  it,  no  wonder  James  Binnie  was 
convinced  ;  Clive's  friend,  the  Frenchman,  and  through  that 
connection  the  house  of  Higg  of  Newcome  and  Manchester, 
entered  into  the  affair ;  and  among  the  minor  contributors  in 
England  we  may  mention  Miss  Cann,  who  took  a  little  fifty- 
pound-note  share,  and  dear  old  Miss  Honeyman  ;  and  J.  J., 
and  his  father,  Ridley,  who  brought  a  small  bag  of  savings — 
all  knowing  that  their  Colonel,  who  was  eager  that  his  friends 
should  participate  in  his  good  fortune,  would  never  lead  them 
wrong.  To  Clive's  surprise  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  between  whom 
and  himself  there  was  a  considerable  coolness,  came  to  his 
chambers,  and  with  a  solemn  injunction  that  the  matter  between 
them  should  be  quite  private,  requested  him  to  purchase  fif- 
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teen  hundred  pounds'  worth  of  Bundelcund  shares  for  her  and 
her  darling  girls,  which  he  did,  astonished  to  find  the  thrifty 
widow  in  possession  of  so  much  money.  Had  Mr.  Pendennis' 
mind  not  been  bent  at  this  moment  on  quite  other  subjects,  he 
might  liave  increased  his  own  fortune  by  the  Bundelcund 
Bank  speculation  ;  but  in  these  two  years  I  was  engaged  in 
matrimonial  alfairs  (having  Clive  Newcome,  Esq.,  as  my 
groomsman  on  a  certain  interesting  occasion).  When  we 
returned  from  our  tour  abroad  the  India  Bank  shares  were  so 
very  high  that  I  did  not  care  to  purchase,  tliough  I  found  an 
affectionate  letter  from  our  good  Colonel  (enjoining  me  to 
make  my  fortune)  awaiting  me  at  the  agent's,  and  my  wife 
received  a  pair  of  beautiful  Cashmere  shawls  from  the  same 
kind  friend. 

CPIAPTER  XLIX. 

CONTAINS  AT  LEAST  SIX  MORE  COURSES  AND  TWO  DESSERTS. 

The  banker's  dinner  party  over,  we  returned  to  our  apart- 
ments, having  dropped  Major  Pendennis  at  his  lodgings,  and 
there,  as  the  custom  is  among  most  friendly  married  couples, 
talked  over  the  company  and  the  dinner.  I  thought  my  wile 
would  naturally  have  liked  Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  who  was  very 
attentive  to  her,  took  her  to  dinner  as  the  bride,  and  talked 
ceaselessly  to  her  during  the  whole  entertainment. 

Laura  said  No — she  did  not  know  why — could  there  be  any 
better  reason  ?  There  was  a  tone  about  Sir  Barnes  Newcome 
she  did  not  like — esj)ecially  in  his  manner  to  women. 

I  remarked  that  he  spoke  sharply  and  in  a  sneering  manner 
to  his  wife,  and  treated  one  or  two  remarks  wiiich  she  made  as 
if  she  was  an  idiot. 

Mrs.  Pendennis  flung  up  her  head  as  much  as  to  say,  *  And 
so  she  is.' 

Mr,  Pendennis.  What,  the  wife,  too,  my  d(*ar  Laura  !  T 
should  have  thought  such  a  ])retty,  sinjj)h',  innocent  young 
woman,  with  just  enough  g<)(Kl  looks  to  m:ike  her  pass  mustiT, 
who  is  very  well  ]>re(l  and  not  brilliant  at  all  —  I  should  have 
thought  su(ih  a  one  might  have  secured  a  sister's  aj)pr(>bati«)n. 

Mrs,  Pendennis.  Vou  fancy  we  are  all  jealous  of  one 
another.  No  protests  of  ours  can  take  that  notion  oiitof  youi* 
heads.  My  dear  Pen,  I  do  not  intend  to  try.  We  are  nt»i 
jealous  of  medioctrity  ;  we  are  not  patient  of  it.  I  daresay  w  »• 
an^  angry  becauK(;  W(!  see  www  admire  it  so.  You  g»'nt Innen. 
who  pret(MJ<l  to  b(^  our  hettciw,  give  yourselves  sueh  airs  of 
prottiction,  and  profess  such  a  lofty  superiority  over  us,  proYo 
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it  by  quitting  the  cleverest  woman  in  the  room  for  the  first 
pair  of  bright  eyes  and  dimpled  cheeks  that  enter.  It  was 
those  charms  which  attracted  you  in  Lady  Clara,  sir. 

Pendennis.  I  think  she  is  very  pretty,  and  very  innocent 
and  artless. 

Mrs.  P.    Not  very  pretty,  and  perhaps  not  so  very  artless. 

Pendennis.  How  can  you  tell,  you  wicked  woman — are  you 
such  a  profound  deceiver  yourself,  that  you  can  instantly 
detect  artifice  in  others  ?    O  Laura  ! 

Mrs.  P.  We  can  detect  all  sorts  of  things.  The  inferior 
animals  have  instincts,  you  know  [I  must  saymywifeis  always 
very  satirical  upon  this  point  of  the  relative  rank  of  the  sexes]. 
One  thing  I  am  sure  of  is  that  she  is  not  happy  ;  and  O  Pen! 
that  she  does  not  care  much  for  her  little  girl. 

Pendennis.    How  do  you  know  that,  my  dear  ? 

Mrs.  P.  We  went  upstairs  to  see  the  child  after  dinner. 
It  was  at  my  wish.  The  mother  did  not  offer  to  go.  The 
child  was  awake  and  crying.  Lady  Clara  did  not  offer  to  take 
it.  Ethel — Miss  Newcome — took  it,  rather  to  my  surprise,  for 
she  seems  very  haughty,  and  the  nurse,  who  I  suppose  was  at 
supper,  came  running  up  at  the  noise,  and  then  the  poor  little 
thing  was  quiet. 

Pendennis.  I  remember  we  heard  the  music  as  the  dining 
room  door  was  open  ;  and  Newcome  said,  '  That  is  what  you 
will  have  to  expect,  Pendennis.' 

Mrs.  P.  Hush,  sir  !  If  my  baby  cries,  I  think  you  must 
expect  me  to  run  out  of  the  room.  I  liked  Miss  Newcome 
after  seeing  her  with  the  poor  little  thing.  She  looked  so 
handsome  as  she  walked  with  it  !  I  longed  to  have  it  myself. 

Pendennis.    Tout  vient  d  Jin  d  qui  sail  

Mrs.  P.  Don't  be  silly.  What  a  dreadful,  dreadful  place 
this  great  world  of  yours  is,  Arthur  ;  where  husbands  do  not 
seem  to  care  for  their  wives  ;  where  mothers  do  not  love  their 
children  ;  where  children  love  their  nurses  best  ;  where  men 
talk  what  they  call  gallantry  ! 

Pendennis.    What  ? 

Mrs.  P.  Yes,  such  as  that  dreary,  languid,  pale,  bald,  ca- 
daverous, leering  man  whispered  to  me.  Oh,  how  I  dislike 
him  !  I  am  sure  he  is  unkind  to  his  wife.  I  am  sure  he  has  a 
bad  temper  ;  and  if  there  is  any  excuse  for  

Pendennis.    For  what? 

Mrs.  P.  For  nothing.  But  you  heard  yourself  that  he  had 
a  bad  temper  and  spoke  sneeringly  to  his  wife.  What  could 
make  her  marry  him  ? 
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Pendennis.  Money,  and  tlie  desire  of  papa  and  mamma. 
For  the  same  reason  Olive's  flame,  poor  Miss  Newcome,  was 
brought  out  to-day  ;  that  vacant  seat  at  her  side  was  for  Lord 
Farintosh,  who  did  not  come.  And  the  Marquis  not  being 
present,  the  Baron  took  his  innings.  Did  you  not  see  how 
tender  he  was  to  her,  and  how  fierce  poor  Clive  looked  ? 

Mrs.  P.  Lord  Highgate  was  very  attentive  to  Miss  New- 
come,  was  he  ? 

Pendennis.  And  some  j^ears  ago  Lord  Highgate  was  break- 
ing his  heart  about  whom  do  you  think  ?  About  Lady  Clara 
Pulleyn,  our  hostess  of  last  night.  He  was  Jack  Belsize  then, 
a  younger  son,  plunged  over  liead  and  ears  in  debt  ;  and  of 
course  there  could  be  no  marriage.  Clive  was  present  at 
Baden  when  a  terrible  scene  took  place,  and  carried  off  poor 
Jack  to  Switzerland  and  Italy,  where  he  remained  till  his 
father  died,  and  he  came  into  the  title  in  which  he  rejoices. 
And  now  he  is  off  with  the  old  love,  Laura,  and  on  with  the 
new.  Why  do  you  look  at  me  so  ?  Are  you  thinking  that 
other  people  have  been  in  love  two  or  three  times  too  ? 

Mrs.  P.  I  am  thinking  that  I  should  not  like  to  live  in 
London,  Arthur. 

And  this  was  all  that  Mrs.  Laura  could  be  brought  to  say. 
When  this  young  woman  chooses  to  be  silent,  there  is  no  power 
that  can  extract  a  word  from  her.  It  is  true  that  she  is  gener- 
ally in  the  right  ;  but  that  is  only  the  more  aggravating. 
Indeed,  what  can  be  more  provoking,  after  a  dispute  with 
your  wife,  than  to  And  it  is  you  and  not  she  W'ho  has  been  in 
\he  wrong  ? 

Sir  Barnes  Newcome  politely  caused  us  to  understand  that 
the  entertainment  of  wliicii  we  had  just  partaken  was  given 
in  lionorof  the  bride.  CIiv<'  must  needs  not  be  out  don*'  in  lu^s- 
pitality  ;  and  invited  us  and  others  to  a  line  feast  at  the  Star 
and  Garter  at  Jiichmond,  where  Mrs,  IViidennis  was  placed 
at  his  right  hand.  1  smile  as  I  tliink  liow  much  dining  lias 
been  already  coniinenior;ite(l  in  these  veracious  pag«'s;  but  the 
story  is  an  everyday  recoid  ;  and  does  not  dining  form  a  cer- 
tain part  of  the  fd(!asure  and  business  of  every  day  V  It.  is  at 
that  pleasant  Miour  that  our  sex  has  the  privilegi'  of  nu'i'tinn 
the  other.  Tlie  morning  man  and  woman  alike  <ievote  to  busi- 
ness ;  or  )>ass  mainl\  in  tlu'  company  of  lln'ir  t>wn  kifid.  .loim 
has  his  olVice  ;  Jane  lu  r  liouseiiold,  her  nursery,  lu  i  millinei. 
lier  daughtcis  an<l  (heir  masters.  In  (lie  country  lie  has  liis 
hunting,  his  fishing,  his  farming,  his  h  ttt  rs  ;  she  her  H«'h4>t»ls, 
her  poor,  her  garden,  or  what  not.     Parted  lhrt)ugh  tlu*  sliin- 
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mg  hours,  and  improving  them,  let  us  trust,  we  come  togetlier 
toward  sunset  only.  We  make  merry  and  amuse  ourselves  ;  we 
chat  with  our  pretty  neighbor,  or  survey  the  young  ones  sport- 
ing ;  we  make  love  and  are  jealous  ;  we  dance,  or  obseqiously 
turn  over  the  leaves  of  Cecilia's  music  book  ;  we  play  whist, 
or  go  to  sleep  in  the  armchair,  according  to  our  ages  and  con- 
ditions. Snooze  gently  in  thy  armchair,  thou  easy  baldhead  ! 
plaj'^  your  whist,  or  read  your  novels,  or  talk  scandal  over  your 
work,  ye  worthy  dowagers  and  fogies  !  Meanwhile  the  young 
ones  frisk  about,  or  dance,  or  sing,  or  laugh  ;  or  whisper 
behind  curtains  in  moonlit  windows  ;  or  shirk  away  into  the 
garden,  and  come  back  smelling  of  cigars  ;  nature  having 
made  them  do  so. 

Nature  at  this  time  irresistibly  impelled  Clive  Newcome 
toward  lovemaking.  It  was  pairing  season  with  him.  Mr. 
Clive  was  now  some  three-and-twenty  years  old  ;  enough  has 
been  said  about  his  good  looks,  which  were  in  truth  sufficient 
to  make  him  a  match  for  the  young  lady  on  whom  he  had  set 
his  heart,  and  from  whom,  during  this  entertainment  which  he 
gave  to  my  wife,  he  could  never  keep  his  eyes  away  for  three 
minutes.  Laura's  did  not  need  to  be  so  keen  as  they  were  in 
order  to  see  what  poor  Clive's  condition  was.  She  did  not  in 
the  least  grudge  the  young  fellow's  inattention  to  herself  ;  or 
feel  hurt  that  he  did  not  seem  to  listen  when  she  spoke  ;  she 
conversed  with  J.  J.,  her  neighbor,  who  was  very  modest  and 
agreeable  ;  while  her  husband,  not  so  well  pleased,  had  Mrs. 
Hobson  Newcome  for  his  partner  during  the  chief  part  of  the 
entertainment.  Mrs.  Hobson  and  Lady  Clara  were  the  matrons 
who  gave  the  sanction  of  their  presence  to  this  bachelor 
party.  Neitlier  of  their  husbands  could  come  to  Clive's  little 
fete  ;  had  they  not  the  City  and  the  House  of  Commons 
to  attend  ?  My  uncle.  Major  Pendennis,  was  another  of  the 
guests  ;  who  for  his  part  found  the  party  was  what  you  young 
fellows  call  very  slow.  Dreading  Mrs.  Hobson  and  her  pow- 
ers of  conversation,  the  old  gentleman  nimbly  skipped  out  of 
her  neighborhood,  and  fell  by  the  side  of  Lord  Highgate,  to 
whom  the  Major  was  inclined  to  make  himself  very  pleasant. 
But  Lord  Highgate's  broad  back  was  turned  upon  his  neighbor, 
who  was  forced  to  tell  stories  to  Captain  Crackthorpe  which 
had  amused  dukes  and  marquises  in  former  days,  and  were 
surely  quite  good  enough  for  any  baron  in  this  realm.  *  Lord 
Highgate  sweet  upon  la  belle  Newcome,  is  he  ? '  said  the  testy 
Major  afterward.  '  He  seemed  to  me  to  talk  to  Lady  Clara  the 
whole  time.    When  I  awoke  in  the  garden  after  dinner,  as  Mrs. 
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Hobson  was  telling  one  of  her  confounded  long  stories,  I  found 
lier  audience  was  diminished  to  one.  Crackthorpe,  Lord  High- 
gate,  and  Lady  Clara,  we  had  all  been  sitting  there  when  the 
bankeress  cut  in  (in  the  midst  of  a  very  good  story  I  was  tell- 
ing them,  which  entertained  them  very  much),  and  never 
ceased  talking  till  I  fell  off  into  a  doze.  When  I  roused 
myself,  begad,  she  was  still  going  on.  Crackthorpe  was  off, 
smoking  a  cigar  on  the  terrace  ;  my  Lord  and  Lady  Clara 
were  nowhere  ;  and  your  four,  with  tlie  little  painter,  were  chat- 
ting cozily  in  another  arbor.  Behaved  himself  very  well,  the 
little  painter.  Do'osid  good  dinner  Ellis  gave  us.  But  as  for 
Highgate  being  aux  soins  with  la  belle  BanquUre,  trust  me, 
my  boy,  he  is — upon  my  word,  my  dear,  it  seemed  to  me 
liis  thoughts  went  quite  another  way.  To  be  sure,  Lady  Clara 
is  a  belle  Banquihre  too  now.  He  !  he  !  he  !  How  could  he 
say  he  had  no  carriage  to  go  home  in  ?  He  came  down  in 
Crackthorpe's  cab,  who  passed  us  just  now,  driving  back  young 
Whatdyecall  the  paintei;' 

Thus  did  the  Major  discourse,  as  we  returned  toward  the 
city.  I  could  see  in  the  open  carriage  which  followed  us 
(Lady  Clara  Newcome's)  Lord  Highgate's  white  hat  by  Clive's 
on  tlie  back  seat. 

Laura  looked  at  her  husband.  The  same  thouc^ht  mav  have 
crossed  their  minds,  though  neither  uttered  it  ;  but  although 
Sir  Barnes  and  Lady  Clara  Newcome  offered  us  other  civilities 
during  our  stay  in  London,  no  inducements  could  induce  Laura 
to  accept  the  proffered  friendship  of  that  lady.  When  La<ly 
Clara  called,  my  wife  was  not  at  home  ;  when  she  invited  us, 
Laura  j)leaded  engagements.  At  first  slie  bestowed  on  Miss 
Newcome,  too,  a  sliarc  of  this  hauii^lity  dislike,  and  rejected  the 
advances  which  that  young  lady,  who  professed  to  like  iny 
wife  very  much,  made  toward  an  intimacy.  When  I  appealed 
to  her — for  Newcomc's  house  was  after  all  a  very  ph  as.mt  one, 
and  you  met  the  best  j)eople  there — lAy  wile  lookecl  at  me  witii 
an  (expression  of  somethinu^  like  scorn,  and  said  :  '  Why  don't 
I  like  Miss  Newcome  ?  Ol"  course  because  I  am  jealous  of  her 
— all  wonuni,  you  know,  Arthur,  are  jealotis  of  such  beaut i«'s.' 
I  could  get  for  a  long  while  no  l)«'tter  ex  jdaiiat  ion  than  these 
sneers  for  my  wife's  antipathy  toward  this  branch  ol'the  New- 
(;ome  family  ;  but  an  event  came  prcstMitly  whieh  sih-netMl  my 
remonstranees,  and  hIiowimI  to  nie  that  Laura  had  jud<j:<'d 
Barnes  and  his  wife  only  too  w<'ll. 

T*()or  Mrs.  Ilobson  Newcome  had  reason  to  be  sulky  at  the 
neglect  which  all  tin-  Kichmond  party  showed  her,  for  n(>body, 
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not  even  Major  Pendennis,  as  we  have  seen,  would  listen  to 
her  intellectual  conversation  ;  nobody,  not  even  Lord  High- 
gate,  would  drive  back  to  town  in  her  carriage,  though  the 
vehicle  was  large  and  empty,  and  Lady  Clara's  barouche,  in 
which  his  lordship  chose  to  take  a  place,  had  already  three 
occupants  within  it ;  but  in  spite  of  these  rebuffs  and  disap- 
pointments the  virtuous  lady  of  Bryanstone  Square  was  bent 
upon  being  good-natured  and  hospitable  ;  and  I  have  to  record, 
in  the  present  chapter,  yet  one  more  feast  of  which  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Pendennis  partook  at  the  expense  of  the  most  respectable 
Newcome  family. 

Although  Mrs.  Laura  here  also  appeared,  and  had  the 
place  of  honor  in  her  character  of  bride,  I  am  bound  to  own  my 
opinion  that  Mrs.  Hobson  only  made  us  the  pretext  of  her 
party,  and  that  in  reality  it  was  given  to  persons  of  a  much 
more  exalted  rank.  We  were  the  first  to  arrive,  our  good  old 
Major,  the  most  punctual  of  men,  bearing  us  company.  Our 
hostess  was  arrayed  in  unusual  state  and  splendor  ;  her  fat  neck 
was  ornamented  with  jewels,  rich  bracelets  decorated  her  arms, 
and  this  Bryanstone  Square  Cornelia  had  likewise  her  family 
jewels  distributed  around  her,  priceless  male  and  female  New- 
come  gems — from  the  King's  College  youth,  with  whom  we 
have  made  a  brief  acquaintance,  and  his  elder  sister,  now  enter- 
ing into  the  world,  down  to  the  last  little  ornament  of  the 
nursery,  in  a  prodigious  new  sash,  with  ringlets  hot  and  crisp 
from  the  tongs  of  a  Marylebone  hairdresser.  We  had  seen  the 
cherub  faces  of  some  of  these  darlings  pressed  against  the 
drawing-room  windows  as  our  carriage  drove  up  to  the  door  ; 
when,  after  a  few  minutes'  conversation,  another  vehicle  arrived, 
away  they  dashed  into  the  windows  again,  the  innocent  little 
dears  crying  out,  '  Here's  the  Marquis  ; '  and  in  sadder  tones, 

*  No,  it  isn't  the  Marquis,'  by  which  artless  expressions  they 
showed  how  eager  they  were  to  behold  an  expected  guest  of 
a  rank  only  inferior  to  dukes  in  this  great  empire. 

Putting  two  and  two  together,  as  the  saying  is,  it  was  not 
difficult  for  me  to  guess  who  the  expected  marquis  was — and, 
indeed,  the  King's  College  youth  set  that  question  at  once  to 
rest,  by  wagging  his  head  at  me,  and  winking  his  eye,  and 
saying,  *  We  expect  Farintosh.' 

'  Why,  my  dearest  children,'  Matronly  Virtue  exclaimed, 

*  this  anxiety  to  behold  the  young  Marquis  of  Farintosh,  whom 
we  expect  at  our  modest  table,  Mrs.  Pendennis,  to-day  ?  Twice 
you  have  been  at  the  windows  in  your  eagerness  to  look  for  him. 
Louisa,  you  silly  child,  do  you  imagine  that  his  lordship  will 
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appear  in  his  robes  and  coronet  ?  Rodolf,  you  absurd  boy,  do 
you  think  that  a  marquis  is  other  than  a  man  ?  I  have  never 
admired  aught  but  intellect,  Mrs.  Pendennis  ;  that^  let  us  be 
thankful,  is  the  only  true  title  to  distinction  in  our  country  now> 
adays.' 

'  Begad,  sir,'  whispers  the  old  Major  to  me,  '  intellect  may 
be  a  doosid  tine  thing,  but  in  my  opinion  a  marquisate  and 
eigliteen  or  twenty  thousand  a  year — I  should  say  the  Farin- 
tosh  property,  with  the  Glenlivat  estate,  and  the  Roy  property 
in  England,  must  be  worth  nineteen  thousand  a  year  at  the  very 
lowest  figure  ;  and  I  remember  when  this  young  man's  father 
was  only  Tom  Roy  of  the  Forty-second,  with  no  hope  of  suc- 
ceeding to  the  title,  and  doosidly  out  at  elbows  too — I  say,  what 
does  the  bankeress  mean  by  chattering  about  intellect  ?  llang 
me,  a  marquis  is  a  marquis  ;  and  Mrs.  Newcome  knows  it  as 
well  as  I  do.'  My  good  Major  was  growing  old,  and  was  not 
unnaturally  a  little  testy  at  the  manner  in  which  his  hostess 
received  him.  Truth  to  tell,  she  barely  took  any  notice  of  him, 
and  cut  down  a  couple  of  the  old  gentleman's  stories  before  he 
had  been  five  minutes  in  the  room. 

To  our  party  presently  comes  the  host  with  a  flurried  coun- 
tenance,in  a  white  waistcoat,  holding  in  his  hand  an  open  letter, 
toward  which  his  wife  looks  with  some  alarm.  *  How  d'ye  do. 
Lady  Clara?  how  d'ye  do,  Ethel?'  lie  says,  saluting  those 
ladies,  whom  the  second  carriage  had  brought  to  us.  *  Sir 
Barnes  is  not  coming, that's  one  j>lace  vacant ;  tliat.  Lady  Clara, 
you  won't  mind,  you  see  hini  at  liotne  ;  hut  herd's  a  disappoint- 
ment for  you,  Miss  Newcome  :  Lord   Farintosh  can't  come.' 

At  this  two  of  the  children  cry  out  *  Oh  !  oh  !  '  with  such  a 
melancholy  accent  that  Miss  Newcome  and  Lady  Clara  burst 
out  laughing. 

*  Gotadreadfultoothache,'said  Mr.llobson;  *hore'shisk*tter.' 

*  Hang  it,  what  a  V)ore !' cries  artless  young  King's  CoUrgiv 

*  Wliy  a  bore,  Samuel  ?  A  bore,  as  you  call  it,  for  Lord 
Farintosh,  I  grant  ;  hut  (h)  you  suppose  that  tiie  high  in  station 
are  exempt  from  tiie  ills  of  mortality  ?  I  know  nothing  more 
[)airiful  than  a  toothache,'  ex<'laims  a  virtuotjs  matron,  using 
the  words  of  ])hiloso|>li  v,  l)ut.  sliowing  tlu-  eount»'naiice  of  anger. 

*  Hang  it,  why  <li»ln't  he  have  it  out  ?'  says  Samut'l. 

Miss  Kthel  laughed.  '  Lord  I^'arintohh  would  n«»t  have  tliat 
tooth  out  fortlu'WorM,  Sainu<'l,'  she  crit  d  gayly.  *  He  ke«  |»s 
it  in  on  [)urjiOHe,  and  it.  always  aches  m  lien  hr  do<'s  not  want 
to  go  out  to  dinner.' 

*1  know  one  humhie  family  w  h<»  will  n«  ver  ask  him  again,' 
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Mrs.  Hobson  exclaims,  rustling  in  all  her  silks,  and  tapping  her 
fan  and  her  foot.  The  eclipse,  however  passes  off  her  coun- 
tenance and  light  is  restored,  when  at  this  moment,  a  cab 
having  driven  up  during  the  period  of  darkness,  the  door  is  flung 
open  and  Lord  Highgate  is  announced  by  a  loud-voiced  butler. 

My  wife  being  still  the  bride  on  this  occasion,  had  the 
honor  of  being  led  to  the  dinner  table  by  our  banker  and  host. 
Lord  Highgate  was  reserved  for  Mrs.  Hobson,  who  in  an 
engaging  manner  requested  poor  Clive  to  conduct  his  cousin 
Maria  to  dinner,  handing  over  Miss  Ethel  to  another  guest. 
Our  Major  gave  his  arm  to  Lady  Clara,  and  I  perceived  that 
my  wife  looked  very  grave  as  he  passed  the  place  where  she  sat, 
and  seated  Lady  Clara  in  the  next  chair  to  that  which  Lord 
Highgate  chanced  to  occupy.  Feeling  himself  e?i  veine  and  the 
company  being  otherwise  rather  mum  and  silent,  my  uncle  told 
a  number  of  delightful  anecdotes  about  the  beau  monde  of  his 
time,  about  the  Peninsular  war,  the  Regent,  Brummell,  Lord 
Steyne,  Pea  Green  Payne,  and  so  forth.  He  said  the  even- 
ing was  very  pleasant,  though  some  others  of  the  party,  as  it 
appeared  to  me,  scarcely  seemed  to  think  so.  Clive  had  not  a 
word  for  his  cousin  Maria,  but  looked  across  tlie  table  at  Ethel 
all  dinner  time.  What  could  Ethel  have  to  saj  to  her  partner, 
old  Colonel  Sir  Donald  M'Craw,  who  gobbled  and  drank  as  his 
wont  is,  and  if  he  had  a  remark  to  make,  imparted  it  to  Mrs. 
Hobson,  at  whose  right  hand  he  was  sitting,  and  to  whom, 
during  the  whole  course,  or  courses,  of  the  dinner,  my  Lord 
Highgate  scarcely  uttered  one  single  word  ? 

His  lordship  was  whispering  all  the  while  into  the  ringlets 
of  Lady  Clara  ;  they  were  talking  a  jargon  which  their  hostess 
scarcely  understood  of  people  only  known  to  her  by  her  study 
of  the  peerage.  When  we  joined  the  ladies  after  dinner.  Lord 
Highgate  again  made  way  toward  Lady  Clara,  and  at  an  order 
from  her,  as  I  thought,  left  her  ladyship  and  strove  hard  to 
engage  in  a  conversation  with  Mrs.  Newcome.  I  hope  he  suc- 
ceeded in  smoothing  the  frowns  in  that  round  little  face.  Mrs. 
Laura,  I  own,  was  as  grave  as  a  judge  all  the  evening  ;  very 
grave  even  and  reserved  with  my  uncle,  when  the  hour  for 
parting  came,  and  we  took  him  home. 

'  He,  he  ! '  said  the  old  man,  coughing,  and  nodding  his 
old  head  and  laughing  in  his  senile  manner,  when  I  saw  him  on 
the  next  day  ;  *  that  was  a  pleasant  evening  we  had  yesterday; 
doosid  pleasant,  and  I  think  my  two  neighbors  seemed  to  be 
uncommonly  pleased  with  each  other  ;  not  an  amusing  fellow, 
that  young  painter  of  yours,  though  he  is  good-looking  enough, 
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but  there's  no  conversation  in  him.  Do  you  think  of  giving  a 
little  dinner,  Arthur,  in  return  for  these  hospitalities?  Green- 
wich, hey,  or  something  of  that  sort  ?  I'll  go  you  halves,  sir, 
and  we'll  ask  the  young  banker  and  bankeress — not  yesterday's 
Amphitryon  nor  his  wife  ;  no,  no,  hang  it  !  but  Barnes  New- 
come  is  a  devilish  clever,  rising  man,  and  moves  in  about  as 
good  society  as  an}--  in  London.  We'll  ask  him  and  Lady  Clara 
and  Highgate,  and  one  or  two  more,  and  have  a  pleasant  party.' 

But  to  this  proposal,  when  the  old  man  communicated  it  to 
her,  in  a  very  quiet,  simple,  artless  way,  Laura  with  a  flushing 
face  said  No  quite  abruptly,  and  quitted  the  room,  rustling  in 
her  silks,  and  showing  at  once  dignity  and  indignation. 

Not  many  more  feasts  was  Arthur  Pendennis,  senior,  to 
have  in  this  world.  Not  many  more  great  men  was  he  to 
flatter,  nor  schemes  to  wink  at,  nor  earthly  pleasures  to  en  joy. 
His  long  days  were  well-nigh  ended  ;  on  his  last  couch,  which 
Laura  tended  so  afi^ectionately,  with  his  last  breath  almost,  he 
faltered  out  to  me,  '  I  had  other  views  for  you,  my  boy,  and 
once  hoped  to  see  you  in  a  higherposition  in  life  ;  but  I  begin 
to  think  now,  Arthur,  that  I  was  wrong  ;  and  as  for  that  girl, 
sir,  I  am  sure  she  is  an  angel.' 

May  I  not  inscribe  the  words  with  a  grateful  heart  ?  Blessed 
he — blessed  though  maybe  undeserving — who  has  the  love  of 
a  good  woman. 

CHAPTER  L. 

CLIVE  IN  NEW  QUARTERS. 

My  wife  was  much  bettor  pleased  with  Clive  than  with  some 
of  his  relatives  to  whom  I  had  presented  iicr.  His  I'aee  carried 
a  recommendation  with  it  that  few  honest  people  couhl  resist. 
He  was  always  a  welcome  friend  in  our  lodgings,  and  even  our 
uncle  tin;  Major  signitied  his  a)»])r<)val  of  the  lad  as  a  youiitr 
fellow  of  very  good  manin'rs  and  fe<'lings,  who,  if  he  chose  to 
throw  himself  away  and  be  a  painter,  7H(^fol\^^'^^H  rich  enough 
no  doubt  to  follow  his  own  eapiiees.  ('live  executed  a  capital 
liead  of  Major  l*en<h'unis,  which  now  hangs  in  our  <lra\s  iuLT 
room  at  Faiioaks  an<l  lemiiids  me  of  that  frien<l  of  my  yout h. 
Clive  occu])ied  aiuiient  lofty  eli:imi)«'rH  in  I  fanover  S<|uare  now. 
He  had  furnished  tlieni  iti  :in  anliqu*'  manner  \\  '\\\\  h.niLrinirs, 
cabinets,  carve<l  work,  \  i-niee  glasses,  tine  prints,  and  water- 
color  sketches  of  good  pictures  by  his  own  and  othn  liandM. 
He  had  horses  to  ride,  and  a  liberal  purseful  of  jtaternal 
nionev.  Manv  fine  eipiijuiL^es  drew  opposit**  to  his  cliani- 
bers  ;  few  artists  ha»l  hiu-Ii  luck  as  ^  oung  Mr.  C  live.  And 
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above  his  own  chambers  were  other  three  which  the  vouns 
gentleman  had  hired,  and  where,  says  he,  '  I  hope  ere  very  long 
my  dear  old  father  will  be  lodging  with  me.  In  another  year 
he  says  he  thinks  he  will  be  able  to  come  home  ;  when  the 
affairs  of  the  bank  are  quite  settled.  You  shake  your  head  ! 
Why?  The  shares  are  worth  four  times  what  we  gave  for  them. 
We  are  men  of  fortune,  Pen,  I  give  you  my  word.  You  should 
see  how  much  they  make  of  me  at  Baines  &  Jolly's,  and  how 
civil  they  are  to  me  at  Hobson  Brothers' !  I  go  into  the  city 
now  and  then,  and  see  our  manager,  Mr.  Blackmore.  He  tells 
me  such  stories  about  indigo,  and  wool,  and  copper,  and  sicca 
rupees,  and  company's  rupees.  I  don't  know  anything  about 
the  business,  but  my  father  likes  me  to  go  and  see  Mr.  Black- 
more.  Dear  Cousin  Barnes  is  forever  asking  me  to  dinner  ;  I 
might  call  Lady  Clara  Clara  if  I  liked,  as  Sam  Newcome  does 
in  Bryanstone  Square.  You  can't  think  how  kind  they  are  to 
me  there.  My  aunt  reproaches  me  tenderly  for  not  going  there 
oftener — it's  not  very  good  fun  dining  in  Bryanstone  Square, 
is  it  ?  And  she  praises  my  cousin  Maria  to  me — you  should 
hear  my  aunt  praise  her  !  I  have  to  take  Maria  down  to  dinner; 
to  sit  by  the  piano  and  listen  to  her  songs  in  all  languages. 
Do  you  know  Maria  can  sing  Hungarian  and  Polish  besides 
your  common  German,  Spanish,  and  Italian  ?  Those  I  have 
at  our  other  agents,  Baines  &  Jolly's — Baines'  that  is  in  the 
Regent's  Park,  where  the  girls  are  prettier  and  just  as  civil  to 
me  as  at  Aunt  Hobson's.'  And  here  Clive  would  amuse  us  by 
the  accounts  which  he  gave  us  of  the  snares  which  the  Misses 
Baines,  those  young  sirens  of  Regent's  Park,  set  for  him  ;  of 
the  songs  w^iich  they  sang  to  enchant  him,  the  albums  in  which 
they  besought  him  to  draw  ;  the  thousand  winning  ways  which 
they  employed  to  bring  him  into  their  cave  in  York  Terrace. 
But  neither  Circe's  smiles  nor  Calypso's  blandishments  had 
any  effect  on  him  ;  his  ears  were  stopped  to  their  music,  and 
his  eyes  rendered  dull  to  their  charms  by  those  of  the  flighty 
young  enchantress  with  whom  my  wife  had  of  late  made 
acquaintance. 

Capitalist  though  he  was,  our  young  fellow  was  still  very 
affable.  He  forgot  no  old  friends  in  his  prosperity  ;  and  the 
lofty  antique  chambers  would  not  infrequently  be  lighted  up 
at  nights  to  receive  F.  B.  and  some  of  the  old  cronies  of  the 
Haunt,  and  some  of  the  Gandishites,  who,  if  Clive  had  been 
of  a  nature  that  was  to  be  spoiled  by  flattery,  had  certainly 
done  mischief  to  the  young  man.  Gandish  himself,  when 
Clive  paid  a  visit  to  that  illustrious  artist's  academy,  received 
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his  former  pupil  as  if  the  young  fellow  had  been  a  sovereign 
prince  almost,  accompanied  him  to  his  horse,  and  would  have 
held  his  stirrup  as  he  mounted,  while  the  beautiful  daughters 
of  the  house  waved  adieux  to  him  from  the  parlor  window.  To 
the  young  men  assembled  in  his  studio,  Gandish  was  never 
tired  of  talking  about  Clive.  The  professor  would  take  occa- 
sion to  inform  them  that  he  had  been  to  visit  his  distinguished 
young  friend  Mr.  Newcome,  son  of  Colonel  Newcome  ;  that 
last  evening  he  had  been  present  at  an  elegant  entertainment 
at  Mr.  Newcorae's  new  apartments.  Olive's  drawings  were 
hung  up  in  Gandish's  gallery,  and  pointed  out  to  visitors  by 
the  worthy  professor.  On  one  or  two  occasions  I  was  allowed 
to  become  a  bachelor  again,  and  participate  in  these  jovial 
meetings.  How  guilty  my  coat  was  on  my  return  home  ;  how 
haughty  the  looks  of  the  mistress  of  my  house,  as  she  bade 
Martha  carry  away  the  obnoxious  garment  !  How  grand  F.  B. 
used  to  be  as  president  of  Olive's  smoking  party,  where  he  laid 
down  the  law,  talked  the  most  talk,  sang  the  jolliest  song,  and 
consumed  the  most  drink  of  all  the  jolly  talkers  and  drinkers  ! 
Olive's  popularity  rose  prodigiously  ;  not  only  youngsters,  but 
old  practitioners  of  the  fine  arts,  lauded  his  talents.  What  a 
shame  that  his  pictures  were  all  refused  this  year  at  the  Acad- 
emy !  Mr.  Sraee,  R.  A.,  was  indignant  at  their  rejection,  but 
J.  J.  confessed  with  a  sigli,  and  Olive  owned  good-naturedly, 
that  he  had  been  neglecting  his  business,  and  that  his  pictures 
were  not  so  good  as  those  of  two  years  before.  I  am  afraid 
Mr.  Olive  went  to  too  many  balls  and  parties,  to  clubs  and 
jovial  entertainments,  besides  losing  yet  more  time  in  that 
other  pursuit  we  wot  of. 

Meanwhile  J.  J.  went  steadily  on  with  his  work  ;  no  day 
passed  without  a  line  ;  and  Fame  was  not  very  far  off,  though 
this  he  heeded  but  little  ;  and  Art,  his  sole  mistress,  rewarded 
him  for  his  steady  and  fond  pursuit  of  her. 

*Look  at  him,'  Olive  would  say  with  a  sigh.  *  Isn't  he  the 
mortal  of  all  others  the  most  to  be  envied?  He  is  so  fond  of 
his  art  that  in  all  the  world  there  is  no  attraction  like  it  for 
him.  He  runs  to  his  easel  at  sunrise,  and  sits  before  it  caress- 
ing his  picture  all  day  till  nightfall.  He  takes  leave  <>f  it  sadly 
when  dark  comes,  spends  the  night  in  a  life  academy,  and 
begins  next  morning  ihi  ntpo.  Of  all  the  pieces  of  good 
fortune  which  can  Ixifall  a  man,  is  not  tliis  the  greatest  ;  to 
have  your  desire,  and  then  never  tire  of  it?  I  have  been  in 
such  a  rage  with  my  own  shortcomings  t  hat  I  have  dashed  my 
footthrough  the  canvases,  and  voweil  I  would  smash  my  palettu 
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and  easel.  Sometimes  I  succeed  a  little  better  in  my  work, 
and  then  it  will  happen  for  half  an  hour  that  I  am  pleased, 
but  pleased  at  wliat  ?  pleased  at  drawing  Mr.  Muggins'  head 
rather  like  Mr.  Muggins.  Why,  a  thousand  fellows  can  do 
better  ;  and  when  one  day  I  reach  my  very  best,  thousands 
will  be  able  to  do  better  still.  Ours  is  a  trade  for  which  now- 
adays there  is  no  excuse  unless  one  can  be  great  in  it  ;  and  I 
feel  I  have  not  the  stuff  for  that.  No.  666.  Portrait  of  Joseph 
Muggins,  Esq.;  Newcome,  George  Street.  No.  979.  Portrait 
of  Mrs.  Muggins,  on  her  gray  pony;  Newcome.  No.  579.  Por- 
trait of  Joseph  Muggins.  Esq.'s  dog  Toby  ;  Newcome — this  is 
what  Pm  fit  for.  These  are  the  victories  I  have  set  myself  on 
achieving.  Oh,  Mrs.  Pendennis  !  isn't  it  humiliating  ?  Why 
isn't  there  a  war?  Why  can't  I  go  and  distinguish  myself 
somewhere  and  be  a  general  ?  Why  haven't  I  a  genius  ?  I 
say.  Pen,  sir,  why  haven't  I  a  genius  ?  There  is  a  painter  who 
lives  hard  by,  and  who  sends  sometimes  to  beg  me  to  come  and 
look  at  his  work.  He  is  in  the  Muggins  line  too.  He  gets 
his  canvases  with  a  good  light  upon  tliem  ;  excludes  the  con- 
templation of  all  other  objects,  stands  beside  his  pictures  in  an 
attitude  himself,  and  thinks  that  he  and  they  are  masterpieces. 
Masterpieces  !  Oh,  me,  what  driveling  wretches  we  are  ! 
Fame  ! — except  that  of  just  the  one  or  two — what's  the  use  of 
it !  I  say,  Pen,  would  you  feel  particularly  proud  now  if  you 
had  written  Hayley's  poems  ?  And  as  for  a  second  place  in 
painting,  who  would  care  to  be  Caravaggio  or  Caracci  ?  I 
wouldn't  give  a  straw  to  be  Caracci  or  Caravaggio.  I  would 
just  as  soon  be  yonder  artist  who  is  painting  up  Foker's  Entire 
over  the  public  house  at  the  corner.  He  will  have  his  payment 
afterward,  five  shillings  a  day,  and  a  pot  of  beer.  Your  head 
a  little  more  to  the  light,  Mrs.  Pendennis,  if  you  please.  I  am 
tiring  you,  I  dare  say,  but  then,  oh,  I  am  doing  it  so  badly  ! ' 

I,  for  my  part,  thought  Clive  was  making  a  very  pretty 
drawing  of  my  wife,  and  having  affairs  of  my  own  to  attend 
to,  would  often  leave  her  at  his  chambers  as  a  sitter,  or  find 
him  at  our  lodgings  visiting  her.  They  became  the  very 
greatest  friends.  I  knew  the  young  fellow  could  have  no  bet- 
ter friend  than  Laura  ;  and  not  being  ignorant  of  the  malady 
under  which  he  was  laboring,  concluded  naturally  and  justly 
that  Clive  grew  so  fond  of  my  wife,  not  for  her  sake  entirely, 
but  for  his  own,  because  he  could  pour  his  heart  out  to  her, 
and  her  sweet  kindness  and  compassion  would  soothe  him  in 
his  unhappy  condition. 

Miss  Ethel,  I  have  said,  also  professed  a  great  fondness  for 
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Mrs.  Pendennis  ;  and  there  was  that  cliarra  in  the  young  lady's 
manner  which  speedily  could  overcome  even  female  jealousy. 
Perhaps  Laura  determined  magnanimously  to  conquer  it  ;  per- 
haps she  hid  it  so  as  to  vex  me  and  prove  the  injustice  of  my 
suspicions  ;  perhaps,  honestly,  she  was  conquered  by  the 
young  beauty,  and  gave  her  a  regard  and  admiration  which 
the  other  knew  she  could  inspire  whenever  she  had  the  will. 
My  wife  was  fairly  captivated  by  her  at  length  The  untam- 
able young  creature  was  docile  and  gentle  in  Laura's  pres- 
ence ;  modest,  natural,  amiable,  full  of  laughter  and  spirits, 
deliglitful  to  see  and  to  hear  ;  her  presence  cheered  our  quiet 
little  household  ;  her  charm  fascinated  my  wife  as  it  had  sub- 
jugated poor  Clive.  Even  the  reluctant  Farintosh  was  com- 
pelled to  own  her  power,  and  confidentially  told  his  male 
friends,  that,  hang  it,  she  was  so  handsome,  and  so  clever,  and 
so  confoundedly  pleasant  and  fascinating,  and  that — that  he 
had  been  on  the  point  of  popping  the  fatal  question  ever  so 
many  times,  by  Jove.  '  And  hang  it.  you  know,'  his  lordship 
would  say,  '  I  don't  want  to  marry  until  I  have  had  my  fling, 
you  know.'  As  for  Clive,  Ethel  treated  him  like  a  boy,  like  a 
big  brother.  She  was  jocular,  kind,  pert,  pleasant,  with  him; 
ordered  him  on  her  errands,  accepted  his  bouquets  and  com- 
pliments, admired  his  drawings,  liked  to  hear  him  praised,  and 
took  his  part  in  all  companies  ;  laughed  at  his  sighs,  and 
frankly  owned  to  Laura  her  liking  for  liim  and  her  pleasure 
in  seeing  him.  '  Why,'  said  she,  'should  not  I  be  happy  as 
long  as  the  sunshine  lasts  ?  To-morrow,  I  know,  will  be  glum 
and  dreary  enough.  When  grandmamma  comes  l)a('k  I  shall 
scarcely  be  able  to  (!ome  and  see  you.  When  I  am  settlecl  in 
life — eh  !  1  shall  be  settled  in  life  !  Do  not  grudge  me  my 
holiday,  Laura.  Oh,  if  you  knew  liow  stupid  it  is  to  be  in 
the  world,  and  how  much  pleas.iiiter  to  come  and  talk,  and 
laugh,  and  sinu:,  and  be  happy  with  you,  than  to  sit  in  that 
dreary  Eaton  Place  with  poor  (/lara  !* 

*  Why  do  you  stay  in  Katon  Place?'  asks  Tiaura. 

'Why?  Ix'causc;  I  nnist  g*)  out  with  somelKMly.  What  an 
linsophisticat(  (llitt  le  country  creature  you  are  !  (Jrandmamma 
is  away,  and  I  cannot  go  about  to  parties  l»y  myself.' 

'  Hut  why  shoiihl  you  l^o  t<>  parties,  and  why  ii(»t  go  Icick  to 
your  mother?'  says  Mrs.  1  *endennis  gt-iit  ly. 

* '^I'o  the  nursery,  and  my  littl(<  sinterM,  and  Miss  ( 'ann  ?  I 
like  being  in  London  best,  iHiank  you.  Y«>u  look  grave?  Vou 
think  a  u^irl  should  like  to  be  with  her  mot Iier  and  sisters  ln'st  ? 
My  de.ir  mamma  wishes  me  to  be  here,  ;ind  1  slay  with  HarneS 
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and  Clara  by  grandmamma's  orders.  Don't  you  know  that  I 
have  been  made  over  to  Lady  Kew,  who  has  adopted  me  ? 
Do  you  think  a  young  lady  of  my  pretensions  can  stop  at 
home  in  a  damp  house  in  Warwickshire  and  cut  bread-and- 
butter  for  little  boys  at  school  ?  Don't  look  so  very  grave 
and  shake  your  head  so,  Mrs.  Pendennis  !  If  you  had  been 
bred  as  I  have,  you  would  be  as  I  am.  I  know  what  you  are 
thinking,  madam.' 

*  I  am  thinking,'  said  Laura,  blushing  and  bowing  her 
head — *  I  am  thinking,  if  it  pleases  God  to  give  me  children,  I 
should  like  to  live  at  home  at  Fairoaks.' 

My  wife's  thoughts — though  she  did  not  utter  them, 
and  a  certain  modesty  and  habitual  awe  kept  her  silent 
upon  subjects  so  very  sacred — went  deeper  yet.  She  had 
been  bred  to  measure  her  actions  bv  a  standard  which 
the  world  may  nominally  admit,  but  which  it  leaves  for 
the  most  part  unheeded.  Worship,  love,  duty,  as  taught 
her  by  the  devout  study  of  the  Sacred  Law  which  inter- 
prets and  defines  it — if  these  formed  the  outward  practice  of 
her  life,  they  were  also  its  constant  and  secret  endeavors  and 
occupation.  She  spoke  but  very  seldom  of  her  religion,  though 
it  filled  her  heart  and  influenced  all  her  behavior.  Whenever 
she  came  to  that  sacred  subject,  her  demeanor  appeared  to  her 
husband  so  awful  that  he  scarcely  dared  to  approach  it  in  her 
company,  and  stood  without  as  this  pure  creature  entered  into 
the  Holy  of  Holies.  Wliat  must  the  world  appear  to  such  a 
person  ?  Its  ambitious  rewards,  disappointments,  pleasures, 
worth  how  much  ?  Compared  to  the  possession  of  that  price- 
less treasure  and  happiness  unspeakable,  a  perfect  faith,  what 
has  life  to  offer?  I  see  before  me  now  her  sweet,  grave  face 
as  she  looks  out  from  the  balcony  of  the  little  Richmond  villa 
we  occupied  during  the  first  happy  year  after  our  marriage, 
following  Ethel  Newcome,  who  rides  away,  with  a  staid  groom 
behind  her,  to  her  brother's  summer  residence  not  far  distant. 
Clive  had  been  with  us  in  the  morning,  and  had  brought  us 
stirring  news.  The  good  Colonel  was  by  this  time  on  his  way 
home.  *  If  Clive  could  tear  himself  away  from  London,'  the 
good  man  wrote  (and  we  thus  saw  he  was  acquainted  with  the 
state  of  the  young  man's  mind),  *  why  should  not  Clive  go  and 
meet  his  father  at  Malta  ? '  He  was  feverish  and  eager  to  go; 
and  his  two  friends  strongly  counseled  him  to  take  the  journey. 
In  the  midst  of  our  talk  Miss  Ethel  came  among  us.  She 
arrived  flushed  and  in  high  spirits  ;  she  rallied  Clive  upon  his 
gloomy  looks  ;  she  turned  rather  pale,  as  it  seemed  to  us,  when 
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she  heard  the  news.  Then  she  coldly  told  him  she  thought  the 
voyage  must  be  a  pleasant  one,  and  would  do  him  good;  it  was 
pleasanter  than  that  journey  she  was  going  to  take  herself  with 
her  grandmother,  to  those  dreary  German  springs  which  the 
old  Countess  frequented  year  after  year.  Mr.  Pendennis 
having  business  retired  to  his  study,  whither  presently  Mrs. 
Laura  followed  having  to  look  for  her  scissors,  or  a  book  she 
wanted,  or  upon  some  pretext  or  other.  She  sat  down  in  the 
conjugal  study  ;  not  one  word  did  either  of  us  say  for  a  while 
about  the  young  people  left  alone  in  the  drawing  room  yonder. 
Laura  talked  about  her  own  home  at  Fairoaks,  which  our 
tenants  were  about  to  vacate.  She  vowed  and  declared  that 
we  must  live  at  Fairoaks  ;  that  Clavering,  with  all  its  tittle- 
tattle  and  stupid  inhabitants,  was  better  than  this  wicked  Lon- 
don. Besides,  there  were  some  new  and  very  pleasant  families 
lettled  in  the  neighborhood.  Clavering  Park  was  taken  by 
some  delightful  people — 'and  you  know.  Pen,  you  were  always 
very  fond  of  fly-fishing,  and  may  fish  the  Brawl,  as  you  used 

in  old  days,  when  '    The  lips  of  the  pretty  satirist  who 

alluded  to  these  unpleasant  b\'gones  were  silenced  as  they 
deserved  to  be  by  Mr.  Pendennis.  '  Do  you  think,  sir,  I  did 
notknow,'says  the  sweetest  voice  in  the  world,  'when  you  went 
out  on  your  fishing  excursions  with  Miss  Amory  ?'  Again 
the  flow  of  words  is  checked  by  the  styptic  previously  applied. 

'I  wonder,' says  Mr.  Pendennis  archly,  bonding  over  his 
wife's  fair  liand — 'I  wonder  whether  this  kind  of  thing  ia 
taking  place  in  the  drawing  room?' 

'Nonsense,  Arthur.  It  is  time  to  go  back  to  tlu'm.  Why, 
I  declare  I  have  been  three-quarters  of  an  hour  away  ! ' 

'  I  don't  think  tiiey  will  miss  you,  my  dear,'  says  the  gentle- 
man. 

'She  is  certainly  very  fond  oi"  him.  Siic  is  always  coming 
here.  I  am  sure  it  is  not  to  hear  you  read  Shaks])ere,  Artliur; 
or  your  new  novel,  though  it  is  very  pretty.  I  wish  Lady  Kew 
and  her  sixty  tliousand  jioiinds  were  at  tlie  l)ott<>in  of  tin*  sea.' 

'  I^ut  she  says  siie  is  going  to  ])ortion  her  younger  brotliers 
with  II  part  of  it  ;  she  told  Clive  so,'  remarks  Mr.  Pendennis. 

'  For  shame  !  Wliv  does  not  Itaines  N<'we«>ine  portion  liifl 

younger  brothers?    I  liave  no  pat  ienee  wit  h  that  \Vhy! 

Goodness!  Tliere  is  ('live  going  away,  actiially  I  ('live! 
Mr.  New(rorn<'  !'  I>ut  though  my  wile  ran  to  tiie  Htu«iy  win- 
dow and  beekom'd  oui-  frii  rid,  he  only  shook  Ins  head,  juni jn-ci 
on  \\\h  horse,  and  rode  away  <^loonuly. 

*  Ethel  had  been  crying  wlien  I  went  into  tiio  room,'  Laura 
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afterward  told  me.  *I  knew  she  had  ;  but  she  looked  up 
from  some  flowers  over  which  she  was  bending,  began  to  laugh 
and  rattle,  would  talk  about  nothing  but  Lady  Hautbois'  great 
breakfast  the  day  before,  and  the  most  insufferable  May  Fair 
jargon  ;  and  then  declared  it  was  time  to  go  home  to  dress  for 
Mrs.  Booth's  deje'dner,  which  was  to  take  place  that  afternoon.' 

And  so  Miss  Newcome  rode  away — back  among  the  roses 
and  the  rogues — back  among  the  fiddling,  flirting,  flattery, 
falseness — and  Laura's  sweet,  serene  face  looked  after  her  depart- 
ing. Mrs.  Booth's  was  a  very  grand  dejeHner.  We  read  in 
tlie  newspapers  a  list  of  the  greatest  names  :  a  Royal  duke 
and  duchess,  a  German  highness,  a  Hindoo  nabob,  etc. ;  and 
among  the  marquises,  Farintosh  ;  and  among  the  lords.  High- 
gate  ;  and  Lady  Clara  Newcome,  and  Miss  Newcome,  who 
looked  killing,  our  acquaintance  Captain  Crackthorpe  informed 
us,  and  who  was  in  perfectly  stunning  spirits.  *  His  Imperial 
Highness  the  Grand  Duke  of  Farintosh  is  wild  about  her,'  the 
Captain  said,  *  and  our  poor  young  friend  Clive  may  just  go 
and  hang  himself.  Dine  with  us  at  the  Gar  and  Starter? 
Jolly  party.  Oh,  I  forgot !  married  man  now  ! '  So  saying, 
the  Captain  entered  the  hostelry  near  which  I  met  him,  leaving 
this  present  chronicler  to  return  to  his  own  home. 

CHAPTER  LI. 

AN  OLD  FRIEND. 

I  MIGHT  open  the  present  chapter,  as  a  contemporary  writer 
of  romance  is  occasionally  in  the  habit  of  commencing  his 
tales  of  chivalry,  by  a  description  of  a  November  afternoon, 
with  falling  leaves,  tawny  forests,  gathering  storms,  and  otiier 
autumnal  phenomena,  and  two  horsemen  winding  up  the 
romantic  road  which  leads  from — from  Richmond  Bridge  to 
the  Star  and  Garter.  The  one  rider  is  youthful  and  has  a 
blond  mustache  ;  the  cheek  of  the  other  has  been  browned  by 
foreign  suns  ;  it  is  easy  to  see  by  the  manner  in  which  he 
bestrides  his  powerful  charger  that  he  has  followed  the  profes- 
sion of  arms.  He  looks  as  if  he  had  faced  his  country's  enemies; 
on  many  a  field  of  Eastern  battle.  The  cavaliers  alight  before 
the  gate  of  a  cottage  on  Richmond  Hill,  where  a  gentleman 
receives  them  with  eager  welcome.  Their  steeds  are  accom- 
modated at  a  neighboring  hostelry — I  pause  in  the  midst  of  the 
description,  for  the  reader  has  made  the  acquaintance  of  our 
two  horsemen  long  since.  It  is  Clive  returned  from  Malta, 
froni  Gibraltar,  and  Seville,  from  Cadiz,  and  with  him  our 
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dear  old  friend  the  Colonel.  His  campaigns  are  over,  his  sword 
is  hung  up,  he  leaves  Eastern  suns  and  battles  to  warm  young 
blood.  Welcome  back  to  England,  dear  Colonel  and  kind 
friend  !  How  quickly  the  years  have  passed  since  he  has  been 
gone  !  There  is  a  streak  or  two  more  silver  in  his  hair.  The 
wrinkles  about  his  honest  eyes  are  somewhat  deeper,  but  their 
look  is  as  steadfast  and  kind  as  in  the  early,  almost  boyish  days 
when  we  first  knew  them. 

We  talk  awhile  about  the  Colonel's  voyage  home,  the  pleas- 
ures of  the  Spanish  journey,  the  handsome  new  quarters  in 
which  Clive  has  installed  his  father  and  himself,  my  own  altered 
condition  in  life,  and  what  not.  During  the  conversation  a  little 
querulous  voice  makes  itself  audible  above  stairs,  at  which 
noise  Mr.  Clive  begins  to  laugh  and  the  Colonel  to  smile.  It 
is  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  Mr.  Clive  listens  to  the  little 
voice  ;  indeed,  it  is  only  since  about  six  weeks  that  that  small 
organ  has  been  heard  in  the  world  at  all.  Laura  Pendennis 
believes  its  tones  to  be  the  sweetest,  the  most  interesting,  the 
most  mirth-inspiring,  the  most  pitiful  and  pathetic,  that  ever 
baby  uttered  ;  which  opinions,  of  course,  are  backed  by  Mrs. 
Hokey,  the  confidential  nurse.  Laura's  husband  is  not  so  rap- 
turous, but,  let  us  trust,  behaves  in  away  becoming  a  man  and 
a  father.  We  forego  the  description  of  his  feelings  as  not  })or- 
taining  to  the  history'-  at  present  under  consideration.  A  little 
while  before  the  dinner  is  served,  the  lady  of  the  cottage  comes 
down  to  greet  her  husband's  old  friends. 

And  here  I  am  sorely  tem))ted  to  a  third  description,  which 
has  nothing  to  do  with  the  story,  to  be  sure,  but  wlii(^h,  if  prop- 
erly hit  off,  might  fill  half  a  page  very  prettily,  For  is  not  a 
young  mother  one  of  the  sweetest  sights  which  life  shows  us?  If 
she  has  been  beautiful  before,  does  not  hor  ])n'H('nt  pure  joy  give 
a  character  of  refinement  an<l  Kaerediu'ss  :ilnioHl  to  iu-r  beauty, 
touch  her  sweet  cheeks  witii  fairer  blushes,  aiul  impart  I  know 
not  what  serene  bi  ightnesH  to  lier  eyes  ?  I  give  warning  to 
the  artist  who  designs  the  pictures  for  this  veracious  story  to 
mak(i  no  attempt  at  tliis  subject,.  I  never  wouUI  be  satistied 
with  it  were  liis  drawing  ever  so  good. 

When  Sir  Charles  (Irandison  stcpjted  up  ami  made  liis  v«Ty 
beautifullest  bow  to  Miss  liyron,  I  am  sure  his  gracious  dignity 
ne:ver  ex('ee(h'd  that,  of  ('oioiu'i  Neweonie's  lirst  gri'eting  to 
Mrs.  I'endennis.  Of  cotirse  f  roin  t  he  iii<  Miicnt  they  beheld  one 
another  they  became  frii-nds.  Are  not  most  of  our  likins^s  thus 
iuNtantaneouH  ?  liefore  she  <'an»e  down  to  set«  him,  Laura  had 
put  on  o!ie  of  the  Cc'lonePH  sluiwlH — the  criuison  one,  with  n  tl 
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palm  leaves  and  the  border  of  many  colors.  As  for  the  white 
one,  the  priceless,  the  gossamer,  tlie  fairy  web,  which  might 
pass  through  a  ring,  that,  every  lady  must  be  aware,  was  already 
appropriated  to  cover  the  cradle,  or  what  I  believe  is  called 
the  bassinet,  of  Master  Pendennis. 

So  we  all  became  the  very  best  of  friends  ;  and  during  the 
winter  months,  while  we  still  resided  at  Richmond,  the  Colonel 
was  my  wife's  constant  visitor.  He  often  came  without  Clive. 
He  did  not  care  for  the  world  which  the  young  gentleman  fre- 
quented, and  was  more  pleased  and  at  home  by  my  wife's  fire- 
side than  at  more  noisy  and  splendid  entertainments.  And 
Laura  being  a  sentimental  person,  interested  in  pathetic  novels 
and  all  unhappy  attachments,  of  course  she  and  the  Colonel 
talked  a  great  deal  about  Mr.  Clive's  little  affair,  over  which 
they  would  have  such  deep  confabulations  that  even  when  the 
master  of  the  house  appeared,  Paterfamilias,  the  man  whom, 
in  the  presence  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Portman,  Mrs.  Laura  had 
sworn  to  love,  honor,  etc.,  these  two  guilty  ones  would  be 
silent  or  change  the  subject  of  conversation, not  caring  to  admit 
such  an  unsympathizing  person  as  myself  into  their  conspiracy. 

From  many  a  talk  which  they  have  had  together  since  the 
Colonel  and  his  son  embraced  at  Malta,  Clive's  father  had  been 
led  to  see  how  strongly  the  passion,  which  our  friend  had  once 
fought  and  mastered,  had  now  taken  possession  of  tlie  young 
man.  The  unsatisfied  longing  left  him  indifferent  to  all  other 
objects  of  previous  desire  or  ambition.  The  misfortune  dark- 
ened the  sunshine  of  his  spirit,  and  clouded  the  world  before 
his  eyes.  He  passed  hours  in  his  painting  room,  though  he 
tore  up  what  he  did  there.  He  forsook  his  usual  haunts,  or 
appeared  among  his  old  comrades  moody  and  silent.  From 
cigar  smoking,  whicli  I  own  to  be  a  reprehensible  practice,  he 
plunged  into  still  deeper  and  darker  dissipation  ;  for  I  am  sorry 
to  say  he  took  to  pipes  and  the  strongest  tobacco,  for  which 
there  is  no  excuse.  Our  young  man  was  changed.  During  the 
last  fifteen  or  twenty  months  the  malad}''  had  been  increasing 
on  him,  of  which  we  have  not  chosen  to  describe  at  length  the 
stages  ;  knowing  very  well  that  the  reader  (the  male  reader  at 
least)  does  not  care  a  fig  about  other  people's  sentimental  per- 
plexities, and  is  not  wrapped  up  heart  and  soul  in  Clive's 
affairs  like  his  father,  whose  rest  was  disturbed  if  the  boy  had 
a  headache,  or  who  would  have  stripped  the  coat  off  his  back 
to  keep  his  darling's  feet  warm. 

The  object  of  this  hopeless  passion  had,  meantime,  returned 
to  the  custody  of  the  dark  old  duenna,  from  which  she  had 
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been  liberated  for  awliile.  Lady  Kew  had  got  her  liealtli 
again  by  means  of  the  prescriptions  of  some  doctors  or  by  the 
efficacy  of  some  baths  ;  and  was  again  on  foot  and  in  the 
world,  tramping  about  in  her  grim  pursuit  of  pleasure.  Lady 
Julia,  we  are  led  to  believe,  had  retired  upon  half  pay,  and 
into  an  inglorious  exile  at  Brussels  with  her  sister,  the  out- 
law's wife,  by  whose  bankrupt  fireside  she  was  perfectly 
happy.  Miss  Newcome  was  now  her  grandmother's  compan- 
ion, and  they  had  been  on  a  tour  of  visits  in  Scotland,  and 
were  journeying  from  country  house  to  country  house,  about 
the  time  when  our  good  Colonel  returned  to  his  native  shores. 

The  Colonel  loved  his  nephew  Barnes  no  better  than  before, 
perhaps,  though  we  must  say,  that  since  his  return  from 
India,  the  young  baronet's  conduct  had  been  particularly 
friendly.  '  No  doubt  marriage  had  improved  him;  Lady  Clara, 
seemed  a  good-natured  young  woman  enough  ;  besides,'  says, 
the  Colonel,  wagging  his  goodold  head  knowingly,  *  Tom  New- 
come  of  the  Bundelcund  Bank  is  a  personage  to  be  conciliated;: 
whereas  Tom  Newcome  of  the  Bengal  Cavalry  was  not  wortli 
Master  Barnes'  attention.  He  has  been  very  good  and  kind 
on  the  whole  ;  so  have  his  friends  been  uncommonly  civil. 
There  was  Clive's  acquaintance,  Mr.  Belsize  that  was,  Lord 
Highgate  who  is  now,  entertained  our  whole  family  sumptu- 
ously last  week  ;  wants  us  and  Barnes  and  his  wife  to  go  to 
his  country  house  at  Christmas  ;  is  as  hospitable,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Pendennis,  as  man  can  be.  He  met  you  at  Barnes',  and  a* 
soon  as  we  are  alone,'  says  the  Colonel,  turning  round  to 
Laura's  husband,  *  I  will  tell  you  in  what  terms  l.ady  Clara 
speaks  of  your  wife.  Yes,  she  is  a  good-naturcid,  kind  little 
woman,  that  Lady  Clara.'  Here  Laura's  face  assumed  that 
gravity  and  severeness  which  it  always  wore  when  Lady- 
Clara's  name  was  mentioned,  and  the  conversation  took 
another  turn. 

Returning  home  from  London  oiu;  afternoon  I  met  the 
Colonel,  who  hailed  me  on  the  omnibus  and  rode  on  his  way 
toward  the  city.  I  knew,  of  course,  tliat  he  ii.ul  been  (Col- 
loguing with  my  wife  ;  and  taxed  that  young  woman  with 
these  continued  llirlations.  'Two  oi-  three  times  a  week,  Mrs. 
Laura,  you  dare  to  receive  a  colonel  of  dragoons.  You  sit 
for  hours  closeted  with  the  young  fellow  of  sixty  ;  \o\i  changt* 
the  conversation  when  \<mr  own  injured  husband  enters  tlie 
room,  and  j)retend  to  talk  about  the  weather  or  the  bahv 
You  little  arch  hypocrite,  you  know  you  do — don't  try  to 
humbug  Tfte,  miss  ;  wh:it  will  Richmond,  what  will  sooietv, 
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what  will  Mrs.  Grundy  in  general  say  to  such  atrocious  be« 
havior  ? ' 

*  O  Pen,*  says  my  wife,  closing  my  mouth  in  a  way  which  I 
do  not  choose  farther  to  particularize ;  'that  man  is  the  best,  the 
dearest,  the  kindest  creature.  I  never  knew  such  a  good  man  ; 
3^ou  ought  to  put  him  into  a  book.  Do  you  know,  sir,  that  I  felt 
the  very  greatest  desire  to  give  him  a  kiss  when  he  went  away  ; 
and  that  one  which  you  had  just  now  was  intended  for  him.' 

'  Take  back  thy  gift,  false  girl  !  '  says  Mr.  Pendennis  ;  and 
then,  finally,  we  come  to  the  particular  circumstance  which  had 
occasioned  so  much  enthusiasm  on  Mrs.  Laura's  part. 

Colonel  Newcome  had  summoned  heart  of  grace,  and  in 
Olive's  behalf  had  regularly  proposed  him  to  Barnes  as  a  suitor 
to  Ethel ;  taking  an  artful  advantage  of  his  nephew  Barnes 
Newcome,  and  inviting  that  baronet  to  a  private  meeting,  where 
they  were  to  talk  about  the  affairs  of  the  Bundelcund  Banking 
Company. 

Now  this  Bundelcund  Banking  Company,  in  the  Colonel's 
<eyes,  was  in  reality  his  son  Clive.  But  for  Clive  there  might 
have  been  a  hundred  banking  companies  established,  yielding  a 
hundred  per  cent,  in  as  many  districts  of  India,  and  Thomas 
Newcome,  who  had  plenty  of  money  for  his  own  wants,  would 
never  have  thought  of  speculation.  His  desire  was  to  see  his  boy 
endowed  with  all  the  possible  gifts  of  fortune.  Had  he  built  a 
palace  for  Clive,  and  been  informed  that  a  roc's  egg  was  required 
to  complete  the  decoration  of  the  edifice,  Tom  Newcome  would 
have  traveled  to  the  world's  end  in  search  of  the  wanting 
article.  To  see  Prince  Clive  ride  in  a  gold  coach  with  a  prin- 
cess beside  him  was  the  kind  old  Colonel's  ambition  ;  that 
done,  he  would  be  content  to  retire  to  a  garret  in  the  Prince's 
castle,  and  smoke  his  cheroot  there  in  peace.  So  the  world  is 
made.  The  strong  and  eager  covet  honor  and  enjoyment  for 
themselves  ;  the  gentle  and  disappointed  (once  they  may  have 
been  strong  and  eager  too)  desire  these  gifts  for  their  children. 
I  think  Clive's  father  never  liked  or  understood  the  lad's  choice 
of  a  profession.  He  acquiesced  in  it,  as  he  would  in  any  of  his 
son's  wishes.  But,  not  being  a  poet  himself,  he  could  not  see 
the  nobility  of  that  calling  ;  and  felt  secretly  that  his  son  was 
demeaning  himself  by  pursuing  the  art  of  painting.  'Had  he 
been  a  soldier,  now,'  thought  Thomas  Newcome,  '  (though  I 
prevented  that)  had  he  been  richer  than  he  is,  he  might  have 
married  Ethel,  instead  of  being  unhappy  as  he  now  is,  God  help 
him  !  I  remember  my  own  time  of  grief  well  enough,  and  what 
years  it  took  before  my  wound  was  scarred  over.' 
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So,  with  these  things  occupying  his  brain,  Thomas  New- 
come  artfully  invited  Barnes,  his  nephew,  to  dinner,  under  pre- 
tense of  talking  of  the  affairs  of  the  great  B.  B.  C.  With  the 
lirst  glass  of  wine  at  dessert,  and  according  to  the  Colonel's 
good  old-fashioned  custom  of  proposing  toasts,  they  drank  the 
health  of  the  B.  B.  C.  Barnes  drank  the  toast  with  all  his 
generous  heart.  The  B.  B.  C.  sent  to  Hobson  Brothers  &  New- 
come  a  great  deal  of  business,  was  in  a  most  prosperous  condi- 
tion, kept  a  great  balance  at  the  bank — a  balance  that  would 
not  be  overdrawn,  as  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  very  well  knew. 
Barnes  was  for  having  more  of  these  bills,  provided  there  were 
remittances  to  meet  the  same.  Barnes  was  ready  to  do  any 
amount  of  business  with  the  Indian  bank,  or  with  any  bank,  or 
with  any  individual,  Christian  or  heathen,  white  or  black,  who 
could  do  good  to  the  firm  of  Hobson  Brothers  &  Newcome, 
He  spoke  upon  this  subject  with  great  archness  and  candor. 
Of  course  as  a  City  man  he  w^ould  be  glad  to  do  a  profitable 
business  anywhere,  and  the  B.  B.  C.'s  business  loas  profitable. 
But  the  interested  motive,  which  he  admitted  frankly  as  a  man 
of  the  world,  did  not  prevent  other  sentiments  more  agreeable. 

*  My  dear  Colonel,'  says  Barnes,  '  I  am  happy,  most  happy, 
to  think  that  our  house  and  our  name  should  have  been  useful, 
as  I  know  they  ha\*e  been,  in  the  establishment  of  a  concern  in 
which  one  of  our  family  is  interested  ;  one  whom  we  all  so 
sincerely  respect  and  regard.'  And  he  touched  his  glass  with 
his  lips  and  blushed  a  little,  as  he  bowed  toward  liis  uncle. 
He  found  himself  making  a  little  speech,  indeed  ;  and  to  do  so 
before  one  single  person  seems  rather  odd.  Had  there  been  a 
large  company  present,  Barnes  would  not  have  blushed  at  all, 
but  have  tossed  off  his  glass,  struck  his  waistcoat  possibly,  and 
looked  straight  in  the  face  of  his  uncle  as  the  chairman  ;  well, 
he  did  very  likely  believe  that  he  respected  and  regarded  the 
Colonel. 

The  Colonel  said,  '  Thank  you,  Barnes,  with  all  my  heart. 
It  is  always  good  for  men  to  be  friends,  much  more  for  blood 
relations,  as  we  are.' 

*  A  relationship  which  honors  me,  I'm  sure  !  '  sa^'s  Barnes, 
with  a  tone  of  infinite  affability.  You  see  he  believed  that 
Heaven  had  made  him  tlie  Colonel's  suj)erior. 

*  And  I  am  very  glad,'  the  elder  went  on,  'that  you  and  my 
boy  are  good  frien<lH.' 

'Friends!  of  course.  It  would  be  unnatural  if  such  near 
relatives  were  otherwise  than  good  friends.' 

'You  have  been  hospitable  to  him,  and  Lady  Clara  very 
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kind,  and  he  wrote  to  me  telling  me  of  your  kindness.  Ahem  ! 
this  is  tolerable  claret.    I  wonder  where  Clive  gets  it?* 

*  You  were  speaking  of  that  indigo,  Colonel,'  here  Barnes 
interposes.  *  Our  house  has  done  very  little  in  that  way,  to  be 
sure  ;  but  I  suppose  that  our  credit  is  about  as  good  as  Baines 
&  Jolly's,  and  if  ' 

But  the  Colonel  is  in  a  brown  study. 

*  Clive  will  have  a  good  bit  of  money  when  I  die,'  resumes 
Clive's  father. 

*  Why,  you  are  a  hale  man — upon  my  word,  quite  a  young 
man,  and  may  marry  again,  Colonel,'  replies  the  nephew  fasci- 
natingly. 

'  I  shall  never  do  that,'  replies  the  other.  *  Ere  many  years 
are  gone,  I  shall  be  seventy  years  old,  Barnes.' 

*  Nothing  in  this  country,  my  dear  sir  !  positively  nothing. 
Why,  there  was  Titus,  my  neighbor  in  the  country — when  will 
you  come  down  to  Newcome  ? — who  married  a  devilish  pretty 
girl,  of  very  good  family,  too.  Miss  Burgeon,  one  of  the  Devon- 
shire Burgeons.  He  looks,  I  am  sure,  twenty  years  older  than 
you  do.    Why  should  not  you  do  likewise  ?  ' 

*  Because  I  like  to  remain  single,  and  want  to  leave  Clive  a 
rich  man.  Look  here,  Barnes,  you  know  the  value  of  our  bank 
shares  now  ?' 

*  Indeed  I  do  ;  rather  speculative  ;  but  of  course  I  know 
what  some  sold  for  last  week,'  says  Barnes. 

*  Suppose  I  realize  now.  I  think  I  am  worth  six  lacs.  I 
had  nearly  two  from  my  poor  father.  I  saved  some  before  and 
since  I  invested  in  this  affair  ;  and  could  sell  out  to-morrow 
with  sixty  thousand  pounds,' 

*  A  very  pretty  sum  of  money.  Colonel,'  says  Barnes. 
*I  have  a  pension  of  a  thousand  a  year.' 

*  My  dear  Colonel,  you  are  a  capitalist !  we  know  it  very 
well,'  remarks  Sir  Barnes. 

*  And  two  hundred  a  year  is  as  much  as  I  want  for  myself,' 
continues  the  capitalist,  looking  into  the  fire,  and  jingling  his 
money  in  his  pockets.  *A  hundred  a  year  for  a  horse  ;  a 
hundred  a  year  for  pocket  mone}'',  for  I  calculate,  you  know, 
that  Clive  will  give  me  a  bedroom  and  my  dinner.' 

*  He — he  !  If  your  son  won't,  your  nephew  will,  my  dear 
Colonel  ! '  says  the  affable  Barnes,  smiling  sweetly. 

'  I  can  give  the  boy  a  handsome  allowance,  you  see,'  resumes 
Thomas  Newcome. 

*You  can  make  him  a  handsome  allowance  now,  and  leave 
him  a  good  fortune  when  jo\x  die  ! '  says  the  nephew,  in  a 
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noble  and  courageous  manner — and  as  if  he  said,  *  Twelve  times 
twelve  are  a  hundred  and  forty-four,  and  you  have  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome's  authority — Sir  Barnes  Newcome's,  mind  you — to 
say  so.' 

'Not  when  I  die,  Barnes,'  the  uncle  goes  on.  'I  will  give 
him  every  shilling  I  am  worth  to-morrow  morning,  if  he  marries 
as  I  wish  him.' 

'Tant  mieux  pour  lui ! '  cries  the  nephew  ;  and  tliought  to 
himself, '  Lady  Clara  must  ask  Clive  to  dinner  instantly.  Con- 
found the  fellow  !  I  hate  him — always  have  ;  but  what  luck 
he  has.' 

'  A  man  with  that  property  may  pretend  to  a  good  wife,  as 
the  French  say;  hey,  Barnes?'  asks  the  Colonel  rather 
eagerly,  looking  up  in  his  nephew's  face. 

That  countenance  was  lighted  up  with  a  generous  enthusi- 
asm. '  To  any  woman,  in  any  rank — to  a  nobleman's  daughter, 
my  dear  sir  ! '  exclaims  Sir  Barnes. 

*  I  want  your  sister  ;  I  want  my  dear  Ethel  for  him,  Barnes,' 
cries  Thomas  Newcome,  with  a  trembling  voice  and  a  twinkle 
in  his  eyes.  *  That  was  the  hope  I  always  had  till  ray  talk  with 
your  poor  father  stopped  it.  Your  sister  was  engaged  to  my 
Lord  Kew  then  ;  and  my  wishes  of  course  were  impossible. 
The  poor  boy  is  very  much  cut  up,  and  his  whole  heart  is  bent 
upon  possessing  her.  She  is  not,  she  can't  be,  indifferent  to 
him.  I  am  sure  she  would  not  be,  if  her  family  in  the  least 
encouraged  him.  Can  either  of  these  young  folks  have  a 
better  chance  of  happiness  again  offered  to  tlieni  in  life  ? 
There's  youth,  there's  mutual  liking,  there's  wealth  for  them 
almost — only  saddled  with  the  incumbrance  of  an  old  dragoon, 
who  won't  be  mucli  in  their  way.  Give  us  your  good  word, 
Barnes,  and  let  them  come  together;  and  u])on  my  word  the 
rest  of  my  days  will  be  made  happy  if  I  can  eat  my  meal  at 
their  table.' 

While  th(!  poor  Colonel  was  making  his  appeal  15arnes  had 
time  to  collect  his  answer  ;  which,  since  in  our  character  of  his- 
torian we  take  leave  to  explain  i^eiitlcmeirs  motives  as  well  as 
record  their  H])(!eche8  aii<l  actions,  we  may  thus  inter|»ret  : 
*  Confound  the  young  beggar  !  '  thinks  lianics  t licti.  '  lie  will 
have  three  or  four  thousand  a  year,  will  he?  Ilang  him,  but 
it's  a  good  sum  of  money.  What  a  fool  his  father  is  to  gi\e 
it  away  !  Is  he  joking  V  No,  he  was  always  half  era/.y — th«^ 
C'Olonel.  I  lighgate  seeme(l  uncommonly  sweet  on  her,  and  wua 
always  hanging  about  our  house.  l''arintoNli  has  Jiot  been 
brought  to  book  yet  ;  an<l  jierhaps  neiilu-r  of  tlieni  will  proposti 
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for  her.  My  grandmother,  I  should  think,  won't  hear  of  her 
making"  a  low  marriage,  as  this  certainly  is  ;  but  it's  a  pity  to 
throw  away  four  thousand  a  year,  aint  it  ? '  All  these  natural 
calculations  passed  briskly  through  Barnes  Newcome's  mind, 
as  his  uncle,  from  the  opposite  side  of  the  fireplace,  implored 
him  in  the  above  little  speech. 

*  My  dear  Colonel,'  said  Barnes,  *my  dear,  kind  Colonel! 
I  needn't  tell  you  that  your  proposal  flatters  us,  as  much  as 
your  extraordinary  generosity  surprises  me.  I  never  heard 
anything  like  it — never.  Could  I  consult  my  own  wishes,  I 
would  at  once — I  would,  permit  me  to  say,  from  sheer  admira- 
tion of  your  noble  character,  say  yes,  with  all  my  heart,  to 
your  proposal.    But,  alas,  I  haven't  that  power.' 

*  Is — is  she  engaged  ? '  asks  the  Colonel,  looking  as  blank 
and  sad  as  Clive  himself  when  Ethel  had  conversed  with  him. 

*  No,  I  cannot  say  engaged — though  a  person  of  the  very 
highest  rank  has  paid  her  the  most  marked  attention.  But  my 
sister  has,  in  a  way,  gone  from  our  family,  and  from  my 
influence  as  the  head  of  it — an  influence  which  I,  I  am  sure, 
had  most  gladly  exercised  in  your  favor.  My  grandmother, 
Lady  Kew,  has  adopted  her  ;  purposes,  I  believe,  to  leave 
Ethel  the  greater  part  of  her  fortune,  upon  certain  conditions; 
and,  of  course,  expects  the — the  obedience,  and  so  forth,  which 
is  customary  in  such  cases.  By  the  way.  Colonel,  is  our  young 
soupirant  aware  that  papa  is  pleading  his  cause  for  him  ? ' 

The  Colonel  said  no  ;  and  Barnes  lauded  the  caution  which 
his  uncle  had  displayed.  It  was  quite  as  well  for  the  young 
man's  interests  (which  Sir  Barnes  had  most  tenderly  at  heart) 
that  Clive  Newcome  should  not  himself  move  in  the  affair,  or 
present  himself  to  Lady  Kew.  Barnes  would  take  the  matter 
in  hand  at  the  proper  season  ;  the  Colonel  might  be  sure  it 
would  be  most  eagerly,  most  ardently  pressed.  Clive  came 
home  at  this  juncture,  whom  Barnes  saluted  affectionately. 
He  and  the  Colonel  had  talked  over  their  money  business  ; 
their  conversation  had  been  most  satisfactory,  thank  you. 
*Has  it  not,  Colonel?'  The  three  parted  the  very  best  of  friends. 

As  Barnes  Newcome  professed  that  extreme  interest  for 
his  cousin  and  uncle,  it  is  odd  he  did  not  tell  them  that  Lady 
Kew  and  Miss  Ethel  Newcome  were  at  that  moment  within  a 
mile  of  them  at  her  ladj^ship's  house  in  Queen  Street,  May 
Fair.  In  the  hearing  of  Clive's  servant,  Barnes  did  not  order 
his  brougham  to  drive  to  Queen  Street,  but  waited  until  he 
was  in  Bond  Street  before  he  gave  the  order. 

And,  of  course,  when  he  entered  Lady  Kew's  house  he 
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straightway  asked  for  his  sister,  and  communicated  to  her  the 
generous  offer  which  the  good  Colonel  had  made  ! 

You  see  Lady  Kew  was  in  town,  and  not  in  town.  Her 
ladyship  was  but  passing  through,  on  her  way  from  a  tour  of 
visits  in  the  North  to  another  tour  of  visits  somewhere  else. 
The  newspapers  were  not  even  off  the  blinds.  The  proprietor 
of  the  house  cowered  over  a  bed  candle  and  a  furtive  teapot 
in  the  back  drawing  room.  Lady  Kew's  gens  were  not  here. 
The  tall  canary  ones  with  white  polls  only  showed  their 
plumage  and  sang  in  spring.  The  solitary  wretch  who  takes 
charge  of  London  houses,  and  the  two  servants  specially 
affected  to  Lady  Kew's  person,  were  the  only  people  in  attend- 
ance. In  fact  her  ladyship  was  not  in  town.  And  that  is 
why,  no  doubt,  Barnes  Newcome  said  nothing  about  her 
being  there. 

CHAPTER  LII. 

FAMILY  SECRETS. 

THEfigurecoweringover  the  furtive  teapot  glowered  grimly 
at  Barnes  as  he  entered  ;  and  an  old  voice  said,  '  Ho,  it's  you.' 

'  I  have  brought  you  the  notes,  ma'am,'  says  Barnes,  taking 
a  packet  of  those  documents  from  his  pocketbook.  '  I  could 
not  come  sooner ;  I  have  been  engaged  upon  bank  business 
until  now.' 

'I  dare  say  !    You  smell  of  smoke  like  a  courier.' 

*  A  foreign  capitalist  ;  he  would  smoke.  They  will,  ma'am, 
/didn't  smoke,  upon  my  word.' 

'I  don't  see  why  you  shouldn't,  if  you  like  it.  You  will 
never  get  anything  out  of  me,  whether  you  do  or  don't.  How 
is  Clara  ?  Is  she  gone  to  the  country  with  the  children  ? 
Newcome  is  the  best  place  for  her.' 

*Dr.  Bambury  tliinks  she  can  move  in  a  fortnight.  Tiie 
boy  has  had  a  little  ' 

'A  little  fiddlestick  !  I  tell  you  it  is  she  who  likes  to  stay, 
and  makes  that  fool,  Bani])ury,  advise  her  not  going  away.  I 
tell  you  to  send  her  to  Newcome;  tiie  air  is  good  for  her.' 

'  By  tliat  confoundcil  Hiiioky  town,  my  drar  \/m\\  Kew  !  ' 

'And  in  vit(;  your  mot  her  and  little  brotlurs  and  sisters  to 
stay  (/liristnias  llu-re.  'V\\ii  way  in  wliieh  you  neglect  tliem  is 
Hhamerul,  it  is,  Barnes.' 

'  Upon  my  word,  ma'am,  I  propose  to  manau^e  my  own 
affairs  witlioiit  your  ladysliip's  assistance,'  eries  lianies,  start- 
i'l&T  up  :  'and  did  not  come  at  this  time  of  niLrlit  to  hear  this 
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*  Of  good  advice.  I  sent  for  you  to  give  it  you.  When  I 
wrote  to  you  to  bring  me  the  money  I  wanted,  it  was  but  a  pre- 
text ;  Barkins  might  have  fetched  it  from  the  City  in  the  morn- 
ing. I  want  you  to  send  Clara  and  the  children  t-o  Newcome. 
They  ought  to  go,  sir,  that  is  why  I  sent  for  you  ;  to  tell  you 
that.    Have  you  been  quareling  as  much  as  usual?' 

*  Pretty  much  as  usual,'  says  Barnes,  drumming  on  his  hat. 

*  Don't  beat  that  devil's  tattoo  ;  you  agacez  my  poor  old 
nerves.  When  Clara  was  given  to  you  she  was  as  well  broke  a 
girl  as  any  in  London.' 

Sir  Barnes  responded  by  a  groan. 

*  She  was  as  gentle  and  amenable  to  reason,  as  good- 
natured  a  girl  as  could  be  ;  a  little  vacant  and  silly,  but  you 
men  like  dolls  for  your  wives  ;  and  now  in  three  years  you  have 
utterly  spoiled  her.  She  is  restive,  she  is  artful,  slie  flies  into 
rages,  she  fights  you  and  beats  you.  He  !  he  !  and  that  comes 
of  your  beating  her  ! ' 

'  I  didn't  come  to  hear  this,  ma'am,'  says  Barnes,  livid  with 
rage. 

'  You  struck  her,  you  know  you  did.  Sir  Barnes  Newcome. 
She  rushed  over  to  me  last  year  on  the  night  you  did  it,  you 
know  she  did.' 

*  Great  God,  ma'am  !  You  know  the  provocation,'  screams 
Barnes. 

*  Provocation  or  not,  I  don't  say.  But  from  that  moment 
she  has  beat  you.  You  fool,  to  write  her  a  letter  and  ask  her 
pardon  !  If  I  had  been  a  man,  I  would  rather  have  strangled 
my  wife  than  have  humiliated  myself  so  before  her.  She  will 
never  forgive  that  blow.' 

'  I  was  mad  when  I  did  it ;  and  she  drove  me  mad,'  says 
Barnes.  *  She  has  the  temper  of  a  fiend  and  the  ingenuity  of 
the  devil.  In  two  years  an  entire  change  has  come  over  her. 
If  I  had  used  a  knife  to  her  I  should  not  have  been  surprised. 
But  it  is  not  with  you  to  reproach  me  about  Clara.  Your  lady- 
ship found  her  for  me.' 

*  And  you  spoilt  her  after  she  was  found,  sir.  She  told  me 
part  of  her  story  that  night  she  came  to  me.  I  know  it  is  true, 
Barnes.    You  have  treated  her  dreadfully,  sir.' 

*  I  know  that  she  makes  my  life  miserable,  and  there  is  no 
help  for  it,'  says  Barnes,  grinding  a  curse  between  his  teeth. 
*  Well,  well,  no  more  about  this.  How  is  Ethel  ?  Gone  to 
sleep  after  her  journey  ?  What  do  you  think,  ma'am,  I  have 
brought  for  her  ?    A  proposal.' 

*  Bon  Dieu  !     You  don't  mean  to  say  Charles  Belsizo 
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was  in  earnest ! '  cries  the  dowager.  *  I  always  thought  it 
was  a  ' 

'It  is  not  from  Lord  Highgate,  ma'am,'  Sir  Barnes  said 
gloomily.  '  It  is  some  time  since  I  have  known  that  he  was 
not  in  earnest  ;  and  he  knows  that  I  am  now.' 

*  Gracious  goodness  !  come  to  blows  with  him,  too  ?  You 
have  not  ?  That  would  be  the  very  thing  to  make  the  world 
talk,'  says  the  dowager,  with  some  anxiety. 

'  No,'  answers  Barnes.  '  He  knows  well  enough  that 
there  can  be  no  open  rupture.  We  had  some  words  the  other 
day  at  a  dinner  he  gave  at  liis  own  house  ;  Colonel  Newcome, 
and  that  young  beggar,  Clive,  and  that  fool,  Mr.  Hobson,  were 
there.  Lord  Highgate  was  confoundedly  insolent.  He  told 
me  that  I  did  not  dare  to  quarrel  with  him  because  of  the 
account  he  kept  at  our  house.  I  should  like  to  have  massacred 
him  !  She  has  told  him  tliat  I  struck  her — the  insolent  brute  I 
He  says  he  will  tell  it  at  my  clubs,  and  threatens  personal 
violence  to  me,  there,  if  I  do  it  again.  Lady  Kew,  I'm  not 
safe  from  that  man  and  that  w^oman,'  cries  poor  Barnes,  in  an 
agony  of  terror. 

'  Fighting  is  Jack  Belsize's  business,  Barnes  Newcome  ; 
banking  is  yours,  luckily,'  said  the  Dowager.  'As  old  Lord 
Highgate  was  to  die,  and  his  eldest  son  too,  it  is  a  pity  cer- 
tainly they  had  not  died  a  year  or  two  earlier,  and  left  poor 
Clara  and  Charles  to  come  toi^ether.  You  should  liave  mar- 
ried  some  woman  in  the  serious  way  ;  my  daughter  Walham 
could  have  found  you  one.  Frank,  I  am  toKl,  and  his  wife  go 
on  very  sweetly  together  ;  her  mother-in-law  governs  the  whole 
family.  They  have  turned  the  theater  back  into  a  chapel 
again  ;  they  have  six  little  ])lowboys  dressed  in  surplices  to 
sing  the  service  ;  and  Frank  and  the  Vicar  of  Kewbury  play 
at  cricket  with  them  on  holidays.  Stay,  why  should  not  Clara 
go  to  K(!wl)ury  ? ' 

'  She  and  her  sister  have  quarreled  about  this  very  affair 
with  Lord  Highgate.  Some  time  ago  it  appears  they  had 
words  about  it,  and  when  I  told  Kew  that  bygones  had  best 
be  bygones,  that  Highgate  was  very  sweet  u|)on  Ethel  now, 
and  that  I  did  not  <!hoose  to  lose  such  a  gootl  account  as  his, 
Kew  was  very  insolent  to  me.  His  conduct  was  blackguardly, 
ma'am,  (piit(?  blackguardly,  ami  you  may  be  sure  but  for  our 
relationship  I  would  have  call<Ml  liim  to  ' 

Heic  till-  talk  between  iJaiiies  and  his  anct»stress  was  inter- 
rupted by  the  appearance  of  Miss  Kthel  Newcome, taj)er  in  hand, 
who  descenth'd  fioiu  the  upper  regions  enveloped  in  a  shawl. 
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*  How  do  you  do,  Barnes  ?  How  is  Clara  ?  I  long  to  see 
my  little  nephew.  Is  he  like  his  pretty  papa  ? '  cries  the 
young  lady,  giving  her  fair  cheek  to  her  brother. 

*  Scotland  has  agreed  with  our  Newcome  rose,'  S2iys  Barnes 
gallantly.  *  My  dear  Ethel,  I  never  saw  you  in  greater  beauty.' 

*  By  the  light  of  one  bedroom  candle  !  What  should  I  be  if 
the  whole  room  were  lighted?  You  would  see  my  face  thei. 
was  covered  all  over  with  wrinkles,  and  quite  pale  and  woe-be- 
gone,  with  the  dreariness  of  the  Scotch  journey.  Oh,  what  a 
time  we  have  spent  !  haven't  we,  grandmamma  ?  I  never  wish 
to  go  to  a  great  castle  again  ;  above  all,  I  never  wish  to  go  to 
a  little  shooting-box.  Scotland  may  be  very  well  for  men  ; 
but  for  women — allow  me  to  go  to  Paris  when  next  there  is 
talk  of  a  Scotch  expedition.  I  had  rather  be  in  a  boarding 
school  in  the  Champs  filysees  than  in  the  finest  castle  in  the 
Highlands.  If  it  had  not  been  for  a  blessed  quarrel  with 
Fanny  Follington,  I  think  I  should  have  died  at  Glen  Short- 
horn. Have  you  seen  my  dear,  dear  uncle,  the  Colonel  ? 
When  did  he  arrive  ?' 

*  Is  he  come  ?    Why  is  he  come  ?'  asks  Lady  Kew. 

*  Is  he  come  ?  Look  here,  grandmamma !  Did  you  ever  see 
such  a  darling  shawl  ?  I  found  it  in  a  packet  in  my  room.' 

*  Well,  it  is  beautiful,'  cries  the  Dowager,  bending  her 
ancient  nose  over  the  web.  *  Your  Colonel  is  a  galant  homme, 
that  must  be  said  of  him ;  and  in  this  does  not  quite  take 
after  the  rest  of  the  family.  Hum  !  hum  !  Is  he  going  away 
again  soon  ? ' 

*  He  has  made  a  fortune,  a  very  considerable  fortune  for  a 
man  in  that  rank  in  life,'  says  Sir  Barnes.  *  He  cannot  have 
less  than  sixty  thousand  pounds.' 

*  Is  that  much  ?  '  asks  Ethel. 

*  Not  in  England,  at  our  rate  of  interest  ;  but  his  money  is 
in  India,  where  he  gets  a  great  percentage.  His  income  must 
be  five  or  six  thousand  pounds,  ma'am,'  says  Barnes,  turning 
to  Lady  Kew. 

*A  few  of  the  Indians  were  in  society  in  my  time,  my 
dear,'  says  Lady  Kew  musingly.  *  My  father  has  often  talked 
to  me  about  Barwell  of  Stanstead,  and  his  house  in  St.  James' 
Square,  the  man  who  ordered  "more  curricles "  when  there 
were  not  carriages  enough  for  his  guests.  I  was  taken  to  Mr. 
Hastings'  trial.  It  was  very  stupid  and  long.  The  young 
man,  the  painter,  I  suppose  will  leave  his  paint  pots  now,  and 
set  up  as  a  gentleman.  I  suppose  they  were  very  poor,  or 
his  father  would  not  have  put  him  to  such  a  profession. 
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Barnes,  why  did  3'ou  not  make  him  a  clerk  in  the  bank,  and 
save  him  from  the  humiliation?' 

'  Humiliation  !  why,  he  is  proud  of  it.  My  uncle  is  as  proud 
as  a  Plantagenet  ;  though  he  is  as  humble  as — as  what  ?  Give 
me  a  simile,  Barnes.  Do  you  know  what  my  quarrel  with 
Fanny  FoUington  was  about  ?  She  said  we  were  not  descended 
from  the  barber-surgeon,  and  laughed  at  the  Battle  of  Bos- 
worth.  She  says  our  great-grandfather  was  a  weaver.  Was 
he  a  weaver  ? ' 

'  How  should  I  know  ?  and  what  on  earth  does  it  matter, 
my  child  ?  Except  the  Gaunts,  the  Howards,  and  the  one  or 
two  more,  there  is  scarcely  any  good  blood  in  England.  You 
are  lucky  in  sharing  some  of  mine.  My  poor  Lord  Kew's 
grandfather  was  an  apothecary  at  Hampton  Court,  and 
founded  the  family  by  giving  a  dose  of  rhubarb  to  Queen 
Caroline.  As  a  rule,  nobody  is  of  a  good  family.  Didn't  that 
young  man,  that  son  of  the  Colonel's,  go  about  last  year  ? 
How  did  be  get  in  societ}'^?  Where  did  we  meet  him?  Oh  ! 
at  Baden,  yes  ;  when  Barnes  was  courting,  and  my  grandson 
— yes,  my  grandson — acted  so  wickedly.'  Here  she  began  to 
cough,  and  to  tremble  so  that  her  old  stick  shook  under  her 
hand.  '  Ring  the  bell  for  Ross.  Ross,  I  will  go  to  bed.  Go 
you  too,  Ethel.    You  have  been  traveling  enough  to-day.' 

*  Her  memory  seems  to  fail  her  a  little,'  Ethel  whispered  to 
her  brother  ;  *  or  she  will  only  remember  what  she  wishes. 
Don't  you  see  that  slie  has  grown  very  much  older  ?' 

'  I  will  be  with  her  in  the  morning.  I  have  business  with 
her,'  said  Barnes. 

*  Good-night.  Give  my  love  to  Clara,  and  kiss  the  little 
ones  for  me.    Have  you  done  wliatyou  promised  me,  Barnes?* 

^  What?' 

'To  be — to  be  kind  to  Clara.  Don't  say  cruel  things  to 
her.  She  has  a  high  spirit,  and  she  feels  them,  though  she 
Bays  nothing.' 

'  Doesn*t  she  ? '  sai<l  Barnes  grimly. 

*  Ah,  liarnoK,  be  gentle  witii  lier.  Seldom  as  T  saw  you 
together,  when  T  lived  with  you  in  the  sjtring,  I  could  see  tiiat 
you  were  harsh,  though  slu-  afTected  t<)  laiigli  when  slie  spoke 
of  your  coTubiet  to  \\vr.  lie  kind.  I  am  sure  it  is  the  best, 
Barnes  ;  better  than  all  the  w  it  in  the  world.  Look  at  grand- 
mamma, how  witty  she  was  and  is  ;  what  a  reputatit>M  she 
had,  and  l»ow  ])eople  were  afraid  of  her  ;  and  see  lier  now — 
quite  alone.' 

'I'll  see  her  in  the  morning  (piite  alone,  n>y  tlear,'  m>yrt 
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Barnes,  waving  a  little  gloved  hand.  *  By-by  ! '  and  hia 
brougham  drove  away. 

While  Ethel  Newcome  had  been  under  her  brother's  roof, 
where  I  and  friend  Clive,  and  scores  of  others  had  been 
smartly  entertained,  there  had  been  quarrels  and  recrimi- 
nations, misery  and  heart-burning,  cruel  words  and  shameful 
struggles,  the  wretched  combatants  in  which  appeared  before 
the  world  with  smiling  faces,  resuming  their  battle  when  the 
feast  was  concluded  and  the  company  gone. 

On  the  next  morning,  when  Barnes  came  to  visit  his  grand- 
mother. Miss  Newcome  was  gone  away  to  see  her  sister-in-law, 
Lady  Kew  said,  with  whom  she  was  going  to  pass  the  morn- 
ing ;  so  Barnes  and  Lady  Kew  had  an  uninterrupted  tete-d-t€te, 
in  which  the  former  acquainted  the  old  lady  with  the  proposal 
which  Colonel  Newcome  had  made  to  him  on  the  previous  night. 

Lady  Kew  wondered  what  the  impudence  of  the  world 
would  come  to.  An  artist  propose  for  Ethel !  One  of  her 
footmen  might  propose  next,  and  she  supposed  Barnes  would 
bring  the  message.  *  The  father  came  and  proposed  for  this 
young  painter,  and  you  didn't  order  him  out  of  the  room  !  * 

Barnes  laughed.  *  The  Colonel  is  one  of  my  constituents. 
I  can't  afford  to  order  one  of  the  Bundelcund  Banking  Com- 
pany out  of  its  own  room.' 

*  You  did  not  tell  Ethel  this  pretty  news,  I  suppose?' 

*  Of  course  I  didn't  tell  Ethel.  Nor  did  I  tell  the  Colonel 
that  Ethel  was  in  London.  He  fancies  her  in  Scotland  with 
your  ladyship  at  this  moment.' 

*I  wish  the  Colonel  were  at  Calcutta,  and  his  son  with  him. 
I  wish  he  was  in  the  Ganges  ;  I  wish  he  was  under  Jugger- 
naut's car,'  cried  the  old  lady.  *  How  much  money  has  the 
wretch  really  got?  If  he  is  of  importance  to  the  bank,  of 
course  you  must  keep  well  with  him.  Five  thousand  a  year, 
and  he  says  he  will  settle  it  all  on  his  son  ?  He  must  be  crazy. 
There  is  nothing  some  of  these  people  will  not  do,  no  sacrifice 
tliey  will  not  make,  to  ally  themselves  with  good  families. 
Certainly  you  must  remain  on  good  terms  with  him  and  his 
bank.  And  we  must  say  nothing  of  the  business  to  Ethel, 
and  trot  out  of  town  as  quickly  as  we  can.  Let  me  see.  We 
go  to  Drumraington  on  Saturday.  This  is  Tuesday.  Bar- 
kins,  you  will  keep  the  front  drawing-room  shutters  shut,  and 
remember  we  are  not  in  town,  unless  Lady  Glenlivat  or  Lord 
Farintosh  should  call.' 

*  Do  you  think  Farintosh  will — will  call,  ma'ara  ?  *  asked 
Sir  Barnes  demurelv. 
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He  will  be  going  through  to  Newmarket.  He  has  been 
where  we  have  been  at  two  or  three  places  in  Scotland,'  replies 
the  lady,  with  equal  gravity.  '  His  poor  mother  wishes  him 
to  give  up  his  bachelor's  life — as  well  she  may — for  yo'x  young 
men  are  terribly  dissipated.  Rossmont  is  quite  a  regal  place. 
His  Norfolk  house  is  not  inferior.  A  young  man  of  that  station 
ought  to  marry,  and  live  at  his  places,  and  be  an  example  to 
his  people,  instead  of  frittering  away  his  time  at  Paris  and 
Vienna  among  the  most  odious  company.' 

'  Is  he  going  to  Drummington  ? '  asks  the  grandson, 

'  I  believe  he  has  been  invited.  We  shall  go  to  Paris  for 
November;  he  probably  will  be  there,'  answered  the  Dowager 
casually  ;  '  and  tired  of  the  dissipated  life  he  has  been  leading, 
let  us  hope  he  will  mend  his  ways,  and  find  a  virtuous,  well- 
bred  young  woman  to  keep  him  right.' 

With  this  her  ladyship's  apothecary  is  announced,  and  her 
banker  and  grandson  takes  his  leave. 

Sir  Barnes  walked  into  the  city  with  his  umbrella,  read  his 
letters,  conferred  with  his  partners  and  confidential  clerks;  was 
for  a  while  not  the  exasperated  husband,  or  the  affectionate 
brother,  or  tho  amiable  grandson,  but  the  shrewd,  brisk  banker, 
engaged  entirely  with  his  business.  Presently  he  had  occa- 
sion to  go  on  'change,  or  elsewhere,  to  confer  with  brother 
capitalists,  and  in  Cornhill  behold  he  meets  his  uncle,  Colonel 
Newcome,  riding  toward  the  India  house,  a  groom  behind  him. 

The  Colonel  springs  off  his  horse,  and  Barnes  greets  him 
in  the  blandest  manner.  '  Have  you  any  news  for  me, 
Barnes  ?'  cries  the  officer. 

'  The  accounts  from  Calcutta  are  remarkably  good.  That 
cotton  is  of  admirable  quality  really.  Mr.  liriggs  of  ourhou.se, 
who  knows  cotton  as  well  as  any  wvau  in  England,  says  ' 

'It's  not  the  cotton,  my  dear  Sir  Barnes,'  cries  the  other, 

'The  bills  arc^  perfectly  good  ;  there  is  no  sort  of  difficulty 
about  them.    Our  house  will  take  half  a  million  of  'em,  il'  ' 

'  You  are  talking  of  bills,  and  I  am  thinking  of  poor  C^live,' 
the  Colonel  interposes.  *  I  wish  you  could  give  me  good  news 
for  him,  Barnes.' 

'  I  wisli  I  could,  I  heartily  trust  that  I  may  some  day. 
My  good  wislies  you  know  are  enlisted  in  your  son's  beiialf,' 
cries  liarnes  gallanlly.  'Droll  plac(»  to  talk  sentinwnt  in — 
Cornliill,  isn't  it  ?  Hut  Ktliel,  as  I  told  you,  is  in  the  hands  of 
liigiier  powers,  and  we  must  conciliate  Lady  Kew  if  wo  can. 
Sh(i  has  always  spoken  very  highly  of  ('live;  very.' 

"  Had  I  not  best  go  to  her  V  "  asks  the  Colonel. 
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*  Into  the  North,  my  good  sir  ?  She  is — ah — she  is  travei- 
ing  about.  I  think  you  had  best  depend  upon  me.  Good- 
morning.  In  the  City  we  have  no  hearts,  you  know.  Colonel. 
Be  sure  you  shall  hear  from  me  as  soon  as  Lady  Kew  and 
Ethel  come  to  town.' 

And  the  banker  hurried  away,  shaking  his  finger-tips  to  his 
uncle,  and  leaving  the  good  Colonel  utterly  surprised  at  his 
statements.  For  the  fact  is,  the  Colonel  knew  that  Lady  Kew 
was  in  London,  having  been  apprised  of  the  circumstance  in 
the  simplest  manner  in  the  world,  namely,  by  a  note  from  Miss 
Ethel,  which  billet  he  had  in  his  pocket,  while  he  was  talking 
with  the  head  of  the  house  of  Hobson  Brothers. 

'  My  dear  Uncle '  (the  note  said)  :  *  How  glad  I  shall  be  to 
see  you  !  How  shall  I  thank  you  for  the  beautiful  shawl,  and 
the  kind,  kind  remembrance  of  me  ?  I  found  your  present 
yesterday  evening  on  our  arrival  from  the  North.  We  are  only 
liere  en  passant^  and  see  nobody  in  Queen  Street  but  Barnes, 
who  has  just  been  about  business,  and  he  does  not  count,  jo\x 
know.  I  shall  go  and  see  Clara  to-morrow,  and  make  her  take 
me  to  see  your  pretty  friend,  Mrs.  Pendennis.  How  glad  I 
should  be  if  you  happened  to  pay  Mrs.  P.  a  visit  about  two. 
Good-night.  I  thank  you  a  thousand  times,  and  am  always 
your  affectionate  E. 

*  Queen  Street.    Tuesday  night.    Ticelve  o'^dock? 

This  note  came  to  Colonel  Newcome's  breakfast-table,  and 
he  smothered  the  exclamation  of  wonder  which  was  rising  to 
his  lips,  not  choosing  to  provoke  the  questions  of  Clive,  who 
sat  opposite  to  him.  Clive's  father  was  in  a  woeful  perplexity 
all  that  forenoon.  *  Tuesday  night,  twelve  o'clock,'  thought 
he.  *  Why,  Barnes  must  have  gone  to  his  grandmother  from 
my  dinner  table  ;  and  he  told  me  she  was  out  of  town,  and  said 
so  again  just  now  when  we  met  in  the  City.'  (The  Colonel  was 
riding  toward  Richmond  at  this  time.)  *  What  cause  had  the 
young  man  to  tell  me  these  lies  ?  Lady  Kew  may  not  wish 
to  be  at  home  to  me,  but  need  Barnes  Newcome  say  what  is 
untrue  to  mislead  me  ?  The  fellow  actually  went  away  simper- 
ing, and  kissing  his  hand  to  me,  with  a  falsehood  on  his  lips  ! 
What  a  pretty  villain  !  A  fellow  would  deserve,  and  has  got,  a 
horsewhipping  for  less.  And  to  think  of  a' Newcome  doing  this 
to  his  own  flesh  and  blood  ;  a  young  Judas  ! '  Very  sad  and 
bewildered,  the  Colonel  rode  toward  Richmond,  where  he  was 
to  happen  to  call  on  Mrs.  Pendennis. 

It  was  not  much  of  a  fib  that  Barnes  had  told.  Lady  Kew 
announcing  that  she  was  out  of  town,  her  grandson,  no  doubt, 
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thouglit  himself  justified  in  saying  so,  as  any  other  of  lier  ser- 
vants would  have  done.  But  if  he  had  recollected  how  Ethel 
came  down  with  the  Colonel's  shawl  on  her  shoulders,  how  it 
was  possible  she  might  have  written  to  thank  her  uncle,  surely 
Barnes  Newcome  would  not  have  pulled  that  unlucky  long-bow. 
The  banker  had  other  thino^s  to  think  of  than  Ethel  and  her 
shawl. 

When  Thomas  Newcome  dismounted  at  the  door  of  Honey- 
moon Cottage,  Richmond,  the  temporary  residence  of  A.  Pen- 
dennis,  Esq.,  one  of  the  handsomest  young  women  in  England 
ran  into  the  passage  with  outstretched  arms,  called  him  her 
dear  old  uncle,  and  gave  him  two  kisses  that  I  dare  say  brought 
blushes  on  his  lean  sunburnt  cheeks.  Ethel  clung  always  to 
his  affection.  She  wanted  that  man,  rather  than  any  other  in 
the  whole  world,  to  think  well  of  her.  When  she  was  with  him, 
she  was  the  amiable  and  simple,  the  loving,  impetuous  creature 
of  old  times.  She  chose  to  think  of  no  otlier.  Worldliness, 
heartlessness,  eager  scheming,  cold  flirtations,  marquis  hunting 
and  the  like  disappeared  for  a  while  and  were  not,  as  she  sat 
at  that  honest  man's  side.  Oh  me  !  that  we  should  have  to  re- 
cord such  charges  against  Ethel  Newcome  ! 

1  .'c  was  come  home  for  good  now  ?  He  would  never  leave 
that  boy  he  spoiled  so,  who  Avas  a  good  boy,  too  ;  she  wished 
she  could  see  him  oftener.  At  Paris,  at  Mme.  de  Florae's — '  I 
found  out  all  about  Mme.  de  Florae,  sir,'  says  Ethel,  with  a 
laugh,  *  we  used  often  to  meet  tliere  ;  and  here,  sometimes, 
in  London.  But  in  London  it  is  different.  You  know  what 
peculiar  notions  some  people  have  ;  and  as  I  live  with  grand- 
mamma, who  is  most  kind  to  me  and  my  brothers,  of  course 
I  must  obey  her,  and  see  her  friends  rather  than  my  own. 
She  likes  going  out  into  the  world,  and  T  am  bound  in  duty 
to  go  with  her,'  etc.,  etc.  Thus  the  young  lady  went  on  talk- 
ing, defending  herself  whom  nobody  attacked,  [)rolesting  her 
dislike  to  gayety  and  dissipation — you  would  have  fancied 
her  an  artless  young  country  lass,  only  longing  to  trip  back  to 
her  village,  milk  h(!r  cows  at  sunrise,  anil  sit  spinning  of  winter 
evenings  by  tlie  fire. 

*  Why  do  you  come  and  spoil  my  frfc-d-frfc  with  niy  uncle, 
Mr.  Pendcnnis  ?  '  (!ricH  the  young  ladv  to  the  master  of 
house,  who  liappens  to  enter.  M)f  all  the  men  in  the  world 
the  one  I  like  best  to  talk  to  !  Does  he  not  K)ok  younger  than 
wlien  he  went  to  India?  When  (Mive  marries  that  prcttN 
little  Miss  Macken/,ie,  you  will  marry  again,  uncle,  antl  I  will 
be  jealous  of  your  wile.' 
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*  Did  Barnes  tell  you  that  we  had  met  last  night,  my  dear  ?' 
asks  the  Colonel. 

*  Not  one  word.  Your  shawl  and  your  dear  kind  note  told 
me  you  were  come.  Why  did  not  Barnes  tell  us  ?  Why  do 
you  look  so  grave  ?  ' 

*  He  has  not  told  her  that  I  was  here,  and  would  have  me 
believe  her  absent,'  thought  Newcome,  as  his  countenance  fell. 
'  Shall  I  give  her  my  own  message,  and  plead  my  poor  boy's 
cause  with  her  ? '  I  know  not  whether  he  was  about  to  lay  his 
suit  before  her  ;  he  said  himself  subsequently  that  his  mind 
was  not  made  up,  but  at  this  juncture  a*  procession  of.;nurses 
and  babies  made  their  appearance,  followed  by  the  two  mothers, 
who  had  been  comparing  their  mutual  prodigies  (each  lady  hav- 
ing her  own  private  opinion) — Lady  Clara  and  my  wife — the 
latter  for  once  gracious  to  Lady  Clara  Newcome,  in  considera- 
tion of  the  infantine  company  with  which  she  came  to  visit 
Mrs.  Pendennis. 

Luncheon  was  served  presently.  The  carriage  of  the  New- 
<3omes  drove  away,  my  wife  smilingly  pardoning  Ethel  for  the 
assignation  which  the  young  person  had  made  at  our  house. 
And  when  those  ladies  were  gone  our  good  Colonel  held  a 
council  of  war  with  us,  his  two  friends,  and  told  us  what  had 
happened  between  him  and  Barnes  on  that  morning  and  the 
previous  night.  His  offer  to  sacrifice  every  shilling  of  his  for- 
tune to  young  Clive  seemed  to  him  to  be  perfectly  simple 
(though  the  recital  of  the  circumstances  brought  tears  into  my 
wife's  eyes) — he  mentioned  it  by  the  way,  and  as  a  matter  that 
was  scarcely  to  call  for  comment,  much  less  praise. 

Barnes'  extraordinary  statements  respecting  Lady  Kew's 
absence  puzzled  the  elder  Newcome  ;  and  he  spoke  of  his 
nephew's  conduct  with  much  indignation.  In  vain  I  urged  that 
her  ladyship  desiring  to  be  considered  absent  from  London, 
her  grandson  was  bound  to  keep  her  secret.  *  Keep  her  secret, 
yes  !  Tell  me  lies,  no  ! '  cries  out  the  Colonel.  Sir  Barnes' 
conduct  was  in  fact  indefensible,  though  not  altogether  unusual 
— the  worst  deduction  to  be  drawn  from  it,  in  my  opinion,  was 
that  Clive's  chance  with  the  young  lady  was  but  a  poor  one 
and  that  Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  inclined  to  keep  his  uncle  in 
good  humor,  would  therefore  give  him  no  disagreeable  refusal. 

Now  this  gentleman  could  no  more  pardon  a  lie  than  he 
could  utter  one.  He  would  believe  all  and  everything  a  man 
told  him  until  deceived  once,  after  which  he  never  forgave. 
And  wrath  being  once  roused  in  his  simple  mind  and  distrust 
firmly  fixed  there,  his  anger  and  prejudices  gathered  daily.  He 
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could  see  no  single  good  quality  in  his  opponent ,  and  hated 
him  with  a  daily  increasing  bitterness. 

As  ill-luck  would  have  it,  that  very  same  evening  on  his 
return  to  town  Thomas  Newcome  entered  Bay's  club,  of  which, 
at  our  request,  he  had  become  a  member  during  his  last  visit 
to  England,  and  there  was  Sir  Barnes,  as  usual,  on  his  way 
homeward  from  the  City.  Barnes  was  writing  at  a  table,  and 
sealing  and  closing  a  letter,  as  he  saw  tlie  Colonel  enter  ;  he 
thought  he  had  been  a  little  inattentive  and  curt  with  his  uncle 
in  the  morning  ;  had  remarked,  perhaps,  the  expression  of  dis- 
approval on  the  Colonel's  countenance.  He  simpered  up  to 
his  uncle  as  the  latter  entered  the  club  room,  and  apologized 
for  his  haste  when  they  met  in  tlie  City  in  the  morning — all 
City  men  were  so  busy  !  *  And  I  have  been  writing  about  this 
little  affair,  just  as  you  came  in,'  he  said  ;  '  quite  a  moving 
letter  to  Lady  Kew,  I  assure  you,  and  I  do  liope  and  trust  we 
shall  have  a  favorable  answer  in  a  day  or  two.' 

*  You  said  her  ladyship  was  in  the  North,  I  think  ? '  said 
the  Colonel  dryly. 

'  Oh,  yes — in  the  North,  at — at  Lord  Wallsend's — great 
coal  proprietor,  you  know.' 

*  And  your  sister  is  with  her?' 

*  Ethel  is  always  with  her.' 

*  I  hope  you  will  send  her  my  very  best  remembrances,' 
says  the  Colonel. 

*  I'll  open  the  letter,  and  add  'em  in  a  postscript,'  said  Barnes. 

*  Confounded  liar  !  '  cried  the  Colonel,  mentioning  the  cir- 
cumstance to  me  afterward,  *  why  does  not  somcboily  pitch 
him  out  of  the  bow  window  ?' 

If  we  were  in  the  secret  of  Sir  Barnes  Newcome's  corre- 
spondence, and  could  but  ])eep  into  that  particular  letter  to  his 
grandmother,  I  dare  say  we  should  read  that  he  had  seen  the 
Colonel,  who  was  very  anxious  about  his  darling  youth's  suit, 
but  ])urKuant  to  La<ly  Kew's  desire  Barnes  had  stoutly  main- 
tained that  her  ladyshij*  was  still  in  the  North,  enjoying  the 
genial  hospitality  of  I^ord  Wallsend;  that  of  course*  he  should 
say  nothing  to  Elhel,  except  with  Lady  Kew's  full  perniisHion  ; 
that  he  wished  her  a  pleasant  trip  to  ,  an<l  was,  et(!.,  etc. 

Then  if  we  could  follow  him,  we  might  see  him  reach  his 
Belgravian  mansion  ami  fling  an  angry  w<M-d  to  his  wif<'aMHho 
sitsaloiu^  in  t  he  darkling  drawing  room,  poring  over  tht»enibei  s. 

He  will  ask  her,  pr(d)al)ly  with  an  oath,  why  the  she  iHn«>t 

dressed  ;  and  if  she  always  intends  to  keep  hereonipany  wail- 
ing ?    An  hour  hence,  each  with  a  snurk,  and  the  lady  in  Munirt 
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raiment  with  flowers  in  her  hair,  will  be  greeting  their  guests 
as  they  arrive.  Then  will  come  dinner  and  such  conversation 
as  it  brings.  Then  at  night  Sir  Barnes  will  issue  forth,  cigar 
in  mouth,  to  return  to  his  own  chamber  at  his  own  hour  ;  to 
breakfast  by  himself  ;  to  go  citj^ward,  money-getting.  He 
will  see  his  children  once  a  fortnight,  and  exchange  a  dozen 
sharp  words  with  his  wife  twice  in  that  time. 

More  and  more  sad  does  the  Lady  Clara  become  from  day 
to  day  ;  liking  more  to  sit  lonely  over  the  fire  ;  careless  about 
the  sarcasms  of  her  husband,  the  prattle  of  her  children.  She 
cries  sometimes  over  the  cradle  of  the  young  heir.  She  is 
aweary,  aweary.  You  understand  the  man  to  whom  her  par- 
ents sold  her  does  not  make  her  happy,  though  she  has  been 
bought  with  diamonds,  two  carriages,  several  large  footmen, 
a  fine  country  house  with  delightful  gardens  and  conserva- 
tories, and  with  all  this  she  is  miserable — is  it  possible  ? 

CHAPTER  Lin. 

IN  WHICH  KINSMEN  FALL  OUT. 

Not  the  least  difficult  part  of  Thomas  Newcome's  present 
business  was  to  keep  from  his  son  all  knowledge  of  the  nego- 
tiation in  which  he  was  engaged  on  Clive's  behalf.  If  my 
gentle  reader  has  had  sentimental  disappointments,  he  or  she 
is  aware  that  the  friends  who  have  given  him  most  sympathy 
under  these  calamities  have  been  persons  who  have  had  dis- 
mal histories  of  their  own  at  some  time  of  their  lives,  and  I  con- 
clude Colonel  Newcome  in  his  early  da3'S  must  have  suffered 
very  cruelly  in  that  affair  of  which  we  have  a  slight  cogni- 
zance, or  he  would  not  have  felt  so  very  much  anxiety  about 
Clive's  condition. 

A  few  chapters  back  and  we  described  the  first  attack  and 
Clive's  manful  cure  ;  then  we  had  to  indicate  the  young  gentle 
man's  relapse  and  the  noisy  exclamations  of  the  youth  under 
this  second  outbreak  of  fever.  Calling  him  back  after  she  had 
dismissed  him,  and  finding  pretext  after  pretext  to  see  him — 
why  did  the  girl  encourage  him,  as  she  certainly  did  ?  I  allow, 
with  Mrs.  Grundy  and  most  moralists,  that  Miss  Newcome's 
conduct  in  this  matter  was  highly  reprehensible  ;  that  if  she  did 
not  intend  to  marry  Clive  she  should  have  broken  with  him 
altogether;  that  a  virtuous  young  woman  of  high  principle,  etc., 
etc.,  having  once  determined  to  reject  a  suitor,  should  sepa- 
rate from  liim  utterly  then  and  there — never  give  him  again 
the  least  chance  of  a  hope,  or  reillume  the  extinguished  fire  in 
the  wretch's  bosom. 
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But  coquetry,  but  kindness,  but  family  affection,  and  a 
strong,  very  strong  partiality  for  the  rejected  lover — are  these 
not  to  be  taken  in  account,  and  to  plead  as  excuses  for  her 
behavior  to  her  cousin  ?  The  least  unworthy  part  of  her  con- 
duct, some  critics  will  say,  was  that  desire  to  see  Clive  and  be 
well  with  him  ;  as  she  felt  the  greatest  regard  for  him,  the 
showing  it  was  not  blamable  ;  and  every  flutter  which  she 
made  to  escape  out  of  the  meshes  which  the  world  had  cast 
about  her  was  but  the  natural  effort  at  liberty.  It  was  her 
prudence  which  was  wrong,  and  her  submission  wherein  she 
was  most  culpable.  In  the  early  church  story,  do  we  not 
read  how  young  martyrs  constantly  liad  to  disobey  worldly 
papas  and  mammas,  wlio  would  have  had  them  silent,  and  not 
utter  their  dangerous  opinions  ?  how  their  parents  locked  them 
up,  kept  them  on  bread  and  water,  whipped  and  tortured 
them,  in  order  to  enforce  obedience  ? — nevertheless  they  would 
declare  the  truth  ;  they  would  defy  the  gods  by  law  estab- 
lished and  deliver  themselves  up  to  the  lions  or  the  tormentors. 
Are  not  there  heathen  idols  enshrined  among  us  still  ?  Does 
not  the  world  worship  them,  and  persecute  those  who  refuse 
to  kneel  ?  Do  not  many  timid  souls  sacrifice  to  them  ;  and 
other  bolder  spirits  rebel,  and,  with  rage  at  their  hearts,  bend 
down  their  stubborn  knees  at  their  altars?  See  !  I  began  by 
siding  with  Mrs.  Grundy  and  the  world,  and  at  the  next  turn 
of  the  see-saw  have  lighted  down  on  Ethel's  side,  and  am 
disposed  to  think  that  the  very  best  part  of  her  conduct  has 
been  those  escapades  which — which  right-minded  persons 
most  justly  condemn.  At  least  that  a  young  beauty  should 
torture  a  man  with  alternate  liking  and  indifference  ;  allure, 
dismiss,  and  call  him  back  out  of  banish niont  ;  practice  arts 
to  please  upon  him,  and  ignore  them  when  rebuked  for  her 
coquetry — these  are  surely  occurrences  so  common  in  young 
women's  history  as  to  call  for  no  special  censure,  and,  if  on 
these  charges  Miss  New(U)nie  is  guilty,  is  she,  of  all  her  si  x, 
alone  in  her  criminality? 

So  R^thel  and  her  (lu<M>iia  went  away  u|)()n  (heir  (our  of  visits 
to  mansions  HO  splcndi*!,  :iiid  among  hosts  and  guests  so  polite, 
that  th(5  j)r(!S('nt  modest  historian  does  not  daie  to  ft)llow  thcni. 
Suffice  it  to  say  that  Duke  This  and  Karl  That  were,  according 
to  their  hospitabU'  custom,  cntcrt ainiiig  a  brilliant  circle  of 
fricMidsat  their  resp<'clivc  castles, all  whose  iiauu's  the  Mor/n'/n/ 
Po.tt  gave,  and  among  them  those  of  the  Dowager  Countess 
of  Kcw  an<l  Miss  Newcome. 

Durinir  her  absence  Tlmm.is  Newcon»e  Lrriuilv  await etl  the 
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result  of  his  application  to  Barnes.  That  baronet  showed  hig 
uncle  a  letter,  or  rather  a  postscript,  from  Lady  Kew,  which  had 
probably  been  dictated  by  Barnes  himself,  in  wliich  the  Dow- 
ager said  she  was  greatly  touched  by  Colonel  Newcome's  noble 
offer  ;  that  though  she  owned  she  had  very  different  views  for 
her  granddaughter,  Miss  Newcome's  choice  of  course  lay  with 
herself.  Meanwhile,  Lady  K.  and  Ethel  were  engaged  in  a 
round  of  visits  to  the  countrj^,  and  there  would  be  plenty  of 
time  to  resume  this  subject  w^hen  they  came  to  London  for  the 
season.  And  lest  dear  Ethel's  feelings  sliould  be  needlessly 
agitated  by  a  discussion  of  the  subject,  and  the  Colonel  should 
take  a  fancy  to  write  to  lier  privately.  Lady  Kew  gave  orders 
that  all  letters  from  London  should  be  dispatched  under  cover 
to  her  ladyship,  and  carefully  examined  the  contents  of  the 
packet  before  Ethel  received  her  share  of  tlie  correspondence. 

To  write  to  her  personally  on  the  subject  of  the  marriage, 
Thomas  Newcome  had  determined  was  not  a  proper  course 
for  him  to  pursue.  *  They  consider  themselves,'  says  he, 
*  above  us,  forsooth,  in  their  rank  of  life  (Oh,  mercy  !  w^hat 
pygmies  we  are  !  and  don't  angels  weep  at  the  brief  authority 
in  which  we  dress  ourselves  up  !),  and  of  course  the  approaches 
on  our  side  must  be  made  in  regular  form,  and  the  parents  of  the 
youngpeople  must  act  for  them.  Clive  is  too  honorable  a  man  to 
wish  to  conduct  the  affair  in  any  other  wa}'.  He  might  try  the 
influence  of  his  beaux  yeux,  and  run  off  to  Gretna  with  a  girl 
who  had  nothing ;  but  the  young  lady  being  wealthy, and  his  re- 
lation, sir,  we  must  be  on  the  point  of  honor  ;  and  all  the  Kews 
in  Christendom  shan't  have  more  pride  than  we  in  this  matter.' 

All  this  time  we  are  keeping  Mr.  Clive  purposely  in  the 
background.  His  face  is  so  woe-begone  that  we  do  not  care  to 
bring  it  forward  in  the  family  picture.  His  case  is  so  common 
that  surely  its  lugubrious  sj^mptoms  need  not  be  described  at 
length.  He  works  away  fiercely  at  his  pictures,  and  in  spite  of 
himself  improves  in  his  art.  He  sent  a  *  Combat  of  Cavalry' 
and  a  picture  of  *  Sir  Brian  the  Templar  carrying  off  Rebecca,' 
to  the  British  Institution  this  year  ;  both  of  which  pieces  were 
praised  in  other  journals  besides  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette.  He 
did  not  care  for  the  newspaper  praises.  He  was  rather  sur^ 
prised  when  a  dealer  purchased  his  *  Sir  Brian  the  Templar.' 
He  came  and  w^ent  from  our  house  a  melancholy  swain.  He 
was  thankful  for  Laura's  kindness  and  pity.  J.  J.'s  studio  was 
his  principal  resort ;  and  I  dare  say,  as  he  set  up  his  own  easel 
there,  and  worked  by  his  friend's  side,  he  bemoaned  his  lot  to 
his  sympathizing  friend. 
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Sir  Barnes  Newcome's  family  was  absent  from  London  dur- 
ing the  winter.  His  mother,  and  his  brothers  and  sisters,  his 
wife  and  his  two  children,  were  gone  to  Newcome  for  Christ- 
mas. Some  six  weeks  after  seeing  him,  Ethel  wrote  her  uncle  a 
kind,  merry  letter.  They  had  been  performing  private  the- 
atricals at  the  country  house  where  she  and  Lady  Kew  were 
staying.  '  Captain  Crackthrope  made  an  admirable  Jeremy 
Diddler  in  "  Raising  the  Wind."  Lord  Farintosli  broke  down 
lamentably  as  Fusbos  in  "  Bombastes  Furioso." '  Miss  Ethel 
had  distinguished  herself  in  both  of  these  facetious  little  come- 
dies. *  I  should  like  Clive  to  paint  me  as  Miss  Plainwaj's,' 
she  wrote.  '  I  wore  a  powdered  front,  painted  my  face  all  over 
wrinkles,  imitated  old  Lady  Griffin  as  well  as  I  could,  and 
looked  sixty  at  least.' 

Thomas  Newcome  wrote  an  answer  to  his  fair  niece's  pleas- 
ant letter.  '  Clive,'  he  said,  '  would  be  happy  to  bargain  to 
paint  her,  and  nobody  else  but  her,  all  the  days  of  his  life  ; 
and,'  the  Colonel  was  sure,  *  would  admire  her  at  sixty  as 
much  as  he  did  now,  when  she  was  forty  years  younger.'  But, 
determined  on  maintaining  his  appointed  line  of  conduct 
respecting  Miss  Newcome,  he  carried  his  letter  to  Sir  Barnes, 
and  desired  him  to  forward  it  to  his  sister.  Sir  Barnes  took 
the  note,  and  promised  to  dispatch  it.  The  communications 
between  him  and  his  uncle  had  been  very  brief  and  cold  since 
the  telling  of  those  little  fibs  concerning  old  Lady  Kew's  visits 
to  London,  which  the  Baronet  dismissed  from  liis  mind  as  soon 
as  they  were  spoken,  and  which  the  good  Colonel  nevi  r  could 
forgive.  Barnes  asked  his  uncle  to  dinner  once  or  twice,  but 
the  Colonel  was  engaged.  I  low  was  Barnes  to  know  the  rea- 
son of  the  elder's  refusal?  A  London  man,  a  banker  and  :i 
Member  of  Parliament,  lias  a  thousand  things  to  liiink  of,  and 
no  time  to  wonder  that  friends  refuse  his  invitations  to  dinner, 
l^arnes  continued  to  grin  and  smile  most  affectionately  when 
he  met  the  Colonel  ;  to  ])r('ss  his  hand,  to  congratulate  him  on 
the  last  accounts  from  In<lia,  uiiconsci<»us  of  tin-  scorn  and  dis- 
trust with  whi(;li  his  senior  mentally  n-gardcd  liinj.  'Old  boy 
is  doiibtful  about  the  young  cub's  love  affair,'  the  l»aronet  niay 
liav(^  thouglit.  *  We'll  case  his  old  mind  on  tliat  point  some 
time  hence.'  No  doubl  liarneH  thought  lie  was  conducting 
the  business  very  smartly  and  diplomatically. 

T  hcanl  niysclf  news  al  this  period  from  tlie  gallant  Crack- 
t.horpe,  which,  being  inti'rested  in  my  y<MinLr  fri'  iid's  happiiu-ss, 
filled  Hie  with  some  disntay.  'Our  friend  the  )»aint»  r  and 
glazier  has  been  hanki'ring  about  our  harracks  at  Knigiils- 
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bridge'  (the  noble  Life  Guards  Green  had  now  pitched  their 
tents  in  that  suburb),  'and  pumping  me  about  la  belle  cousine. 
I  don't  like  to  break  it  to  him — I  don't  really,  now.  But  it's 
all  up  with  his  chance,  I  think.  Those  private  theatricals  at 
Fallowfield  have  done  Farintosh's  business.  He  used  to  rave 
about  the  Newcome  to  me,  as  we  were  riding  home  from 
liunting.  He  gave  Bob  Henchman  the  lie,  who  told  a  story 
which  Bob  got  from  his  man,  who  had  it  from  Miss  Newcome's 
lady's-maid,  about — about  some  journey  to  Brighton  which 
the  cousins  took.'  Here  Mr.  Crackthorpe  grinned  most  face- 
tiously. 'Farintosh  swore  he'd  knock  Henchman  down,  and 
vows  he  will  be  the  death  of — will  murder  our  friend  Olive 
when  he  comes  to  town.  As  for  Henchman,  he  was  in  a  des- 
perate way.  He  lives  on  the  marquis,  you  know,  and  Farin- 
tosh's anger  or  his  marriage  will  be  the  loss  of  free  quarters  and 
ever  so  many  good  dinners  a  year  to  him.'  I  did  not  deem  it 
necessary  to  impart  Crackthorpe's  story  to  Clive,  or  explain  to 
him  the  reason  why  Lord  Farintosh  scowled  most  fiercely  upon 
the  young  painter,  and  passed  him  without  any  other  sign  of 
recognition  one  day  as  Clive  and  I  were  walking  together  in 
Pall  Mall.  If  ray  lord  wanted  a  quarrel,  young  Clive  was  not 
a  man  to  balk  him,  and  would  have  been  a  very  fierce  cus- 
tomer to  deal  with,  in  his  actual  state  of  mind. 

A  pauper  child  in  London  at  seven  years  old  knows  how  to 
go  to  market,  to  fetch  the  beer,  to  pawn  father's  coat,  to  choose 
the  largest  fried  fish  or  the  nicest  hambone,  to  nurse  Mary 
Jane  of  three — to  conduct  a  hundred  operations  of  trade 
or  housekeeping  which  a  little  Belgravian  does  not  perhaps 
acquire  in  all  the  days  of  her  life.  Poverty  and  necessity 
force  this  precociousness  on  the  poor  little  brat.  There  are 
children  who  are  accomplished  shoplifters  and  liars  almost  as 
soon  as  they  can  toddle  and  speak.  I  dare  say  little  princes 
know  the  laws  of  etiquette  as  regards  themselves,  and  the 
respect  due  to  their  rank,  at  a  very  early  period  of  their  royal 
existence.  Every  one  of  us,  according  to  his  degree,  can  point 
to  the  princekins  of  private  life  who  are  flattered  and  wor- 
shiped, and  whose  little  shoes  grown  men  kiss  as  soon  almost 
as  they  walk  upon  ground. 

It  is  a  wonder  what  human  nature  will  support ;  and  that, 
considering  the  amount  of  flattery  some  people  are  crammed 
with  from  their  cradles,  they  do  not  grow  worse  and  more 
selfish  than  they  are.  Our  poor  little  pauper  just  mentioned 
is  dosed  with  Daffy's  Elixir,  and  somehow  survives  the  drug. 
Princekin  or  lordkin  from  liis  earliest  days  has  nurses,  depend- 
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ents,  governesses,  little  friends,  sclioolfellows,  schoolmasters, 
fellow  collegians,  college  tutors,  stewards  and  valets,  led-cap- 
tains  of  his  suite,  and  women  innumerable  flattering  him  and 
doing  him  honor.  The  tradesman's  maimer,  which  to  you  and 
me  is  decentl}''  respectful,  becomes  straightway  frantically 
servile  before  Princekm.  Folks  at  railway  stations  whisper 
to  their  families,  *  That's  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh,'  and  look 
hard  at  him  as  he  passes.  Landlords  cry, '  This  way,  my  lord  ; 
this  room  for  your  lordship.'  They  say  at  public  schools 
Princekin  is  taught  the  beauties  of  equality,  and  thrashed  into 
some  kind  of  subordination.  Psha  !  Toadeaters  in  pinafores 
surround  Princekin.  Do  not  respectable  people  send  their 
children  so  as  to  be  at  the  same  school  with  him  ;  don't  they 
follow  him  to  college,  and  eat  his  toads  through  life  ? 

And  as  for  women — oh,  my  dear  friends  and  brethren  in  this 
vale  of  tears — did  you  ever  see  anything  so  curious,  monstrous, 
and  amazing  as  the  way  in  which  women  court  Princekin  when 
he  is  marriageable,  and  pursue  him  with  their  daughters? 
Who  was  the  British  nobleman  in  old,  old  days  who  brought 
his  three  daughters  to  the  King  of  Mercia,  that  his  Majesty 
might  choose  one  after  inspection  ?  Mercia  was  but  a  i)etty 
province,  and  its  king  in  fact  a  princekin.  Ever  since  those 
extremely  ancient  and  venerable  times  the  custom  exists  not 
only  in  Mercia,  but  in  all  the  rest  of  the  provinces  inhabited 
by  the  Angles,  and  before  princekins  the  daughters  of  our 
nobles  are  trotted  out. 

There  was  no  day  of  his  life  which  our  j'oung  acquaintance, 
the  Marquis  of  Farintosli,  could  remember  on  which  he  had 
not  been  flattered  ;  and  no  society  which  did  not  pay  him 
court.  At  a  private  school  he  could  recollect  the  master's  wife 
Htroking  his  j)r('tty  curls  and  treating  him  furtively  to  goodies  ; 
at  college  Ik;  had  the  tutor  simpering  and  bowing  as  he  swag- 
gered over  the  grass  plot ;  old  men  at  clubs  would  make  way 
for  liim  and  fawn  on  him — not  your  mere  ])i(jue  assietles  and 
]»enniless  paranites,  l>ut  most  n'specl :il>le  toadeaters,  lathers  of 
honest  families,  gentlemen  themselv(>s  of  good  station,  who 
r(;s))ected  this  voung  gentlenian  as  one  of  the  instit utions  of 
their  country,  and  a<hnii-e(l  the  wisdom  of  the  nation  that  set 
liim  to  le«rislat(^  ovej"  us.  When  I^oid  l''aiintosh  walked  the 
streets  at  night,  he  felt  himself  like  Maroun  al  Ivaschid — that 
is,  he  would  have  felt,  so  liad  he  <'v«'r  heard  of  tlu'  Arahiiui 
potentate — a  monarch  in  disguise  alTably  ohservini;  and  prom- 
enading the  c\iy.  An<l  let  us  ])e  sure  there  \>  as  a  .Mesioiii' 
in  Ikis  train  to  knock  at  the  doors  for  him  and  run  the  crran«lH 
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of  this  young  caliph.  Of  course  he  met  with  scores  of  men  in 
life  who  neither  flattered  him  nor  would  suffer  his  airs  ;  but  he 
did  not  like  the  company  of  such,  or  for  the  sake  of  truth  to 
undergo  the  ordeal  of  being  laughed  at  ;  he  preferred  toadies, 
generally  speaking.  '  I  like,'  says  he, '  you  know,  those  fellows 
who  are  always  saying  pleasant  things,  yon  know,  and  who 
would  run  from  here  to  Hammersmith  if  I  asked  'em — much 
better  than  those  fellows  who  are  alwaj^s  making  fun  of  me, 
you  know.'  A  man  of  his  station  who  likes  flatterers  need 
not  shut  himself  up  ;  he  can  get  plenty  of  society. 

As  for  women,  it  was  his  lordship's  opinion  that  every  daugh- 
ter of  Eve  was  bent  on  marrying  him.  A  Scotch  marquis,  an 
English  earl,  of  the  best  blood  in  the  empire,  with  a  hand- 
some person  and  a  fortune  of  fifteen  thousand  a  year,  how 
could  the  poor  creatures  do  otherwise  than  long  for  him  ?  He 
blandly  received  tlieir  caresses  ;  took  their  coaxing  and  cajolery 
as  matters  of  course  ;  and  surveyed  the  beauties  of  his  time  as 
the  caliph  the  moonfaces  of  his  harem.  My  lord  intended  to 
marry  certainly.  He  did  not  care  for  money,  nor  for  rank  ;  he 
expected  consummate  beauty  and  talent,  and  some  day  would 
fling  his  handkerchief  to  the  possessor  of  these,  and  place  her 
Ifj  his  side  upon  the  Farintosh  throne. 

At  this  time  there  were  but  two  or  three  young  ladies  in 
.society  endowed  with  the  necessary  qualifications,  or  who  found 
/avor  in  his  eyes.  His  lordship  hesitated  in  his  selection  from 
these  beauties.  He  was  not  in  a  hurry  ;  he  was  not  angry  at 
the  notion  that  Lady  Kew  (and  Miss  Newcome  with  her) 
hunted  him.  What  else  should  they  do  but  pursue  an  object 
so  charming?  Everybody  hunted  him.  The  other  young 
ladies,  whom  we  need  not  mention,  languished  after  him  still 
more  longingly.  He  had  little  notes  from  these  ;  presents  of 
purses  worked  by  them,  and  cigar  cases  embroidered  with  his 
coronet.  They  sang  to  him  in  cozy  boudoirs — mamma  went 
out  of  the  room,  and  sister  Ann  forgot  something  in  the  draw- 
ing room.  They  ogled  him  as  they  sang.  Trembling  they 
gave  him  a  little  foot  to  mount  them,  that  tliey  might  ride  on 
horseback  with  him.  They  tripped  along  by  his  side  from  the 
hall  to  the  pretty  countr^^  church  on  Sundays.  They  warbled 
hymns,  sweetly  looking  at  him  the  while  mamma  whispered 
confidentially  to  him,  '  What  an  angel  Cecilia  is  ! '  And  so 
forth  and  so  forth — with  which  chaff  our  noble  bird  was  by 
no  means  to  be  caught.  When  he  had  made  up  his  great 
mind  that  the  time  was  come  and  the  woman,  he  was  ready 
to  give  a  Marchioness  of  Farintosh  to  the  English  nation. 
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Miss  Newcorae  has  been  compared  ere  this  to  the  statue  of 
*  Huntress  Diana 'at  the  Louvre,  wliose  liaughty  figure  and 
beauty  the  young  lady,  indeed,  somewhat  resembled.  I  was 
not  present  when  Diana  and  Diana's  grandmother  hunted  the 
noble  Scottish  stag  of  whom  we  have  just  been  writing  ;  nor 
care  to  know  how  many  times  Lord  Farintosh  escaped,  and 
how  at  last  he  was  brought  to  bay  and  taken  by  his  resolute 
pursuers.  Paris,  it  appears,  was  the  scene  of  his  fall  and  cap- 
ture. The  news  was  no  doubt  well  known  among  Lord 
Farintosh's  brother  dandies,  among  exasperated  matrons  and 
virgins  in  May  Fair,  and  in  polite  society  generally,  before  it 
came  to  simple  Tom  Newcome  and  his  son.  Not  a  word  on 
the  subject  had  Sir  Barnes  mentioned  to  the  Colonel ;  perhaps 
not  choosing  to  speak  till  the  intelligence  was  authenticated  ; 
perhaps  not  wishing  to  be  the  bearer  of  tidings  so  painful. 

Though  the  Colonel  may  have  read  in  his  Pall  Mall  Gazette 
a  paragraph  which  announced  an  approaching  marriage  in 
HIGH  LIFE,  ^  between  a  noble  young  marquis  and  an  accom- 
plished and  beautiful  young  lady,  daughter  and  sister  of  a 
Northern  baronet,'  he  did  not  know  who  were  the  fashionable 
persons  about  to  be  made  happy,  nor,  until  he  received  a  letter 
from  an  old  friend  who  lived  at  Paris,  was  the  fact  convej'ed 
to  him.  Here  is  the  letter,  preserved  by  him  along  witli  all 
that  he  ever  received  from  the  same  hand  : 

Rue  St.  Dominique,  St.  Germain,  Paris,  10  Fev, 

So  behold  you  of  return,  my  friend  I  You  quit  forever  the  nword  and  those  arid  plains 
where  you  have  paRsed  ho  many  yearn  of  your  life,  separated  from  those  to  whom,  at  th« 
commencement,  you  held  very  nearly.  Did  it  not  seeni  once  a.s  if  two  hands  never  could 
urdock,  HO  closely  were  they  crnlaced  tfj^ether  ?  Ah,  mine  are  old  and  feeble  now  ;  forty 
years  have  passed  since  the  time  when  you  used  to  say  they  were  youn^j  and  fair.  Mow 
well  I  remember  mo  of  every  one  of  tiiose  days,  thonjili  there  i,-i  a  death  bet  \v»'en  me  and 
them,  and  it  is  as  across  a  grave  I  review  them.  Vet  another  parting,  and  tears  and 
regrets  are  finished.  Tenez,  I  do  not,  believe  tln^ni  wlien  they  say  there  is  no  meetint; 
for  us  afterward,  there  above;.  To  what  good  to  havi?  seen  you,  friend,  if  we  are  to 
))art  here,  and  in  heavcui  too  »  I  have  not  altogether  forgotten  your  iaimunge.  Is  it  not 
so  ?  I  remember  it  because  it.  was  yours,  and  that  of  my  hapj)y  days.  I  radoff  like  an 
old  woman  as  I  am.  M.  de  Florae  has  known  my  historv  from  the  commencement. 
May  I  not  say  that  after  so  many  of  yi'ars  I  liav<'  been  faithful  to  him  and  to  all  my 
promises'/'  When  the  end  comes  with  its  great  absolul  ion,  1  shall  not  be  sorry.  One 
supports  the  combats  of  life,  but  they  are  long,  and  one  comes  rr«mi  them  very 
wounded  ;  ah,  when  shall  they  be  over  5* 

You  r((turn,  and  I  salute  you  with  wishes  for  i)arting.  How  much  egotism  !  I  havo 
another  project  which  I  j)leas(!  mys«'lf  to  arrange.  You  know  how  I  am  arrived  to  lovo 
(.'live  as  my  own  child.  I  very  (piiek  nurorised  his  secret,  the  poor  boy,  when  he  whh 
here  it  Is  twenty  iiioiithM.  Mr  iooUimI  so  like  you  as  I  rep)>Hl  me  of  you  tu  the  old  time  I 
lie  told  me  he  had  no  hope  of  his  beniitifiil  cousin.  I  havr  heard  of  the  tliie  marriagt* 
that  one  makes  hi-r.  I'aul,  my  son,  has  licni  at  the  iMiglish  A m liasMuiif  last  night  and 
has  made  his  congratuliit ions  to  M.  de  I-'arlntosh.  Paul  savs  liiin  handsonx',  young, 
not  too  soirit.iial,  rich,  and  liaiighly.  like  all  n<d)lo  Moniagiuirds. 

Hut  it  IS  not.  of  M.  de  l'"arliiiiiMh  I  write,  w  ince  marriage,  without  doubt,  liiis  beea 
annouTiced  to  you.  I  have  a  little  project,  very  foollNb,  perhaps.  You  know  Mr  the 
Duke  of  Ivry  has  left  me  guardian  of  his  little  dauglitrr  .\ntoinetle,  w  iiose  ((/T/fia* 
mother  no  oiii!  seen  more,  .\ntoliiette  Is  j)retty  and  good,  and  Koft,  and  wiili  nti  .•itTi'C- 
tionate  heart.  I  lovc^  her  already  as  my  infant.  1  wish  t«)  l)rlng  her  up,  and  that  I'liva 
should  marry  her.    'I'ln-y  say  you  are  returned  very  rich.    What  follica  arv  thoi«o  I  write  I 
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In  the  long  evenings  of  winter,  the  children  escaped  it  is  a  lonsr  time  from  the  maternal 
ncBt,  a  silent  old  man  my  only  company,  I  live  but  of  the  past ;  and  play  with  ita 
souvenirs  as  the  dt-taiiied  caress  little  birds,  little  flowers,  in  tlieir  prisons.  I  was  born 
for  the  happiness  ;  my  God  !  I  have  learned  it  in  knojving  you.  In  losing  you  I  have 
iost  it.  It  is  not  against  the  will  of  Heaven  I  oppose  myself.  It  is  man  who  makes 
himself  so  much  of  this  evil  and  misery,  this  slavery,  these  tears,  these  crimes,  perhaps. 

This  marriage  of  the  young  Scotch  marquis  and  the  fair  Ethel  (I  love  her  in  spite  of 
all.  and  shall  see  her  soon  and  congratulate  her,  for,  do  \  ou  see,  I  might  have  stopped 
this  fine  marriage,  and  did  my  best  and  more  than  my  duty  for  our  poor  Clive  ?)  shall 
maRe  itself  in  London  next  spring,  I  hear.  You  shall  assist  scarcely  at  the  ceremony  ; 
he,  poor  boy,  shall  not  care  to  be  there  !  Bring  him  to  Paris  to  make  the  court  to  my 
little  Antoinette  ;  bring  him  to  Paris  to  his  good  friend,         Comtesse  de  Florac. 

I  read  marvels  of  his  works  in  an  English  journal,  which  one  sends  me. 

Clive  was  Dot  by  when  this  letter  reached  his  father.  Clive 
was  in  his  painting  room,  and  lest  he  should  meet  his  son,  and 
in  order  to  devise  the  best  means  of  breaking  the  news  to  the 
lad,  Thomas  Newcome  retreated  out  of  doors  ;  and  from  the 
Oriental  he  crossed  Oxford  Street,  and  from  Oxford  Street  he 
stalked  over  the  roomy  pavements  of  Gloucester  Place,  and 
there  he  bethought  him  how  he  had  neglected  Mrs.  Hobson 
Newcome  of  late,  and  the  interesting  family  of  Brj^anstone 
Square.  So  he  went  to  leave  his  card  at  Maria's  door.  Her 
daughters,  as  we  have  said,  are  quite  grown  girls.  If  they 
have  been  lectured,  and  learning,  and  backboarded,  and  prac- 
ticing, and  using  the  globes,  and  laying  in  a  store  of  'ologies, 
ever  since,  what  a  deal  they  must  know  !  Colonel  Newcome 
was  admitted  to  see  his  nieces,  and  Consummate  Virtue,  their 
parent.  Maria  was  charmed  to  see  her  brother-in-law  ;  she 
greeted  him  with  reproachful  tenderness.  '  Why,  why,'  her 
fine  eyes  seemed  to  say,  *  have  you  so  long  neglected  us  ?  Do 
you  think  because  I  am  wise,  and  gifted,  and  good,  and  you 
are,  it  must  be  confessed,  a  poor  creature  with  no  education, 
I  am  not  also  affable  ?  Come,  let  the  prodigal  be  welcomed 
by  his  virtuous  relatives  ;  come  and  lunch  with  us,  Colonel ! ' 
He  sat  down  accordingly  to  the  family  tiffin. 

When  the  meal  was  over,  the  mother,  who  had  matter  of 
importance  to  impart  to  him,  besought  him  to  go  to  the  draw- 
ing room,and  there  poured  out  such  a  eulogy  upon  her  children's 
qualities  as  fond  mothers  know  how  to  utter.  They  knew  this 
and  they  knew  that.  They  were  instructed  by  the  most  emi- 
nent professors.  *  That  wretched  French  woman,whom  you  may 
remember  here,  Mile.  Lenoir,'  Maria  remarked  parenthetic- 
ally, 'turned  out  oh,  frightfully!  She  taught  the  girls  the 
worst  accent,  it  appears.  Her  father  was  not  a  colonel  ;  he 
was — oh  !  never  mind  !  It  is  a  mercy  I  got  rid  of  that  fiendish 
woman,  and  before  my  precious  ones  knew  \ohat  she  was  !  ' 
And  then  followed  details  of  the  perfections  of  the  two  girls, 
with  occasional  side  shots  at  Lady  Ann's  family,  just  as  in  the 
old  time.    '  Why  don't  you  bring  your  boy,  whom  I  have 
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always  loved  as  a  son,  aiid  who  avoids  me  ?  Why  does  not 
Clive  know  h'S  cousins  ?  They  are  very  different  from  other 
of  his  kinswomen,  who  think  but  of  the  heartless  viorld.^ 

I  fear,  Maria,  there  is  too  much  truth  in  what  you  say,* 
sighs  the  Colonel,  drumming  on  a  book  on  the  drawing-room 
table,  and  looking  down  sees  it  is  a  great,  large,  square,  gilt 
peerage,  open  at  Farintosh,  Marquis  of — Fergus  Angus 
Malcolm  Mungo  Roy,  Marquis  of  Farintosh,  Earl  of  Glenlivat, 
in  the  peerage  of  Scotland  ;  also  Earl  of  Rossmont,  in  that  of 
the  United  Kingdom.  Son  of  Angus  Fergus  Malcolm,  Earl 
of  Glenlivat,  and  grandson  and  heir  of  Malcolm  Mungo 
Angus,  first  Marquis  of  Farintosli,  and  twenty-fifth  Earl,  etc. 

*  You  have  heard  the  news  regarding  Ethel  ?  '  remarks  Mrs. 
Hobson. 

*I  have  just  heard,'  says  the  poor  Colonel. 

*  I  have  a  letter  from  Ann  this  morning,'  Maria  continues. 
*  They  are  of  course  deliglited  with  the  match.  Lord  Farin- 
tosh is  wealthy,  handsome  ;  has  been  a  little  wild,  I  hear  ;  is 
not  such  a  husband  as  I  would  choose  for  my  darlings,  but 
poor  Brian's  family  have  been  educated  to  love  the  world;  and 
Ethel  no  doubt  is  flattered  by  the  prospects  before  lier.  I  have 
heard  that  someone  else  Avas  a  little  epris  in  that  quarter. 
How  does  Clive  bear  the  news,  my  dear  Colonel  ? ' 

'  lie  has  long  expected  it,'  says  the  Colonel,  rising  ;  'and  I 
left  him  very  cheerful  at  breakfast  this  morning.' 

'Send  him  to  see  us,  the  naughty  boy  !  '  cries  Maria.  *  We 
don't  change  ;  we  remember  old  times — to  us  he  will  ever  be 
welcome  1  ' 

And  with  this  confirmation  of  Mme.  de  Florae's  news, 
Thomas  Newcome  walked  sadly  homeward. 

And  now  Thomas  Newconie  had  to  break  the  news  to  his 
son,  who  received  the  shot  in  such  a  way  as  caused  his  friends 
and  confidants  to  admire  iiis  spirit.  He  said  he  had  Iotjlc 
been  expecting  some  such  annomicement  ;  it  was  many  montlis 
since  Ethel  had  prepared  him  for  it.  Under  her  peculiar  cir- 
cumstances lie  did  not,  see  liow  she  could  act  otlu-rwise  than 
she  had  done.  And  he  narratec]  to  the  Colonel  the  substanei* 
of  the  conversation  which  the  two  yoiMiLT  |»»'()j>le  had  liad  to- 
gether Hcverai  months  before,  in  Mnic  d*-  I''h»ra(^'s  garden. 

Clive's  father  did  not  tell  his  h<m>  of  his  own  bootless  nego- 
tiation with  Uarnes  Neweoine.  'I'ln're  was  no  need  to  recall 
that  now  ;  l)Ut.  t  he  Colonel's  wrath  against  his  nephew  exploded 
in  conversation  with  nic,  whu  was  the  (*onlidant  of  father  :ind 
son  in  this  business.    Kv<  rsiiK^e  that  Inclvless  day  win  ii  r.arn«  s 
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thought  proper  to — to  give  a  wrong  address  for  Lady  Kew, 
Thomas  ISTewcome's  anger  had  been  growing.  He  smothered 
it  yet  for  a  while,  sent  a  letter  to  Lady  Ann  Newcome,  briefly 
congratulating  heron  the  choice  which  he  had  heard  Miss 
Newcome  had  made  :  and  in  acknowledgment  of  Mme.  de 
Florae's  more  sentimental  epistle  he  wrote  a  reply  which  has 
not  been  preserved,  but  in  which  he  bade  her  rebuke  Miss 
Newcome  for  not  having  answered  him  when  he  wrote  to  her, 
and  not  having  acquainted  her  old  uncle  with  her  projected 
union. 

To  this  message  Ethel  wrote  back  a  brief,  hurried  reply  ;  it 
said  : 

I  saw  Mme.  de  Florae  last  night  at  her  daughter's  reception,  and  she  gave  me  my 
dear  uncle's  messages.  Yes,  the  news  is  true  which  you  have  heard  from  Mme,  de 
Florae  and  in  Bryan^tone  Square.  I  did  not  like  to  write  it  to  you,  because  I  know 
one  whom  I  regard  as  a  brother  (and  a  great,  great  deal  better),  and  to  whom  I  know 
it  will  give  pain.  He  knows  that  I  have  done  my  duty,  and  why  I  have  acted  as  I  have 
done.   God  bless  him  and  his  dear  father. 

What  is  this  about  a  letter  which  I  never  answered  ?  Grandmamma  knows  nothing 
about  a  letter.  Mamma  has  inclosed  to  me  that  which  you  wrote  to  her,  but  there  has 
been  no  letter  from  T.  N.  to  his  sincere  and  affectionate  E.  N. 

Rue  de  Rivoli.  Friday. 

This  was  too  much,  and  the  cup  of  Thomas  Newcome's 
wrath  overflowed.  Barnes  had  lied  about  Ethel's  visit  to  Lon- 
don ;  Barnes  had  lied  in  saying  that  he  delivered  the  message 
with  which  his  uncle  charged  him  ;  Barnes  had  lied  about  the 
letter  which  he  had  received  and  never  sent.  With  these 
accusations  firmly  proven  in  his  mind  against  his  nephew,  the 
Colonel  went  down  to  confront  that  sinner. 

Wherever  he  should  find  Barnes,  Thomas  Newcome  was 
determined  to  tell  him  his  mind.  Should  they  meet  on  the 
steps  of  a  church,  on  the  flags  of  'Change,  or  in  the  newspaper 
room  at  Bays'  at  evening  paper  time,  when  men  most  do  con- 
gregate, Thomas,  the  Colonel,  was  determined  upon  exposing 
and  chastising  his  father's  grandson.  With  Ethel's  letter  in 
his  pocket,  he  took  his  way  into  the  City,  penetrated  into  the 
unsuspecting  back  parlor  of  Hobson's  bank,  and  was  disap- 
pointed at  first  at  only  finding  his  half-brother  Hobson  there, 
engaged  over  his  newspaper.  The  Colonel  signified  his  wish 
to  see  Sir  Barnes  Newcome. 

*  Sir  Barnes  lias  not  come  in  yet.  You've  heard  about  the 
marriage  ? '  says  Hobson.  '  Great  news  for  the  Barneses,  aint  it  ? 
The  head  of  the  house  is  as  proud  as  a  peacock  about  it — said 
he  was  going  out  to  Samuels,  the  diamond  merchant's;  going 
to  make  his  sister  some  uncommon  fine  present.  Jolly  to  be 
uncle  to  a  marquis,  aint  it.  Colonel  ?  I'll  have  nothing  under 
a  duke  for  my  girls.    I  say,  I  know  whose  nose  is  out  of  joint. 
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But  young  fellows  get  over  these  things,  and  Clive  won't  die 
this  time,  I  dare  say.' 

While  Hobson  Newcome  made  these  satiric  and  facetious 
reniarks,  his  half-brother  paced  up  and  down  the  glass  parlor, 
scowling  over  the  panes  into  the  bank  where  the  busy  young 
clerks  sat  before  their  ledgers.  At  last  he  gave  an  '  Ah  ! '  as 
of  satisfaction.  Indeed,  he  had  seen  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  enter 
into  the  bank. 

The  Baronet  stopped  and  spoke  with  a  clerk,  and  presently 
entered,  followed  by  that  young  gentleman  into  his  private 
parlor.  Barnes  tried  to  grin  when  he  saw  his  uncle,  and  held 
out  his  hand  to  greet  the  Colonel,  but  the  Colonel  put  both  his 
behind  his  back — that  which  carried  his  faithful  bamboo  cane 
shook  nervously.  Barnes  was  aware  that  the  Colonel  had  the 
news.  '  I  was  going  to — to  write  to  you  this  morning,  with — 
with  some  intelligence  that  I  am — very — very  sorry  to  give.' 

*  This  young  gentleman  is  one  of  your  clerks  ? '  asked 
Thomas  Newcome  blandly. 

'  Yes  ;  Mr.  Boltby,  who  has  your  private  account.  This  is 
Colonel  Newcome,  Mr.  Boltby,'  says  Sir  Barnes,  in  some 
wonder. 

'  Mr.  Boltby,  brother  Hobson,  you  heard  what  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome  said  just  now  respecting  certain  intelligence  which 
he  grieved  to  give  me  ? ' 

At  this  the  three  other  gentlemen  respectively  wore  looks 
of  amazement. 

'Allow  me  to  say  in  your  presence  that  I  don't  believe 
one  single  word  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  says,  when  he  tells  me 
tliat  he  is  very  sorry  for  some  intelligence  lie  has  to  communi- 
cate, lie  lies,  Mr.  Boltby  ;  he  is  very  glad.  I  made  up  my 
mind  that  in  whatsoever  company  I  met  him,  and  on  the  very 
first  day  I  found  him — hold  your  tongue,  sir  ;  you  shall  speak 
afterward,  and  tell  more  lies  when  I  have  done — I  made  up  niy 
mind,  I  say,  that  on  the  very  first  occasion  I  would  tell  Sir 
J>arnes  Newcome  that  he  was  a  liar  and  a  cheat.  lie  takes 
charge  of  letters  and  keeps  them  ])a(;k.  Did  you  break  the 
seal,  sir?  There  was  nothing  to  steal  in  my  letter  to  Miss 
Newcome.  lie  tells  inv  |»eople  are  out  of  town,  whom  he  goes 
to  see  in  the  next  street  after  leaving  my  table,  and  whom  I  seo 
myself  half  an  hour  after  lui  lies  to  me  about  their  absence.' 

*  1) — n  you,  go  out,  and  don't  stand  HtariuLT  there,  voii 
booby  !  '  screams  out  Sir  l>arnes  to  the  elerk.  'Stoi),  lioltby. 
Colonel  Newcome,  unless  you  leave  this  room  1  shall-  ( 
shall  ' 
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*  You  shall  call  a  policeman.  Send  for  the  gentleman,  and 
I  will  tell  the  Lord  Mayor  what  I  think  of  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come,  Baronet.    Mr.  Boltby,  shall  we  have  the  constable  in  ? ' 

*  Sir,  you  are  an  old  man  and  my  father's  brother,  or  you 
know  very  well  I  would  ' 

*  You  woald  what,  sir?  Upon  my  word,  Barnes  Newcome* 
(here  the  Colonel's  two  hands  and  the  bamboo  cane  came  from 
the  rear  and  formed  in  front),  '  but  that  you  are  my  father's 
grandson,  after  a  menace  like  that,  I  would  take  you  out  and 
cane  you  in  the  presence  of  your  clerks.  I  repeat,  sir,  that  I 
consider  you  guilty  of  treachery,  falsehood,  and  knavery.  And 
if  ever  I  see  you  at  Bays'  club,  I  will  make  the  same  state- 
ment to  your  acquaintance  at  the  west  end  of  the  town.  A 
man  of  your  baseness  ought  to  be  known,  sir  ;  and  it  shall  be 
my  business  to  make  men  of  honor  aware  of  your  character. 
Mr.  Boltby,  will  you  have  the  kindness  to  make  out  my  account  ? 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  for  fear  of  consequences  that  I  should 
deplore,  I  recommend  you  to  keep  a  wide  berth  of  me,  sir.* 

And  the  Colonel  twirled  his  mustache,  and  waved  his  cane  in 
an  ominous  manner,  and  Barnes  started  back  spontaneously 
out  of  its  dangerous  circle. 

What  Mr.  Boltby 's  sentiments  may  have  been  regarding  this 
extraordinary  scene  in  which  his  principal  cut  so  sorry  a  figure 
— whether  he  narrated  the  conversation  to  other  gentlemen 
connected  with  the  establishment  of  Hobson  Brothers,  or  pru- 
dently kept  it  to  himself,  I  cannot  say,  having  no  means  of 
pursuing  Mr.  B.'s  subsequent  career.  He  speedily  quitted  his 
desk  at  Hobson  Brothers'  ;  and  let  us  presume  that  Barnes 
thought  Mr.  B.  had  told  all  the  other  clerks  of  the  avuncular 
quarrel.  That  conviction  will  make  us  imagine  Barnes  still 
more  comfortable.  Hobson  Newcome  no  doubt  was  rejoiced 
at  Barnes'  discomfiture  ;  he  had  been  insolent  and  domineer- 
ing beyond  measure  of  late  to  his  vulgar,  good-natured  uncle, 
whereas,  after  the  above  interview  with  the  Colonel,  he  became 
very  humble  and  quiet  in  his  demeanor,  and  for  a  long,  long 
time  never  said  a  rude  word.  Nay,  I  fear  Hobson  must  have 
carried  an  account  of  the  transaction  to  Mrs.  Hobson  and  the 
circle  in  Bryanstone  Square ;  for  Sam  Newcome,  now  entered  at 
Cambridge,  called  the  Baronet  'Barnes'  quite  familiarly,  asked 
after  Clara  and  Ethel,  and  requested  a  small  loan  of  Barnes. 

Of  course  the  story  did  not  get  wind  at  Bays'  ;  of  course 
Tom  Eaves  did  not  know  all  about  it,  and  say  that  Sir  Barnes 
had  been  beaten  black  and  blue.  Having  been  treated  very  ill 
by  the  committee  in  a  complaint  which  be  made  about  the  club 
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cookery,  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  never  came  to  Bays',  and  at  the 
end  of  the  year  took  off  his  name  from  the  lists  of  the  club. 

Sir  Barnes,  though  a  little  taken  aback  in  the  morning,  and 
not  ready  with  an  impromptu  reply  to  the  Colonel  and  his 
cane,  could  not  allow  the  occurrence  to  pass  without  a  protest ; 
and  indited  a  letter  which  Thomas  Newcome  kept  along  with 
some  others  previously  quoted  by  the  compiler  of  the  present 
memoirs.    It  is  as  follows  : 

Belgravb  St.,  February  15, 18—. 

Colonel  Newcome,  C.  B.  (private). 

Sir  :  The  incredible  ineolence  and  violence  of  your  behavior  to-day  (inspired  by  what- 
ever causes  or  mistakep  of  your  own)  cannot  be  passed  without  some  comment  on  my 
part.  I  laid  before  a  friend  of  your  own  profession  a  statement  of  the  words  which  you 
applied  to  me  in  the  presence  of  my  partner  and  one  of  my  clerks  this  morning  ;  and  my 
adviser  is  of  opinion  that,  considering  the  relationship  unhappily  subsisting  between 
us,  I  can  take  no  notice  of  insults  for  which  you  knew  when  you  uttered  them  I  could 
not  call  you  to  account. 

*  There  is  some  truth  in  that,'  said  the  Colonel.  *  He 
couldn't  fight,  you  know  ;  but  then  he  was  such  a  liar  I 
could  not  help  speaking  my  mind.' 

I  gathered  from  the  brutal  language  which  yon  thouglit  fit  to  employ  toward  a  dis- 
armed man  the  ground  of  one  of  your  monstrous  accusations  against  me — that  I  deceived 
you  in  stating  that  my  relative,  Lady  Kew,  was  in  the  country,  when  in  fact  she  was 
at  her  house  in  London. 

To  this  absurd  charge  I  at  once  plead  guilty.  The  venerable  lady  in  question  was 
passing  through  London,  where  she  desired  to  be  free  from  intrusion.  At  her  ladyship's 
wish  I  stated  that  she  was  out  of  town  ;  and  would,  under  the  same  circumstances, 
unhesitatingly  make  the  same  statement.  Your  slight  acquaintance  with  the  person 
in  question  did  not  warrant  that  you  should  force  yourself  on  her  privacy,  as  you  would 
doubtless  know  were  you  more  familiar  with  the  customs  of  the  society  in  which  she 
moves. 

I  declare  upon  my  honor  as  a  gentleman  that  I  gave  her  the  message  which  I  prom- 
ised to  deliver  from  you,  and  also  that  I  transmitted  a  letter  with  which  you  intrusted 
me  ;  and  repel  with  scorn  and  indignation  the  charges  which  you  were  pleased  to  bring 
against  me,  as  I  treat  with  contempt  the  language  and  the  threats  which  you  thought  fit 
to  employ. 

Our  books  show  the  amount  of  £x.  xs.  xd.  to  your  credit,  which  you  will  be  good 
enough  to  withdraw  at  your  earliest  convenience  ;  as,  of  course,  all  intercourse  mast 
cease  henceforth  between  you  and 

Yours,  etc., 

B.  Newcome  Nkwcomb. 

*  I  think,  sir,  he  doesn't  make  out  a  bad  case,'  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis  remarked  to  the  Colonel,  who  showed  him  this  majestic 
letter. 

*  It  would  be  a  good  case  if  I  believed  a  single  word  of  it, 
Arthur,'  replied  my  friend,  f)lacidly  twirling  the  ohl  gray 
mustaciie.  '  If  you  were  to  say  so  and  so,  and  say  that  I  had 
brought  false  charges  against  you,  I  should  cry  mea  culpa,,  and 
apologize  witli  all  my  heart.  But  as  I  have  a  })erfeet  convic- 
tion tifat  ever}'  word  tins  tellow  says  is  a  Mf,  w>»at  is  thi*  use 
of  arguing  any  more  about  th(^  matter?  I  would  not  in  iievo 
him  if  he  brought  twenty  other  liars  as  witnesses,  an<l  if  he 
lied  till  he  was  black  in  the  face,  (live  me  the  walnuts.  I 
wonder  who  Sir  Barnes'  military  friend  was.' 
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Barnes'  military  friend  was  our  gallant  acquaintance  Gen- 
eral Sir  George  Tufto,  K.  C.  B.,  who  a  short  while  afterward 
talked  over  the  quarrel  with  the  Colonel,  and  manfully  told  him 
that  (in  Sir  George's  opinion)  he  was  wrong.  'The  little  beg- 
gar behaved  very  well,  I  thought,  in  the  first  business.  You 
bullied  him  so,  and  in  the  front  of  his  regiment,  too,  that  it  was 
almost  past  bearing  ;  and  when  he  deplored — with  tears  in  his 
eyes,  almost,  the  little  humbug! — that  his  relationship  pre- 
vented him  calling  you  out,  ecod,  I  believed  him  !  It  was  in  the 
second  affair  that  poor  little  Barney  showed  he  was  a  cocktail.' 

'  What  second  affair  ? '  asked  Thomas  Newcome. 

*  Don't  you  know  ?  He !  he  !  this  is  famous  ! '  cries  Sir 
George.  '  Why,  sir,  two  days  after  your  business,  he  comes  to 
me  with  another  letter  and  a  face  as  long  as  my  mare's,  by 
Jove.  And  that  letter,  Newcome,  was  from  your  young  'un. 
Stop,  here  it  is ! '  and  from  his  padded  bosom  General  Sir 
George  Tufto  drew  a  pocketbook,  and  from  the  pocketbook 
a  copy  of  a  letter,  inscribed,  '  Clive  Newcome,  Esq.,  to  Sir  B. 
N.  Newcome.'  '  There's  no  mistake  about  your  fellow.  Colo- 
nel.   No,  him  ! '  and  the  man  of  war  fired  a  volley  of 

oaths  as  a  salute  to  Clive. 

And  the  Colonel,  on  horseback,  riding  by  the  other  cavalry 
officer's  side,  read  as  follows  : 

George  Street,  Hanover  Square,  February  16. 
Sir  :  Colonel  Newcome  this  mornmg  showed  me  a  letter,  bearing  your  signature,  in 
which  you  state  :  1.  That  Colonel  Newcome  has  uttered  calumnious  and  insolent  charges 
against  you.  2.  That  Colonel  Newcome  so  spoke,  knowing  that  you  could  take  no  notice 
of  his  charges  of  falsehood  and  treachery,  on  account  of  the  relationship  subsisting 
between  you. 

Your  statements  would  evidently  imply  that  Colonel  Newcome  has  been  guilty  of 
angentlemaniike  conduct  and  of  cowardice  toward  you. 

As  there  can  be  no  reason  why  we  should  not  meet  in  any  manner  that  you  desire,  I 
here  beg  leave  to  state,  on  my  own  part,  that  I  fully  coincide  with  Colonel  Newcome  in 
his  opinion  that  you  have  been  guilty  of  falsehood  and  treachery,  and  that  the  charge 
of  cowardice  which  you  dare  to  make  against  a  gentleman  of  his  tried  honor  and  cour- 
age, is  another  willful  and  cowardly  falsehood  on  your  part. 

And  I  hope  you  will  refer  the  bearer  of  this  note,  my  friend,  Mr.  George  Warrington, 
of  the  Upper  Temple,  to  the  military  gen'ieman  whom  yon  consulted  in  respect  to  the 
just  charges  of  Colonel  Newcome.   Waiting  a  prompt  reply. 

Believe  me,  sir. 

Your  obedient  servant, 

CuvB  Nbwcomb. 

Sir  Barnes  Newcome  Newcome,  Bart.,  M.  P.,  etc. 

'  What  a  blunderhead  I  am  ! '  cries  the  Colonel,  with  delight 
on  his  countenance,  spite  of  his  professed  repentance.  'It 
never  once  entered  my  head  that  the  youngster  would  take 
any  part  in  the  affair.  I  showed  him  his  cousin's  letter  casually 
just  to  amuse  him,  I  think,  for  he  has  been  deuced  low  lately, 
about — about  a  young  man's  scrape  that  he  has  got  into.  And 
he  must  have  gone  off  and  dispatched  his  challenge  straight- 
way.   I  recollect  he  appeared  uncommonly  brisk  at  breakfast 
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the  next  morning.  And  so,  you  say,  General,  the  Baronet  did 
not  like  the  poulet  f  ' 

*  By  no  means  ;  never  saw  a  fellow  show  such  a  confounded 
white  feather.  At  first  I  congratulated  him,  thinking  your 
boy's  offer  must  please  him,  as  it  would  have  pleased  any  fel- 
low in  our  time  to  have  a  shot.  Dammy  !  but  I  was  mistaken 
in  my  man.  He  entered  into  some  confounded  long-winded 
story  about  a  marriage  you  wanted  to  make  with  that  infernal 
pretty  sister  of  his,  who  is  going  to  marry  young  Farintosh,  and 
how  you  were  in  a  rage  because  the  scheme  fell  to  the  ground, 
and  how  a  family  duel  might  occasion  unpleasantries  to  Miss 
Newcome  ;  though  I  showed  him  how  this  could  be  most  easily 
avoided,  and  that  the  lady's  name  need  never  appear  in  the 
transaction.  *'  Confound  it.  Sir  Barnes,"  says  I,"  I  recollect  this 
boy,  when  he  was  a  youngster,  throwing  a  glass  of  wine  in  your 
face  !  We'll  put  it  upon  that,and  say  it  was  an  old  feud  between 
you."  He  turned  quite  pale,  and  he  said  your  fellow  had 
apologized  for  the  glass  of  wine.' 

'  Yes,'  said  the  Colonel  sadly,  '  my  boy  apologized  for  the 
glass  of  wine.  It  is  curious  how  we  have  disliked  that  Barnea 
ever  since  we  set  eyes  on  him.' 

*  Well,  Newcome,'  Sir  George  resumed,  as  his  mettled 
charger  suddenly  jumped  and  curveted,  displaying  the  padded 
warrior's  cavalry  seat  to  perfection.  '  Quiet,  old  lad}'  ! — easy, 
my  dear  !  Well, sir, when  I  found  the  little  beggar  turning  tail 
in  this  way,  I  said  to  him  :  "  Dash  me,  sir,  if  you  don't  want 
me,  why  the  dash  do  you  send  for  me,  dash  me  ?  Yesterday 
you  talked  as  if  you  would  bite  the  Colonel's  head  off,  and  to-day,, 
when  his  son  offers  you  every  accommodation,  by  dash,  sir,, 
you're  afraid  to  meet  him.  It's  my  belief  you  had  belter  send 
for  a  pf)li(;eman.  A  22  is  your  man,  Sir  Barnes  Neweoine.'* 
And  with  that  I  turned  on  my  heel  and  left  hini.  Antl  the  fellow 
went  off  to  Newcome  that  very  night.' 

*  A  [)Oor  devil  (ran't  coinniand  courage,  (Jeneral,'  said  the 
Colonel  quite  jK-aceably,  '  any  more  llian  lie  can  make  himself 
six  feet  high.' 

*  Tiien  why  the  dasli  did  the  beggar  send  for  '  called 
out.  (ireneral  Sir  (ileorge  Tufto,  in  a  loud  and  resolute  voice, 

And  presently  the  two  ollieers  jKirted  ('oiM|>anv. 

When  the  Colonel  n-ached  lionie.  Mi.  Warrington  and  Mr, 
Pendcinnis  lia)>|)ened  to  he  on  a  visit  to  C-iive,  and  all  thrcM* 
wen;  in  th(^  young  fellow's  paiiitiiig  room.  We  knew  our  lad 
www  unhappN',  aixl  <iid  our  little  hest  to  aintise  and  eonsol(>  hiin. 
The  Colonel  came  in.    It  was  in  liic  dark  i<'ebruar\  da\  s  ;  wo 
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had  lighted  gas  in  the  studio.  Clive  had  made  a  sketch  from 
some  favorite  verses  of  mine  and  George's ;  those  charming 
lines  of  Scott's  : 

He  turned  his  charger  as  he  spake, 

Beside  the  river  shore  ; 
He  gave  hie  bridle-rein  a  shake, 

With  adieu  for  evermore, 
My  dear  I 

Adieu  for  evermore  ! 

Thomas  Newcome  held  up  a  finger  at  Warrington,  and  he 
came  up  to  the  picture  and  looked  at  it ;  and  George  and  1 
trolled  out : 

•  Adieu  for  evermore. 

My  dear  I 
Adieu  for  evermere  I ' 

From  the  picture  the  brave  old  Colonel  turned  to  the 
painter,  regarding  his  son  with  a  look  of  beautiful,  inexpress- 
ible affection.  And  he  laid  his  hand  on  his  son's  shoulder, 
and  smiled,  and  stroked  Olive's  yellow  mustache. 

*  And — and  did  Barnes  send  no  answer  to  that  letter  you 
wrote  him  ? '  he  said  slowly. 

Clive  broke  out  into  a  laugh  that  was  almost  a  sob.  He 
took  both  his  father's  hands.  '  My  dear,  dear  old  father  ! ' 
says  he,  *  what  a — what  an — old  trump  you  are  ! ' 

My  eyes  were  so  dim  I  could  hardly  see  the  two  men  as  they 
embraced. 

CHAPTER  LIV. 

HAS  A  TRAGICAL  ENDING. 

Clive  presently  answered  the  question  which  his  father  put 
to  him  in  the  last  chapter  by  producing  from  the  ledge  of  his 
easel  a  crumpled  paper,  full  of  Cavendish  now,  but  on  which 
was  written  Sir  Barnes  Newcome's  reply  to  his  cousin's  polite 
invitation. 

Sir  Barnes  Newcome  wrote  that  he  thought  a  reference 
to  a  friend  was  quite  unnecessary,  in  the  most  disagreeable  and 
painful  dispute  in  which  Mr.  Clive  desired  to  interfere  as  a 
l)rincipal  ;  that  the  reasons  which  prevented  Sir  Barnes  from 
taking  notice  of  Colonel  Newcome's  shameful  and  ungentle- 
manlike  conduct  applied  equally,  as  Mr.  Clive  Newcorae  very 
well  knew,  to  himself  ;  that  if  further  insult  was  offered,  or 
outrage  attempted.  Sir  Barnes  should  resort  to  the  police  for 
protection  ;  that  he  was  about  to  quit  London,  and  certainly 
should  not  delay  his  departure  on  account  of  Mr.  Clire  New- 
come's  monstrous  proceedings  ;  and  that  he  desired  to  take 
leave  of  an  odious  subject,  as  of  an  individual  whom  he  had 
striven  to  treat  with  kindness,  but  from  whom,  from  youth 
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upward,  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  had  received  nothing  but  inso- 
lence, enmity,  and  ill  will. 

"  He  is  an  ill  man  to  offend,*  remarked  Mr.  Pendennis.  "  I 
don't  think  he  has  ever  forgiven  that  claret,  Clive.' 

"  Pooh  !  the  feud  dates  from  long  before  that,'  said  Clive. 
*  Barnes  wanted  to  lick  me  wlien  I  was  a  boy,  and  I  declined  ; 
in  fact,  I  think  he  had  rather  the  worst  of  it  ;  but  then  I 
operated,  freely  on  his  shins,  and  that  wasn't  fair  in  war,  you 
know.' 

'  Heaven  forgive  me,'  cries  the  Colonel.  '  I  have  always 
felt  the  fellow  was  my  enemy  ;  and  my  mind  is  relieved,  now 
war  is  declared.  It  has  been  a  kind  of  hypocris}'  with  me  to 
shake  his  hand  and  eat  his  dinner.  When  I  trusted  liim  it  was 
against  my  better  instinct  ;  and  I  have  been  struggling  against 
it  these  ten  years,  thinking  it  was  a  wicked  prejudice  and  ouglit 
to  be  overcome.' 

*  Why  should  we  overcome  such  instincts  ? '  asks  Mr.  War- 
rington. '  Why  shouldn't  we  hate  what  is  hateful  in  people, 
and  scorn  what  is  mean  ?  From  what  friend  Pen  has  described 
to  me,  and  from  some  other  accounts  whicli  liave  come  to  my 
ears,  your  respectable  nephew  is  about  as  loathsome  a  little 
villain  as  crawls  on  the  earth.  Good  seems  to  be  out  of  his 
sphere,  and  away  from  his  contemplation.  He  ill-treats  every 
one  he  comes  near  ;  or,  if  gentle  to  them,  it  is  that  the}"  may 
serve  some  base  purpose.  Since  my  attention  has  been  drawn 
to  the  creature,  I  have  been  contemplating  liis  ways  with 
wonder  and  curiosity.  How  much  superior  nature's  rogues 
are.  Pen,  to  the  villains  you  novelists  put  into  your  books  ! 
This  man  goes  about  iiis  life  business  witli  a  natural  propensity 
to  darkness  and  evil — as  a  bug  crawls,  and  stings,  and  sticks. 
I  don't  suppose  the  fellow  feels  any  more  remorse  than  a  cat 
that  runs  away  with  a  mutton  chop.  I  recognize  tlie  Evil 
Spirit,  sir,  and  do  honor  to  Ahrini.ines,  in  taking  off  niy  hat  to 
this  3'oung  man.  I  le  seducetl  a  poor  girl  in  his  father's  oountiy 
town — is  it  not  natural  ?  deserted  her  and  licr  children — don't 
you  recognize  the  beast  ?  married  for  rank — could  you  e.xpect 
otherwise  from  him?  invites  my  Lord  Iliujhgate  to  his  liouse, 
in  consideration  of  his  halance  at  the  bank.  Sir,  unless  some- 
body's heel  sliall  crunch  him  on  the  way,  there  la  no  height  to 
which  this  aspiring  vermin  mayn't  crawl.  I  look  to  see  Sir 
Barnes  Newcoiiie  |>rosper  more  and  more.  I  mak»'  no  doul»t 
he  will  <lie  an  iinineiise  capitalist,  and  an  exalted  peer  of  this 
realm.  He  will  havi*  a  marble  monunient,  and  a  pathetic 
funeral  S  Tmon.    Tliere  is  a  <Ii\ine  in  your  family,  (Mivi',  that 
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shall  preach  it.  I  will  weep  respectful  tears  over  the  grave  of 
Baron  Newcome,  Viscount  Newcome,  Earl  Newcome  ;  and  the 
children  whom  he  has  deserted,  and  who,  in  the  course  of  time, 
will  be  sent  by  a  grateful  nation  to  New  South  Wales,  will 
proudly  say  to  their  brother  convicts,  "Yes,  the  Earl  was  our 
honored  father  !  " ' 

*  I  fear  he  is  no  better  than  he  should  be,  Mr.  Warrington,' 
says  the  Colonel,  shaking  his  head.  *  I  never  heard  the  story 
about  the  deserted  children.' 

'  How  should  you,  oh,  guileless  man  ? '  cries  Warrington.  '  I 
am  not  in  the  ways  of  scandal  hearing  myself,  much  ;  but 
this  tale  I  had  from  Sir  Barnes  Newcome's  own  county.  Mr. 
Batters  of  the  Newcome  Independent  is  my  esteemed  client. 
I  write  leading  articles  for  his  newspaper,  and  when  he  was 
in  town  last  spring,  he  favored  me  wdth  the  anecdote  ;  and 
proposed  to  amuse  tlie  Member  for  Newcome  by  publishing 
it  in  his  journal.  This  kind  of  writing  is  not  much  in  my 
line,  and  out  of  respect  to  you  and  your  young  one,  I  believe,  I 
strove  with  Mr.  Batters,  and  entreated  him,  and  prevailed  with 
him  not  to  publish  the  story.    This  is  how  I  came  to  know  it.' 

I  sat  with  the  Colonel  in  the  evening,  when  he  commented 
on  Warrington's  story  and  Sir  Barnes'  adventures  in  his  sim- 
ple way.  He  said  his  brother,  Hobson,  had  been  with  him  the 
morning  after  the  dispute,  reiterating  Barnes'  defense  of  his 
conduct,  and  professing,  on  his  part,  nothing  but  good  w^ill 
toward  his  brother.  *  Between  ourselves,  the  young  baronet 
carries  matters  with  rather  a  high  hand  sometimes,  and  I  am 
not  sorry  that  you  gave  him  a  little  dressing.  But  you  were 
too  hard  upon  him.  Colonel — really  you  were.' 

*  Had  I  known  that  child  deserting  story  I  would  have  given  it 
harder  still,  sir,'  says  Thomas  Newcome,  twirling  his  mustache, 
*but  my  brother  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  quarrel,  and  very 
rightly  did  not  wish  to  engage  in  it.  He  has  an  eye  to  busi- 
ness, has  Master  Hobson,  too,'  my  friend  continued  ;  '  for  he 
brought  me  a  check  for  my  private  account,  which  of  course, 
he  said,  could  not  remain  after  my  quarrel  with  Barnes.  But 
the  Indian  bank  account,  which  is  pretty  large,  he  supposed, 
need  not  be  taken  away,  and  indeed  why  should  it  ?  So  that, 
which  is  little  business  of  mine,  remains  where  it  is  ;  and 
brother  Hobson  and  I  remain  perfectly  good  friends. 

*  I  think  Clive  is  much  better  since  he  has  been  quite  put 
out  of  his  suspense.  He  speaks  with  a  great  deal  more  kind- 
ness and  good  nature  about  the  marriage  than  I  am  disposed 
to  feel  regarding  it,  and  depend  on  it,  has  too  high  a  spirit  to 
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show  that  he  is  beaten.  But  I  know  he  is  a  good  deal  cut  up, 
tliough  he  says  nothing  ;  and  he  agreed  willingly  enough  to 
take  a  little  journey,  Arthur,  and  be  out  of  the  way  when  this 
business  takes  place.  We  shall  go  to  Paris — I  don't  know- 
where  else  besides.  These  misfortunes  do  good  in  one  way, 
hard  as  they  are  to  bear  ;  they  unite  people  who  love  each 
other.  It  seems  to  me  my  boy  has  been  nearer  to  me,  and 
likes  his  old  father  better  than  he  has  done  of  late.' 
And  very  soon  after  this  talk,  our  friends  departed. 

The  Bulgarian  minister  having  been  recalled,  and  Lady 
Ann  Newcome's  house  in  Park  Lane  being  vacant,  her  lady- 
ship and  her  family  came  to  occupy  the  mansion  for  tliis 
eventful  season,  and  sat  once  more  in  the  dismal  dining  room, 
under  the  picture  of  the  defunct  Sir  Brian.  A  little  of  the 
splendor  and  hospitality  of  old  days  was  revived  in  the 
house  ;  entertainments  were  given  by  Lady  Ann  ;  and  among 
other  festivities,  a  fine  ball  took  place,  when  pretty  Miss  Alice, 
Miss  Ethel's  younger  sister,  made  her  first  appearance  in  the 
world,  to  which  she  was  afterward  to  be  presented  b}"  the 
Marchioness  of  Farintosh.  All  the  little  sisters  were  charmed, 
no  doubt,  that  the  beautiful  Ethel  was  to  become  a  beautiful 
marchioness,  who,  as  they  came  up  to  womanhood  one  after 
another,  would  introduce  them  severally  to  amiable  young 
earls,  dukes,  and  marquises,  wlien  they  would  be  married  off, 
and  wear  coronets  and  diamonds  of  their  own  right.  At  Lady 
Ann's  ball  I  saw  my  acquaintance,  young  Mumford,  who  was 
going  to  Oxford  next  October,  and  about  to  leave  Rugby, 
where  he  was  at  tlie  head  of  tlie  school,  looking  very  dismal 
as  Miss  Alice  whirled  round  the  room  dancing  in  V^iscount 
Bustington's  arms  ;  Miss  Alice,  with  whose  mamma  he  used 
to  take  tea  at  Rui^hy,  and  for  whose  j)retly  sake  Mumford  did 
Alfred  Newcoine's  verses  for  him,  and  let  him  otT  his  thrasli- 
ings.  Poo!  Mumford  !  Ik;  <lismally  went  about  under  the  pro- 
tection of  youtig  Alfre<l,  ;i  fourth  form  boy — not  one  soul  did 
lie  know  in  that  rattling  London  ballroom  ;  his  young  face 
was  as  white  as  th(^  large  white  tie  donned  two  hours  since 
at  the  Tavistof^k  with  such  nervousness  and  beating  of  heart. 

With  thes(«  l;i«ls,  an<l  <lecorate(l  witha  tie  e(|u:illy  splendid, 
moved  about,  young  Sam  Newcomr,  who  was  sliirking  from  his 
sister  and  his  mamma.  Mrs.  Ilohsoii  had  a(*tually  assumed 
clean  gloves  for  tliis  festive  oc(rasion.  Sam  star«'d  at  all  the 
'  Nobs ';  and  insisted  u|»on  beiiiLJ  introduced  to  '  l''arintosli,* 
and  congrat  ulat  t<l  his  loiilsliip  with  mucli  graceful  ease;  an<l 
then  pushed  ahout  the  rooms  perseveringly,  lianging  on  to 
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Alfred's  jacket.  *  I  say,  I  wish  you  wouldn't  call  me  Al,'  I 
heard  Master  Alfred  say  to  his  cousin.  Seeing  my  face,  Mr. 
Samuel  ran  up  to  claim  acquaintance.  He  was  good  enough 
to  say  he  thought  Farintosh  seemed  devilish  haughty.  Even 
my  wife  could  not  help  saying  that  Mr.  Sam  was  an  odious 
little  creature. 

So  it  was  for  young  Alfred,  and  his  brothers  and  sisters, 
who  would  want  help  and  protection  in  the  world,  that  Ethel 
was  about  to  give  up  her  independence,her  inclination,perhaps, 
and  to  bestow  her  life  on  yonder  young  nobleman.  Looking 
at  her  as  a  girl  devoting  herself  to  her  family,  her  sacrifice 
gave  her  a  melancholy  interest  in  our  eyes.  My  wife  and  I 
watched  her,  grave  and  beautiful,  moving  through  the 
rooms,  receiving  and  returning  a  hundred  greetings,  bending 
to  compliments,  talking  with  this  friend  and  that,  with  my 
lord's  lordly  relations,  with  himself — to  whom  she  listened 
deferentially,  faintly  smiling  as  he  spoke  now  and  again — 
doing  the  honors  of  her  mpther's  house.  Lady  after  lady  of 
his  lordship's  clan  and  kinsfolk  complimented  the  girl  and 
her  pleased  mother.  Old  Lady  Kew  was  radiant  (if  one  can 
call  radiance  the  glances  of  those  darkling  old  eyes).  She 
sat  in  a  little  room  apart ;  and  thither  people  went  to  pay  their 
court  to  her.  Unwittingly  I  came  in  on  this  levee,  with  my 
wife  on  my  arm.  Lady  Kew  scowled  at  me  over  the  crutch, 
but  without  a  sign  of  recognition.  *  What  an  awful  counte- 
nance the  old  woman  has  ! '  Laura  whispered,  as  we  retreated 
out  of  that  gloomy  presence. 

And  Doubt  (as  its  wont  is)  whispered,  too,  a  question  in  my 
ear.  *  Is  it  for  her  brothers  and  sisters  only  that  Miss  Ethel 
is  sacrificing  herself?  Is  it  not  for  the  coronet,  and  the 
triumph,  and  the  fine  houses  ?  '  *  When  two  motives  may 
actuate  a  friend,  we  surely  ma}''  try  and  believe  in  the  good 
one,'  says  Laura.  *  But  I  am  glad  Clive  does  not  marry  her — 
poor  fellow — he  would  not  have  been  happy  with  her.  She 
belongs  to  this  great  world  ;  she  has  spent  all  her  life  in  it  ; 
Clive  would  have  entered  into  it  very  likely  in  her  train.  And 
you  know,  sir,  it  is  not  good  that  we  should  be  our  husbands' 
superiors,'  adds  Mrs.  Laura,  with  a  courtesy. 

She  presently  pronounced  that  the  air  was  very  hot  in  the 
rooms,  and  in  fact  wanted  to  go  home  to  see  her  child.  As 
we  passed  out,  we  saw  Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  eagerly  smiling, 
smirking,  bowing,  and  in  the  fondest  conversation  with  his 
sister  and  Lord  Farintosh.  By  Sir  Barnes  suddenly  brushed 
Lieutenant-General  Sir  George  Tufto,  K.  C.  B.,  who,  when  he 
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saw  on  whose  foot  he  had  trodden,  grunted  out,  *  Hm,  beg 
your  pardon!'  and  turning  his  back  on  Barnes,  forthwith 
began  complimenting  Ethel  and  the  Marquis.  '  Served  with 
your  lordship's  father  in  Spain  ;  glad  to  make  your  lordship's 
acquaintance,'  says  Sir  George.  Ethel  bows  to  us  as  we  pass  out 
of  the  rooms,  and  we  hear  no  more  of  Sir  George's  conversation. 

In  the  cloak  room  sits  Lady  Clara  Newcome,  with  a  gentle- 
man bending  over  her  just  in  such  an  attitude  as  the  bride  is, 
in  Hogarth's  '  Mariage  a  la  Mode,'  as  the  counselor  talks  to 
her.  Lady  Clara  starts  up,  as  a  crowd  of  blushes  come  into 
her  wan  face,  and  tries  to  smile,  and  rises  to  greet  my  wife, 
and  says  something  about  it  being  so  dreadfully  hot  in  the 
upper  rooms,  and  so  very  tedious  waiting  for  the  carriages. 
The  gentleman  advances  toward  me  with  a  military  stride, 
and  says,  '  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Pendennis  ?  How's  our 
young  friend,  the  painter  ?  '  I  answer  Lord  Highgate  civilly 
enough,  whereas  my  wife  will  scarce  speak  a  word  in  reply  to 
Lady  Clara  Newcome. 

Lady  Clara  asked  us  to  her  ball,  which  my  wife  declined 
altogether  to  attend.  Sir  Barnes  published  a  series  of  quite 
splendid  entertainments  on  the  happy  occasion  of  his  sister's 
betrothal.  We  read  the  names  of  all  the  clan  Farintosh  in  the 
Morning  Post,  as  attending  these  banquets.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Hobson  Newcome,  in  Bryanstone  Square,  gave  also  signs  of 
rejoicing  at  their  niece's  marriage.  They  had  a  grand  ban- 
quet, followed  b)''  a  tea,  to  which  latter  amusement  the  present 
biographer  was  invited.  Lady  Ann,  and  Lady  Kew  and  her 
granddaughter,  and  the  Baronet  and  his  wife,  and  my  Lord 
Higligate,  and  Sir  George  I'ufto  attended  tlie  dinner  ;  but  it 
was  rather  a  damp  entertainment.  *  Farintosh,'  whispers 
Sam  Newcome,  *  sent  word  just  before  dinner  that  he  had  a 
sore  throat,  and  J^arnes  was  as  sulky  as  j)08sible.  Sir  George 
wouldn't  speak  to  him,  and  tlie  Dowager  wouldn't  s])eak  to 
Lord  Highgate.  Scarcely  anything  was  drank,'  coneludod 
Mr.  Sam,  with  a  slight  hiccough.  *  I  say,  Pendennis,  how  sold 
Clive  will  ])e  !  '  And  the  amiable  youth  went  off  to  commune 
with  others  of  Ins  parents'  guests. 

Tlius  the  Newconies  enter! ained  the  Farintoslies,  and  the 
Farintoshes  entertained  the  Newcomes.  And  the  Dowager 
Countess  of  Kew  went  from  assembly  to  assembly  «'very  even- 
ing, and  to  jewelers,  and  u|)holsterers,  and  dr<'ssniakeis  e^  erv 
morning  ;  and  Loid  l''arinln.sli  seemed  to  <_ci<>w  inor*'  aiid  more 
attentive  as  the  happy  day  a|>proaehe<l,  :ind  lie  gave  away  all 
liis  cigars  to  liis  brother  Kob;  and  ids  sisters  were  delighted  with 
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Ethel,  and  constantly  in  her  company,  and  his  mother  was 
pleased  with  her,  and  thought  a  girl  of  lier  spirit  and  resolution 
would  make  a  good  wife  for  her  son  ;  and  select  crowds  flocked 
to  see  the  service  of  plate  at  Handyman's  and  the  diamonds 
which  were  being  set  for  the  lady  ;  and  Smee,R.  A.,  painted  her 
portrait  as  a  souvenir  for  mamma  when  MissNewcome  should 
be  Miss  Newcome  no  more  ;  and  Lady  Kew  made  a  will, 
leaving  all  she  could  leave  to  her  beloved  granddaughter  Ethel, 
daughter  of  the  late  Sir  Brian  Newcome,  Baronet ;  and  Lord 
Kew  wrote  an  affectionate  letter  to  his  cousin,  congratulating 
her  and  wishing  her  happiness  with  all  his  heart  ;  and  I  was 
glancing  over  The  Times  newspaper  at  breakfast  one  morning, 
when  I  laid  it  down  with  an  exclamation  which  caused  my  wife 
to  start  with  surprise. 

*  What  is  it  ? '  cries  Laura,  and  I  read  as  follows  : 

'  Death  of  the  Countess  Dowager  of  Kew. — We  regret  to  have  to  announce  the 
awfully  pudden  death  of  this  venerable  lady.  Her  ladyship,  who  had  been  at  several 
parties  of  the  nobility  the  night  before  last,  seemingly  in  perfect  health,  was  seized 
with  a  fit,  as  she. was  waiting  for  her  carriage  and  about  to  quit  LadyPallgrave's  assem- 
bly. Immediate  medical  assistance  was  procured,  and  her  ladyship  was  carried  to  her 
own  house,  in  Queen  Street,  May  Fair.  But  she  never  rallied,  or.  we  believe,  spoke, 
after  the  first  fatal  seizure,  and  sHuk  at  eleven  o'clock  last  evening.  The  dereased, 
Louisa  Joanna  Gaunt,  widow  of  Frederick,  first  Earl  of  Kew,  was  daughter  of  Charles, 
Earl  of  Gaunt,  and  sister  of  the  late  and  aunt  of  the  present  Marqu.s  of  Steyne.  The 

E resent  Earl  of  Kew  is  her  ladyship's  grandson,  his  lordship's  father.  Lord  Walham, 
aving  died  before  his  own  father,  the  first  earl.  Many  noble  families  are  placed  in 
mourning  by  this  sad  event.  Society  has  to  deplore  the  death  of  a  lady  who  has  been 
its  ornament  for  more  than  half  a  century,  and  who  was  known,  we  may  say.  through- 
out Europe  for  her  remarkable  sense,  extraordinary  memory,  and  brilliant  wit.' 

CHAPTER  LV. 

BARNES'  SKELETON  CLOSET. 

The  demise  of  Lady  Kew  of  course  put  a  stop  for  a  while 
to  the  matrimonial  projects  so  interesting  to  the  house  of  New- 
come.  Hymen  blew  his  torch  out,  put  it  into  the  cupboard  for 
use  on  a  future  day,  and  exchanged  his  garish  saffron-colored 
robe  for  decent  temporary  mourning.  Charles  Honeyman  im- 
proved the  occasion  at  Lady  Whittlesea's  chapel  hard  by  ;  and 
*  Death  at  the  Festival '  was  one  of  his  most  thrilling  sermons, 
reprinted  at  the  request  of  some  of  the  congregation.  There 
were  those  of  his  flock,  especially  a  pair  whose  quarter  of  the 
fold  was  the  organ  loft,  who  were  always  charmed  with  the 
piping  of  that  melodious  pastor. 

Sliall  we,  too,  while  the  coffin  yet  rests  on  the  outer  earth's 
surface,  enter  the  chapel  whither  these  void  remains  of  our 
dear  sister  departed  are  borne  by  the  smug  undertaker's  gentle- 
men, and  pronounce  an  elegy  over  that  bedizened  box  of  cor- 
ruption ?    When  the  young  are  stricken  down  and  their  roses 
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nipped  in  an  hour  by  the  destroying  blight,  even  the  stranger 
can  sympathize,  who  counts  the  scant  years  on  the  gravestone 
or  reads  the  notice  in  the  newspaper  corner.  Tlie  contrast 
forces  itself  on  you.  A  fair  young  creature,  bright  and  bloom- 
ing yesterday,  distributing  smiles,  levying  homage,  inspiring 
desire,  conscious  of  her  power  to  charm  and  gay  with  the 
natural  enjoyment  of  her  conquests — who,  in  his  walk  through 
the  world,  lias  not  looked  on  many  such  a  one  ;  and,  at  the 
notion  of  her  sudden  call  away  from  beauty,  triumph,  pleasure  j 
her  helpless  outcries  during  her  short  pain  ;  her  vain  pleas  for 
a  little  respite  ;  her  sentence  and  its  execution — has  not  felt  a 
shock  of  pity  ?  When  the  days  of  a  long  life  come  to  its  close, 
and  a  white  head  sinks  to  rise  no  more,  we  bow  our  own  with 
respect  as  the  mourning  train  passes,  and  salute  the  heraldry  and 
devices  of  yonder  pomp  as  symbols  of  age,  wisdom,  deserved 
respect,  and  merited  lienor  ;  long  experience  of  suffering  and 
action.  The  wealth  he  may  have  achieved  is  the  harvest  which 
he  sowed;  the  titles  on  his  hearse,  fruits  of  the  field  he  bravelj'' 
and  laboriously  wrought  in.  But  to  live  to  fourscore  years,  and 
be  found  dancing  among  the  idle  virgins  !  To  have  had  near  a 
century  of  allotted  time,  and  then  be  called  away  from  the 
giddy  notes  of  a  May  Fair  fiddle  !  To  have  to  yield  your  roses, 
too,  and  then  drop  out  of  the  bony  clutch  of  your  old  fingers  a 
wreath  that  came  from  a  Parisian  bandbox  !  One  fancies 
around  some  graves  unseen  troops  of  mourners  waiting  ;  many 
and  many  a  poor  pensioner  trooping  to  the  place  ;  main' weep- 
ing charities  ;  many  kind  actions  ;  many  dear  friends,  beloved 
and  deplored,  rising  up  at  the  toll  of  that  bell,  to  follow  the 
honored  hearse  ;  dea<l  ])ar('nts  waiting  above,  and  calling, 
'Come,  daughter'  ;  lost  children,  heaven's  foundlings,  hover- 
ing round  like  cherubim,  and  whispering,  '  Welcome,  mother.' 
Here  is  one  who  re])oses  after  a  long  feast,  where  no  love  has 
been  ;  after  girlhood,  without  kindly  maternal  nurture ;  marriage, 
without  affection  ;  matronhood,  without  its  precious  gritd's  and 
joys  ;  after  fourscore  years  of  lonely  vanity.  Let  us  take  off 
our  hats  to  that  procession,  too,  as  it  jiasses,  adinii  ing  the  dif- 
ferent lots  awardc*]  to  the  (diildren  of  men  and  the  various 
usages  to  which  Heaven  puts  its  creatures. 

Leave  we  yonder  velvet  palh'<l  box,  spangled  with  fantastic 
heraldry,  and  containing  within  the  aged  shmgh  and  envelope 
of  a  soul  gone  to  render  its  account.  Look  rather  at  tlu' living 
audieiUM'  standing  )"oun<l  the  sludl  the  deej)  griof  on  Uarnes 
Ncwcome's  liiu;  countenance  ;  the  Hadness  <lepictetl  in  the  lace 
of  the  Most  Noble  the  Manpiis  of  l'\irintosli  ;  the  synipatiiyof 
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her  ladyship's  medical  man  (who  came  in  the  third  mourning 
carriage)  ;  better  than  these,  the  awe,  and  reverence,  and  emo- 
tion exhibited  in  the  kind  face  of  one  of  the  witnesses  of  this 
scene,  as  he  listens  to  those  words  which  the  priest  rehearses 
over  our  dead.  What  magnificent  words  ;  what  a  burning 
faith  ;  what  a  glorious  triumph  ;  what  a  heroic  life,  death, 
hope,  they  record  !  They  are  read  over  all  of  us  alike  ;  as 
the  sun  shines  on  just  and  unjust.  We  have  all  of  us  heard 
them  ;  and  I  have  fancied,  for  my  part,  that  they  fell  and 
smote  like  the  sods  on  the  coffin. 

The  ceremony  over,  the  undertaker's  gentlemen  clamber  on 
the  roof  of  the  vacant  hearse,  into  which  palls,  trestles,  and 
trays  of  feathers  are  inserted,  and  the  horses  break  out  into 
a  trot,  and  the  empt}'-  carriages,  expressing  the  deep  grief  of 
the  deceased  lady's  friends,  depart  homeward.  It  is  remarked 
that  Lord  Kew  hardly  has  any  communication  with  his  cousin, 
Sir  Barnes  Nevvcome.  His  lordship  jumps  into  a  cab,  and 
goes  to  the  railroad.  Issuing  from  the  cemetery,  the  Marquis 
of  Farintosh  hastily  orders  that  thing  to  be  taken  off  his  hat, 
and  returns  to  town  in  his  brougham,  smoking  a  cigar.  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  rides  in  the  brougham  beside  Lord  Farin- 
tosh as  far  as  Oxford  Street,  where  he  gets  a  cab  and  goes  to 
the  City.  For  business  is  business,  and  must  be  attended  to, 
though  grief  be  ever  so  severe. 

A  very  short  time  previous  to  her  demise,  Mr.  Rood  (that 
was  Mr.  Rood — that  other  little  gentleman  in  black,  who 
shared  the  third  mourning  coach  along  with  her  ladyship's 
medical  man)  had  executed  a  will  by  which  almost  all  the 
Countess'  property  was  devised  to  her  granddaughter  Ethel 
Newcome.  Lady  Kew's  decease,  of  course,  delayed  the  mar- 
riage projects  for  a  while.  The  young  heiress  returned  to  her 
mother's  house  in  Park  Lane.  I  dare  say  the  deep  mourning 
habiliments  in  which  the  domestics  of  that  establishment 
appeared  were  purchased  out  of  the  funds  left  in  his  hands, 
which  Ethel's  banker  and  brother  had  at  her  disposal. 

Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  who  was  one  of  the  trustees  of  his 
sister's  property,  grumbled,  no  doubt,  because  Jiis  grandmother 
had  bequeathed  to  him  but  a  paltry  recompense  of  five  hun- 
dred pounds  for  his  pains  and  trouble  of  trusteeship  ;  but  his 
manner  to  Ethel  was  extremely  bland  and  respectful  ;  an 
heiress  now,  and  to  be  marchioness  in  a  few  months.  Sir  Barnes 
treated  her  with  a  very  different  regard  to  that  which  he  was 
accustomed  to  show  to  other  members  of  his  family.  For 
while  this  worthy  baronet  would  contradict  his  mother  at 
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every  word  she  uttered,  and  take  no  pains  to  disguise  his  opin- 
ion that  Lady  Ann's  intellect  was  of  the  very  poorest  order, 
he  would  listen  deferentially  to  Ethel's  smallest  observations, 
exert  himself  to  amuse  her  under  her  grief,  which  he  chose  to 
take  for  granted  was  very  severe,  visit  her  constantly,  and 
show  the  most  charming  solicitude  for  her  general  comfort 
and  welfare. 

During  this  time  my  wife  received  frequent  notes  from 
Ethel  Newcome,  and  the  intimacy  between  the  two  ladies 
much  increased.  Laura  was  so  unlike  the  women  of  Ethel's 
circle,  the  young  lady  was  pleased  to  say,  that  to  be  with  her 
was  Ethel's  greatest  comfort.  Miss  Newcome  was  now  her 
own  mistress,  had  her  carriage,  and  would  drive  day  after  day 
to  our  cottage  at  Richmond.  The  frigid  society  of  Lord  Far- 
intosh's  sisters,  the  conversation  of  his  mother,  did  not  amuse 
Ethel,  and  she  escaped  from  both  with  her  usual  impatience 
of  control.  She  was  at  home  every  day  dutifully  to  receive 
my  lord's  visits,  but  though  she  did  not  open  her  mind  to 
Laura  as  freely  regarding  the  young  gentleman  as  she  did 
when  the  character  and  disposition  of  her  future  mother-  and 
sisters-in-law  was  the  subject  of  their  talk,  I  could  see,  from 
the  grave  look  of  commiseration  which  my  wife's  face  bore 
after  her  young  friend's  visits,  that  Mrs.  Pendennis  augured 
rather  ill  of  the  future  happiness  of  this  betrothed  pair.  Once, 
at  Miss  Nevvcome's  special  request,  I  took  my  wife  to  see  her 
in  Park  Lane,  where  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh  found  us.  His 
lordsliip  and  I  had  already  a  half  acquaintance,  wiiich  was  not, 
however,  improved  after  my  regular  presentation  to  him  by 
Miss  Newcome.  He  scowled  at  me  with  a  countenance  indica- 
tive of  anything  but  welcome,  and  did  not  seem  in  tlie  least 
more  pleased  when  P^tiicl  entreated  her  friend  Laura  not  to 
take  her  bonnet — not  to  think  of  going  away  so  soon.  She 
came  to  see  us  tiic  very  next  day,  stayed  much  longer  with  us 
than  usu?,l,  and  returned  to  town  <juite  late  in  the  evening, 
in  spite  of  the  entreaties  of  the  inliospitable  Laura,  who  woidd 
have  had  her  leave  us  long  before.  *  I  am  sure,'  says  clear- 
sighted Mrs,  Tj.iuni,  'she  is  come  out  as  bravado, and  after  w<» 
went  away  yeslerd.iy  that  tliere  were  words  hetwi'en  her  and 
Lord  Farintosli  on  o\ir  account." 

'(/onfound  young  in.in,'  breaks  out  Mr.  Pendennis  in  a 
fume  ;  '  wiiat  does  hv  mean  by  his  ins»)h'nt  airs?' 

*  He  may  think  we  are  part  isans  <le  Taut  re,'  says  .Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis, with  a  smile  first  an«l  a  siltIi  afterward,  uh  nhe  miid, 
♦Poor  dive  !' 
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*  Do  you  ever  talk  about  Clive  ?  '  asks  the  husband. 

'  Never.  Once,  twice,  perhaps,  in  the  most  natural  manner 
in  the  world  we  mentioned  where  he  is  ;  but  nothing  further 
passes.  The  subject  is  a  sealed  one  between  us.  She  often 
looks  at  his  drawings  in  my  album  [Clive  had  drawn  our  baby 
there,  and  its  mother,  in  a  great  variety  of  attitudes],  and  gazes 
at  his  sketch  of  his  dear  old  father  ;  but  of  him  she  never  says 
a  word.' 

*  So  it  is  best,'  says  Mr.  Pendennis. 

*  Yes — best,'  echoes  Laura,  with  a  sigh. 

*  You  think,  Laura,'  continues  the  husband,  *  you  think 
she  ' 

'  She  what  ?  '  What  did  Mr.  Pendennis  mean  ?  Laura,  his 
wife,  certainly  understood  him,  though,  upon  my  conscience, 
the  sentence  went  no  further — for  she  answered  at  once  : 

*  Yes — I  think  she  certainly  did,  poor  boy.  But  that,  of 
course,  is  over  now  ;  and  Ethel,  though  she  cannot  help  being 
a  worldly  woman,  has  such  firmness  and  resolution  of  charac- 
ter that,  if  she  has  once  determined  to  conquer  any  inclination 
of  that  sort,  I  am  sure  she  will  master  it  and  make  Lord  Farin- 
tosh  a  very  good  wife.' 

'Since  the  Colonel's  quarrel  with  Sir  Barnes,'  cries  Mr. 
Pendennis,  adverting  by  a  natural  transition  from  Ethel  to  her 
amiable  brother,  *our  banking  friend  does  not  invite  us  any 
more  ;  Lady  Clara  sends  you  no  cards.  I  have  a  great  mind 
to  withdraw  my  account.' 

Laura,  who  understands  nothing  about  accounts,  did  not 
perceive  the  fine  irony  of  this  remark  ;  but  her  face  straightway 
put  on  the  severe  expression  which  it  chose  to  assume  whenever 
Sir  Barnes'  family  was  mentioned,  and  she  said  :  *  My  dear 
Arthur,  I  am  very  glad  indeed  that  Lady  Clara  sends  us  no 
more  of  her  invitations.  You  know  very  well  why  I  disliked 
them.' 

'Why?' 

*  I  hear  baby  crying,'  says  Laura — O  Laura,  Laura !  how 
could  you  tell  your  husband  such  a  fib  ? — and  she  quits  tlie 
room  without  deigning  to  give  any  answer  to  that '  Why  ? ' 

Let  us  pay  a  brief  visit  to  Newcome  in  the  North  of  Eng- 
land, and  there  we  may  get  some  answer  to  the  question  to 
which  Mr.  Pendennis  had  just  in  vain  asked  a  reply  from  his 
wife.  My  design  does  not  include  a  description  of  that  great 
and  flourishing  town  of  Newcome,  and  of  the  manufactures 
which  caused  its  prosperity  ;  but  only  admits  of  the  introduc- 
tion of  those  Newcomites  who  are  concerned  in  the  affairs  of 
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the  family  which  has  given  its  respectable  name  to  these 
volumes. 

Thus,  in  previous  pages  we  have  said  nothing  about  the 
Mayor  and  Corporation  of  Newcome,  the  magnificent  bankers 
and  manufacturers  who  had  their  places  of  business  in  the  town 
and  their  splendid  villas  outside  its  smoky  precincts  ;  people 
who  would  give  their  thousand  guineas  for  a  picture  or  a  statue, 
and  write  you  off  a  check  for  ten  times  the  amount  any  day  ; 
people  who,  if  there  was  talk  of  a  statue  to  the  Queen  or  the 
Duke,  would  come  down  to  the  Town  'AH  and  subscribe  their 
one,  two,  three  'undred  apiece  (especially  if  in  the  neighboring 
city  of  Slowcome  they  were  putting  up  a  statue  to  the  Duke  or 
the  Queen) — not  of  such  men  I  have  spoken,  the  magnates  of 
the  place  ;  but  of  the  humble  Sarah  Mason  in  Jubilee  Row  ;  of 
the  Rev.  Dr.  Bulders,  the  vicar,  Mr.  Vidler,the  apothecary,  Mr. 
Duff,  the  baker  ;  of  Tom  Potts,  the  jolly  reporter  of  the  New- 
come  Independent,  and  Batters,  Esq.,  the  proprietor  of  that 

journal — persons  with  whom  our  friends  have  had  already,  or 
will  be  found  presently  to  have,  some  connection.  And  it  is 
from  these  that  we  shall  arrive  at  some  particulars  regarding 
the  Newcome  family  M'hich  will  show  us  that  they  have  a 
skeleton  or  two  in  their  closets,  as  well  as  their  neighbors. 

Now,  how  will  you  have  the  story  ?  Worthy  mammas  of 
families — if  you  do  not  like  to  have  your  daughters  told  that 
bad  husbands  will  make  bad  wives  ;  that  marriages  begun  in 
indifference  make  homes  unhappy  ;  that  men  whom  girls  are 
brought  to  swear  to  love  and  honor  are  sometimes  false,  selfisli, 
and  cruel  ;  and  that  women  forget  the  oaths  which  they  have 
been  made  to  swear — if  you  will  not  hear  of  this,  ladies,  close 
the  book  and  send  for  some otlier.  ]>anish  the  newspaper  out 
of  your  houses,  and  shut  your  eyes  to  the  truth,  the  aw  I'ul  truth, 
of  life  and  sin.  Is  the  world  made  of  Jennies  and  .lessamies, 
and  passion  tlu;  )>Iay  of  schoolboys  an<l  schoolgirls,  scribbling 
valentines  and  intcrctlianging  lollipops?  Is  life  all  over  when 
Jenny  an<l  Jessamy  are  niat  ried  ;  and  are  there  no  subsecpient 
trials,  griefs,  wars,  bitter  heart-pangs,  dreadful  temptations, 
<lefeats,  remorses,  su(T<'ringH  to  l)ear,  and  dangei's  to  overcome? 
As  you  and  I,  friend,  kneel  with  oui"  children  round  about  us, 
j)rostrate  Ix'fore  the  Fathei-  of  us  all,  and  asking  niercy  for  nus- 
erable  sinners,  are  the  young  ones  to  suj>pose  the  words  are 
mere  form,  and  don't  :i|>|>ly  to  us? — to  some  outcasts  in  tiie 
free  seats  j>robably,  or  those  nauLjhty  boys  playing  in  the 
churchyard?  An;  tiM'y  not  to  know  that  weeir  t«)o,und  pray 
with  all  our  hearts  to  bo  reHcu«'d  from  temptation  ?    If  such  a 
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knowledge  is  wrong  for  them,  send  them  to  church  apart. 
Go  you  and  worship  in  private  ;  or,  if  not  too  proud,  kneel 
humbly  in  the  midst  of  them,  owning  your  wrong,  and  praying 
Heaven  to  be  merciful  to  you  a  sinner. 

When  Barnes  Newcome  became  the  reigning  prince  of  the 
Newcome  family,  and  after  the  first  agonies  of  grief  for  his 
father's  death  had  subsided,  he  made  strong  attempts  to  con- 
ciliate the  principal  persons  in  the  neighborhood,  and  to  render 
himself  popular  in  the  borough.  He  gave  handsome  entertain- 
ments to  the  townsfolk  and  to  the  county  gentry  ;  he  tried  even 
to  bring  those  two  warring  classes  together.  He  endeavored 
to  be  civil  to  the  JVeiocome  Independent^  the  opposition  paper, 
as  well  as  the  Newcome  Sentinel,  that  true  old  uncompromis- 
ing blue.  He  asked  the  dissenting  clergymen  to  dinner,  and 
the  low  church  clergymen,  as  well  as  the  orthodox  Dr. 
Bulders  and  his  curates.  He  gave  a  lecture  at  the  Newcome 
Athenaeum,  which  everybody  said  was  very  amusing,  and  which 
Sentinel  and  Independent  both  agreed  in  praising.  Of  course 
he  subscribed  to  that  statue  which  the  Newcomites  were  liais- 
ing ;  to  the  philanthropic  missions  which  the  reverend  low 
church  gentlemen  were  engaged  in  ;  to  the  races  (for  the 
young  Newcomite  manufacturers  are  as  sporting  gents  as  any 
in  the  North),  to  the  hospital,  the  People's  Library,  the  resto- 
ration of  the  rood  screen,  and  the  great  painted  window  in 
Newcome  Old  Church  (Rev.  J.  Bulders),  and  he  had  to  pay,in 
fine,  a  most  awful  price  for  his  privilege  of  sitting  in  Parliament 
as  representative  of  his  native  place — as  he  called  it  in  his 
speeches,  *  the  cradle  of  his  forefathers,  the  home  of  his  race,' 
etc.,  though  Barnes  was  in  fact  born  at  Clapham. 

Lady  Clara  could  not  in  the  least  help  this  young  statesman 
in  his  designs  upon  Newcome  and  the  Newcomites.  After  she 
came  into  Barnes'  hands,  a  dreadful  weight  fell  upon  her. 
She  would  smile  and  simper,  and  talk  kindly  and  gayly  enough 
at  first,  during  Sir  Brian's  life  ;  and  among  women,  when 
Barnes  was  not  present.  But  as  soon  as  he  joined  the  company, 
it  was  remarked  that  his  wife  became  silent,  and  looked  eagerly 
toward  him  whenever  she  ventured  to  speak.  She  blundered  ; 
her  eyes  filled  with  tears  ;  the  little  wit  she  had  left  her  in  her 
husband's  presence ;  he  grew  angry,  and  tried  to  hide  his 
anger  with  a  sneer,  or  broke  out  with  a  gibe  and  an  oath,  when 
he  lost  patience,  and  Clara,  whimpering,  would  leave  the  room. 
Everybody  at  Newcome  knew  that  Barnes  bullied  his  wife. 

People  had  worse  charges  against  Barnes  than  wife  bullying. 
Do  you  suppose  that  little  interruption  which  occurred  at 
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Barnes'  marriage  was  not  known  in  Newcome?  His  victim  had 
been  a  New  come  girl — the  man  to  whom  she  was  betrothed  was 
in  a  Newcome  factory.  When  Barnes  was  a  young  man,  and 
in  his  occasional  visits  to  Newcome  lived  along  with  tliose  dash- 
ing young  blades  Sam  Jollyman  (Jollyman  Brothers  &  Bow- 
cher),  Bob  Homer,  Cross  County  Bill,  Al.  Rucker  (for  whom 
his  father  had  to  pay  eighteen  thousand  pounds  after  the  Leger 
tlie  year  Toggery  won  it),  and  that  wild  lot,  all  sorts  of  stories 
were  told  of  them,  and  of  Barnes  especially.  Most  of  them 
were  settled  and  sturdy  business  men  by  this  time.  AL,  it  was 
known,  had  become  very  serious,  besides  making  his  fortune  in 
cotton.  Bob  Homer  managed  the  bank  ;  and  as  for  S.  Jolly- 
man, Mrs.  S.  J.  took  uncommon  good  care  that  he  didn't  break 
out  of  bounds  any  more  ;  why,  he  was  not  even  allowed  to 
play  a  game  at  billiards,  or  to  dine  out  without  her.  .  .  I 
could  go  on  giving  you  interesting  particulars  of  a  hundred 
members  of  the  Newcome  aristocracy,  were  not  our  attention 
especially  directed  to  one  respectable  family. 

All  Barnes'  endeavors  at  popularity  were  vain,  partly  from 
his  own  fault,  and  partly  from  the  nature  of  mankind,  and  of 
the  Newcome  folks  especially,  whom  no  single  person  could 
possibly  conciliate.  Thus,  suppose  he  gave  the  advertisements, 
to  the  Independent y  the  old  blue  paper  the  Sentinel  was  very 
angry.  Suppose  he  asked  Mr.  Hunch^  the  dissenting  minister, 
to  bless  the  tablecloth  after  dinner,  as  he  had  begged  Dr. 
Bulders  to  utter  a  benediction  on  the  first  course,  Huncli  and 
Bulders  were  both  angr}^  He  subscribed  to  the  races — what 
heathenism  !  to  the  missionaries — what  sanctimonious  hum- 
bug !  And  the  worst  was  that  Barnes,  being  young  at  that 
time  and  not  able  to  keep  his  tongue  in  order,  could  not  help 
saying,  not  to,  but  of  such  and  such  a  man,  that  'he  was  an 
infernal  ass,  or  a  confounded  old  idiot,'  and  so  forth — peevish 
phrases  which  undid  in  a  moment  the  work  of  a  dozen  dinners, 
countless  com{)liments,  and  months  of  grinning  good-huiuor. 

Now  he  is  wiser.  He  is  very  proud  of  being  Newcome  of 
Newcome,  and  (juite  believes  that  the  ]>laee  is  his  hereditary 
princii)ality.  But  still,  he  says,  his  father  was  a  fo(d  forever 
r('j)resenting  the  boroiigli.  '  Darnni)',  sir,'  cries  Sir  Barnes, 
'  never  sit  for  a  place  that  lies  at  y<'iir  park  gates,  and  above 
all,  never  try  to  conciliate  'em.  ('urse  \'in  !  llatt>  'em  well, 
sir.  Take  a  line,  and  flog  the  f<'llows  on  the  other  side.  Sini'i' 
1  have  sat  in  Parliament  for  another  j)la('e,  I  have  saved  njy^elf 
1  <lon't  know  how  nmeli  a  year.  1  lu'ver  go  to  high  ehureli 
or  low  ;  don't  give  a  .shillin'  to  the  confounded  racc8,  or  tho 
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infernal  soup  tickets,  or  to  the  miserable  missionaries  ;  and  at 
last  live  in  quiet.' 

So  in  spite  of  all  his  subscriptions,  and  his  coaxing  of  the 
various  orders  of  Newcomites,  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  was  not 
popular  among  them  ;  and  while  he  had  enemies  on  all  sides, 
had  sturdy  friends  not  even  on  his  own.  Scarce  a  man  but 
felt  Barnes  was  laughing  at  him.  Bulders,  in  his  pulpit ; 
Holder,  who  seconded  him  in  his  election;  the  Newcome  society, 
and  the  ladies  even  more  than  the  men,  were  uneasy  under  his 
ominous  familiarity,  and  recovered  their  good-humor  when  he 
left  them.  People  felt  as  if  it  M^as  a  truce  only,  and  not  an 
alliance  with  him,  and  always  speculated  on  the  possibility  of 
war.  When  he  turned  his  back  on  them  in  the  market,  men  felt 
relieved,  and  as  they  passed  his  gate  looked  with  no  friendly 
glances  over  his  park  wall. 

What  happened  within  was  perfectly  familiar  to  many  per- 
sons. Our  friend  was  insolent  to  all  his  servants  ;  and  of 
course  very  well  served,  but  very  much  disliked  in  consequence. 
The  butler  was  familiar  with  Taplow — the  housekeeper  had  a 
friend  at  Newcome  ;  Mrs.  Taplow,  in  fact,  of  the  King's 
Arms — one  of  the  grooms  at  Newcome  Park  kept  company 
with  Mrs.  Bulders'  maid  ;  the  incomings  and  outgoings,  the 
quarrels  and  tears,  the  company  from  London,  and  all  the 
doings  of  the  folks  at  Newcome  Park  were  thus  known  to  the 
neighborhood  round  about.  The  apothecary  brought  an 
awful  story  back  from  Newcome.  He  had  been  called  to 
Lady  Clara  in  strong  hysterical  fits.  He  found  her  ladyship 
with  a  bruise  on  her  face.  When  Sir  Barnes  approached  her 
(he  would  not  allow  the  medical  man  to  see  her  except  in  his 
presence)  she  screamed,  and  bade  him  not  come  near  her. 
These  things  did  Mr.  Vidler  weakly  impart  to  Mrs.  Vidler ; 
these,  under  solemn  vows  of  secrec}'',  Mrs.  Vidler  told  to  one 
or  two  friends.  Sir  Barnes  and  Lady  Clara  were  seen  shop- 
ping together  very  graciously  in  Newcome  a  short  time  after- 
ward ;  persons  who  dined  at  the  Park  said  the  Baronet  and 
his  wife  seemed  on  very  good  terms  ;  but — but  that  story  of 
the  bruised  cheek  remained  in  the  minds  of  certain  people, 
and  lay  by  at  compound  interest  as  such  stories  will. 

Now,  say  people  quarrel  and  make  it  up  ;  or  don't  make  it 
up,  but  wear  a  smirking  face  to  society,  and  call  each  other 
*  my  dear '  and  *  my  leve,'  and  smooth  over  their  countenances 
before  John,  who  enters  with  the  coals  as  they  are  barking 
and  biting,  or  who  announces  the  dinner  as  they  are  tearing 
each  other's  eyes  out  ?    Suppose  a  woman  is  ever  so  miser- 
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able,  and  yet  smiles,  and  doesn't  show  her  grief?  'Quite 
right,'  say  her  prudent  friends,  and  her  husband's  relations 
above  all.  *  My  dear,  you  have  too  much  propriety  to  exhibit 
your  grief  before  the  world,  or  above  all,  before  the  darling 
children.'  So  to  lie  is  your  duty  ;  to  lie  to  your  friends,  to 
yourself  if  you  can,  to  your  children. 

Does  this  discipline  of  hypocrisy  improve  any  mortal 
woman  ?  Say  she  learns  to  smile  after  a  blow,  do  you  suppose 
in  this  matter  alone  she  will  be  a  hypocrite  ?  Poor  Lady 
Clara  !  I  fancy  a  better  lot  for  you  than  that  to  which  fate 
handed  you  over.  I  fancy  there  need  have  been  no  deceit  in 
your  fond  simple  little  heart  could  it  but  have  been  given  into 
other  keeping.  But  you  were  consigned  to  a  master  whose  scorn 
and  cruelty  terrified  you  ;  under  whose  sardonic  glances  your 
scared  eyes  were  afraid  to  look  up,  and  before  whose  gloomy 
coldness  you  dared  not  be  happy.  Suppose  a  little  plant,  very 
frail  and  delicate  from  the  first,  but  that  might  have  bloomed 
sweetly  and  borne  fair  flowers,  had  it  received  warm  shelter 
and  kindly  nurture  ;  suppose  a  young  creature  taken  out  of 
her  home,  and  given  over  to  a  hard  master  whose  caresses  are 
as  insulting  as  his  neglect  ;  consigned  to  cruel  usage  ;  to 
weary  loneliness  ;  to  bitter,  bitter  recollections  of  the  past  ; 
suppose  her  schooled  into  hypocrisy  by  tyranny — and  then, 
quick,  let  us  hire  an  advocate  to  roar  out  to  a  Britisli  jury  the 
wrongs  of  her  injured  husband,  to  paint  the  agonies  of  his 
bleeding  heart  (if  Mr.  Advocate  gets  plaintiff's  brief  in  time, 
and  before  defendant's  attorney  has  retained  him),  and  to 
show  society  injured  through  him.  Let  us  console  that 
martyr,  I  say,  with  thumping  damages  ;  and  as  for  the 
woman — the  guilty  wretch  !  let  us  lead  her  out  and  stone  her. 

CHAPTER  LVL 

ROSA  QUO  LOCORUM  KKRA.  MORATUR. 

Clivk  Newcomk  bore  liis  d(?feat  with  such  a  courage  and 
resolution  as  those  who  knew  the  young  fellow's  character  were 
sure  he  would  displ;iy.  It  was  while  he  had  a  Utile  lingering 
hope  still  that  tlu;  poor  lad  was  in  the  worst  (u)n«liti«)n  ;  as  ,1 
gambler  is  restl(;HH  and  uidiapj>y  while  his  last  few  guineas 
remain  witlj  him,  and  h<'  is  venturing  them  against  the  over- 
powering chancres  of  the  b.'ink.  His  last  piece,  however,  gone, 
our  friend  rises  up  from  that  unlucky  table  beaten  at  the 
contest,  but  not  hrokeii  in  spirit.  lie  goes  buck  into  tlu»  worUi 
again,  and  withdraws  from  that  dangerous  excitement;  Hon»e- 


578 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


times  when  he  is  alone  or  wakeful,  tossing  in  his  bed  at  nights^ 
he  may  recall  the  fatal  game,  and  think  how  he  might  have 
won  it — think  what  a  fool  he  was  ever  to  have  played  it  at 
all — but  these  cogitations  Clive  kept  for  himself.  He  was 
magnanimous  enough  not  even  to  blame  Ethel  much,  and  to 
take  her  side  against  his  father,  who,  it  must  be  confessed,  now 
exhibited  a  violent  hostility  against  that  young  lady  and  her 
belongings.  Slow  to  anger  and  utterly  beyond  deceit  himself, 
when  Thomas  Newcome  was  once  roused,  or  at  length  believed 
that  he  was  cheated,  woe  to  the  offender  !  From  that  day 
forth,  Thomas  believed  no  good  of  him.  Every  thought  or 
action  of  his  enemy's  life  seemed  treason  to  the  worthy  Colo- 
nel. If  Barnes  gave  a  dinner  party,  his  uncle  was  ready  to 
fancy  that  the  banker  wanted  to  poison  somebody  ;  if  he  made 
a  little  speech  in  the  House  of  Commons  (Barnes  did  make 
little  speeches  in  the  House  of  Commons),  the  Colonel  was  sure 
some  infernal  conspiracy  lay  under  the  villain's  words.  The 
whole  of  that  branch  of  the  Newcomes  fared  little  better  at 
their  kinsman's  hands — they  were  all  deceitful,  sordid,  heart- 
less, worldly — Ethel  herself  no  better  now  than  the  people 
who  had  bred  her  up.  People  hate,  as  they  love,  unreasonably. 
Whether  is  it  the  more  mortifying  to  us,  to  feel  that  we  are 
disliked  or  liked  undeservedly  ? 

Clive  was  not  easy  until  he  had  the  sea  between  him  and 
his  misfortune  ;  and  now  Thomas  Newcome  had  the  chance 
of  making  that  tour  with  his  son  which  in  early  days  had  been 
such  a  favorite  project  with  the  good  man.  They  traveled 
Rhineland  and  Switzerland  together — they  crossed  into  Italy 
— went  from  Milan  to  Venice  (where  Clive  saluted  the  greatest 
painting  in  the  world — the  glorious  '  Assumption '  of  Titian) 
— they  went  to  Trieste,  and  over  the  beautiful  Styrian  Alps 
to  Vienna — they  beheld  the  Danube,  and  the  plain  where  the 
Turk  and  Sobieski  fought.  They  traveled  at  a  prodigious 
fast  pace.  They  did  not  speak  much  to  one  another.  They 
were  a  pattern  pair  of  English  travelers,  I  dare  say  many 
persons  whom  they  met  smiled  to  observe  them,  and  shrugged 
their  shoulders  at  the  aspect  of  ces  Anglais.  They  did  not 
know  the  care  in  the  young  traveler's  mind  ;  and  the  deep 
tenderness  and  solicitude  of  the  elder.  Clive  wrote  to  say  it 
was  a  very  pleasant  tour,  but  I  think  I  should  not  have  liked 
to  join  it.  Let  us  dismiss  it  in  this  single  sentence.  Other 
gentlemen  have  taken  the  same  journey,  and  with  sorrow,  per- 
il aps,  as  their  silent  fellow  traveler.  How  you  remember  the 
places  afterward,  and  the  thoughts  which  pursued  you  !  If 
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in  after  days,  when  your  grief  is  dead  and  buried,  you  revisit 
the  scenes  in  which  it  was  your  companion,  how  its  ghost  rises 
and  shows  itself  again  !  Suppose  this  part  of  Mr.  Olive's  life 
were  to  be  described  at  length  in  several  chapters,  and  not  in 
a  single  brief' sentence,  what  dreary  pages  they  would  be  !  In 
two  or  three  months  our  friends  saw  a  number  of  men,  cities, 
mountains,  rivers,  and  what  not.  It  was  yet  early  autumn 
when  they  were  back  in  France  again,  and  September  found 
them  at  Brussels,  where  James  Binnie,  Esq.,  and  his  family 
were  established  in  comfortable  quarters,  and  where  we  may 
be  sure  Clive  and  his  father  were  very  welcome. 

Dragged  abroad  at  first  sorely  against  his  will,  James  Binnie 
had  found  the  continental  life  pretty  much  to  his  liking.  He 
had  passed  a  winter  at  Pau,  a  summer  at  Vichy,  where  the 
waters  had  done  him  good.  His  ladies  had  made  several 
charming  foreign  acquaintances.  Mrs.  Mackenzie  had  quite 
a  list  of  counts  and  marchionesses  among  her  friends.  The 
excellent  Captain  Goby  wandered  about  the  country  with  them. 
Was  it  to  Rosey,  was  it  to  her  mother,  the  Captain  was  most 
attached  ?  Rosey  received  l»ini  as  a  godpapa  ;  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie, as  a  wicked,  odious,  good-for-nothing,  dangerous, 
delightful  creature.  Is  it  humiliating,  is  it  consolatory',  to 
remark  with  what  small  wit  some  of  our  friends  are  amused  ? 
The  jovial  sallies  of  Goby  api)eared  exquisite  to  Roscy's 
mother,  and  to  the  girl,  probably  ;  though  that  young  Bahawder 
of  a  Clive  Newcome  chose  to  wear  a  grave  face  (confound  liis 
insolent  airs  !)  at  the  very  best  of  the  (ioby  jokes. 

In  Goby's  train  was  his  fervent  admirer  and  inse]>arable 
3'oung  friend,  Clarence  Hob}'.  Captain  Hoby  and  Captain 
Goby  traveled  the  world  toiretlu'r,  visittd  1  lonibourg  and 
Baden,  Cheltenham  and  Leamington,  J*aris  and  IJrussi'ls,  in 
company,  belonged  to  the  same  club  in  London — the  ct-nterof 
all  pleasure,  fashion,  and  joy,  for  the  young  oilicer  ami  the 
older  campaigjicr.  The  jokes  at  the  Flag,  t lie  ilinners  at  the 
Flag,  the  committee  of  the  Flag,  were  the  themr  of  tlu  ir 
constant  conversation,  (ioby,  <iity  years  old,  unattached,  an<l 
with  dyed  must  aches,  was  t  lie  .liTable  comrade  of  the  y»)unL:(>st 
member  of  his  ehil)  ;  w  hen  absent,  a  frien*!  wrote  him  the  last 
riddle  from  th(^  smokitig  room  ;  when  present,  his  knowle<lgo 
of  horses,  of  cookery,  wiiu'S,  cigars,  and  military  history 
ren<lered  him  a  most  accej>tabh'  <Mtm jianion.  lie  kin  \v  the 
history  and  achievements  of  c\cry  regiment  in  the  ainiy  ;  <'t 
every  general  an<l  commanding  <»nicer.  He  was  known  to 
hav(i  been  'out  '  moi»'  tli.m  (»iicr  liimscir,  ;iii<l  li.id  n\ade  up  a 
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hundred  quarrels.  He  was  certainly  not  a  man  of  an  ascetic 
life  or  a  profound  intellectual  culture  ;  but  though  poor,  he 
was  known  to  be  most  honorable  ;  though  more  than  middle- 
aged  he  was  cheerful,  busy,  and  kindly  ;  and  though  the 
youngsters  called  him  Old  Goby,  he  bore  his  years  very  gayly 
and  handsomely,  and  I  dare  say  numbers  of  ladies  besides  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  thought  him  delightful.  Goby's  talk  and  rattle, 
perhaps,  somewhat  bored  James  Binnie,  but  Thomas  Newcome 
found  the  Captain  excellent  company  ;  and  Goby  did  justice 
to  the  good  qualities  of  the  Colonel. 

Clive's  father  liked  Brussels  very  well.  He  and  his  son 
occupied  very  handsome  quarters,  near  the  spacious  apart- 
ments in  the  Park  which  James  Binnie's  family  inhabited. 
Waterloo  was  not  far  off,  to  which  the  Indian  officer  paid 
several  visits,  with  Captain  Goby  for  a  guide  ;  and  many  of 
Marlborough's  battlefields  were  near,  in  which  Goby  certainly 
took  but  a  minor  interest.  But  on  the  other  hand  Clive 
beheld  these  with  the  greatest  pleasure,  and  painted  more 
than  one  dasliing  piece  in  which  Churchill  and  Eugene,  Cutts 
and  Cadogan,  were  the  heroes  ;  whose  flowing  periwigs,  huge 
boots,  and  thundering  Flemish  chargers  were,  he  thought, 
more  novel  and  picturesque  than  the  Duke's  surtout,  and  the 
French  Grenadiers'  hairy  caps,  which  so  many  English  and 
French  artists  have  portrayed, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pendennis  were  invited  by  our  kind  Colonel 
to  pass  a  month — six  months  if  they  chose — at  Brussels,  and 
were  most  splendidly  entertained  by  our  friends  in  that  city. 
A  suite  of  handsome  rooms  was  set  apart  for  us.  My  study 
communicated  with  Clive's  atelier.  Many  an  hour  did  we 
pass,  and  many  a  ride  and  walk  did  we  take  together.  I 
observed  that  Clive  never  mentioned  Miss  Newcome's  name, 
and  Laura  and  I  agreed  that  it  was  as  well  not  to  recall  it. 
Only  once,  when  we  read  the  death  of  Lady  Glenlivat,  Lord 
Farintosh's  mother,  in  the  newspaper,  I  remember  to  have 
said,  '  I  suppose  the  marriage  will  be  put  off  again.' 

'  Qu'est-ce  que  cela  me  fait  ?  '  says  Mr.  Clive  gloomily,  over 
his  picture — a  cheerful  piece  representing  Count  Egmont 
going  to  execution  ;  in  which  I  have  the  honor  to  figure  as  a 
halberdier.  Captain  Hoby  as  the  Count,  and  Captain  Goby 
as  the  Duke  of  Alva,  looking  out  of  window. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  was  in  a  state  of  great  happiness  and  glory 
during  this  winter.  She  had  a  carriage,  and  worked  that 
vehicle  most  indefatigably.  She  knew  a  great  deal  of  good 
company  at  Brussels.    She  had  an  evening  for  receiving.  She 
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tiereelf  went  to  countless  evening  parties,  and  had  the  joy  of 
being  invited  to  a  couple  of  court  balls,  at  which  I  am  bound 
to  say  her  daughter  and  herself  both  looked  very  handsome. 
The  Colonel  brushed  up  his  old  uniform,  and  attended  these 
entertainments.  M.  Newcorae,  fils,  as  I  should  judge,  was  not 
the  worst  looking  man  in  the  room  ;  and  as  these  \'oung  people 
waltzed  together  (in  which  accomplishment  Clive  was  very 
much  more  skillful  than  Captain  Hobj^),  I  dare  sa}'  many  peo- 
ple thought  he  and  Rosey  made  a  prett}^  couple. 

Most  persons,  my  wife  included,  difficult  as  that  lady  is  to 
please,  were  pleased  with  the  pretty  little  Rosey.  She  sang 
charmingly  now,  and  looked  so,  while  singing.  If  her  mother 
would  but  have  omitted  that  chorus,  which  she  cackled  per- 
severingly  behind  her  daughter's  pretty  back — about  Rosey's 
angelic  temper  ;  about  the  compliments  Signor  Polonini  paid 
her  ;  about  Sir  Horace  Dash,  our  minister,  msisting  upon  her 
singing  '  Batti  Batti '  over  again,  and  the  Archduke  clapping 
his  hands  and  saying,  '  Oh,  yes  ! '  about  Count  Vanderslaa- 
pen's  attentions  to  her,  etc.,  etc — but  for  these  constant  re- 
marks of  Mrs.  Mack's,  I  am  sure  no  one  would  have  been  better 
pleased  with  Miss  Rosey's  singing  and  behavior  than  myself. 
As  for  Captain  Hob}',  it  was  easy  to  see  how  he  was  affected 
toward  Miss  Rosalind's  music  and  person. 

And  indeed,  few  things  could  be  pleasanter  than  to  watch  the 
behavior  of  this  pretty  little  maid  with  her  Uncle  James  and 
his  old  chum  the  Colonel.  The  latter  was  soon  as  fond  of  her 
as  James  Jiinnie  himself,  whose  face  used  to  lighten  with 
pleasure  whenever  it  turned  toward  her.  She  seemed  to 
divine  his  wants,  as  she  would  trip  across  the  room  to  fulfill 
them.  She  skipped  into  the  (carriage,  and  covered  his  feet  with 
a  shawl — Jam(!S  was  lazy  and  chilly  now — when  he  took  his 
drive.  She  sat  opposite  to  him,  and  smiled  on  him  ;  an<l,  if 
lie  dozed,  quick,  another  handkerchief  was  round  his  neck. 
I  do  not  know  whether  she  understood  his  joki's,  but  she 
saluted  them  always  with  a  sweet,  kind  smile.  How  she  kissed 
him,  and  how  delighted  sh(f  was  if  he  brought  her  a  bouquet 
for  her  l)all  that  niirlit  !  One  day,  upon  occasion  of  one  of 
these  balls,  .laniesand  Thomas,  these  two  ohl  lM)ys,  absolutely 
came  into  Mrs.  Maekenzie'sclrawing  room  witli  a  bouquetapieco 
for  Miss  Kosey  ;  and  there  was  a  fine  laughing. 

*  Oh,  you  lit  t  ie  Susanna  !  '  says  Janu  s,  aft<'r  taking  liis  usual 
payment;  *now  go  an<l  ]»ay  t'other  ehitr.'  l{os»  y  did  ni>t 
quite  uixh'rstand  at  first,  being,  you  sec,  ni(»rt'  ready  to  laugh 
at  jok<  H  than  to  conq)rehend  tlu  in  ;  but  when  slir  did,  I  prom- 
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xse  you  she  looked  uncommonly  pretty,  as  she  advanced  to  Colo- 
nel Newcome,  and  put  that  pretty  fresh  cheek  of  hers  up  to 
his  grizzled  mustache. 

'  I  protest  I  don't  know  which  of  jou  blushes  the  most,' 
chuckled  James  Binnie,  and  the  truth  is,  the  old  man  and  the 
young  girl  had  both  hung  out  those  signals  of  amiable  distress. 

On  this  day,  and  as  if  Miss  Rosey  was  to  be  overpowered 
by  flowers,  who  should  come  presently  to  dinner  but  Captain 
Hoby,  with  another  bouquet !  on  which  Uncle  James  said 
Rosey  should  go  to  the  ball  like  an  American  Indian,  with  her 
scalps  at  her  belt. 

'  Scalps  ! '  cries  Mrs.  Mackenzie. 

'  Scalps  !  Oh,  law,  uncle  ! '  exclaims  Miss  Rosey.  *  What 
can  you  mean  by  anything  so  horrid  ? ' 

Goby  recalls  to  Mrs.  Mack,  Hook-ee-ma-goosh,  the  Indian 
chief,  whom  she  must  have  seen  when  the  Hundred  and  Fif- 
tieth were  at  Quebec,  and  who  had  his  lodge  full  of  them ; 
and  who  used  to  lie  about  the  barracks  so  drunk,  and  who  used 
to  beat  his  poor  little  European  wife  ;  and  presently  Mr.  Clive 
Newcome  joins  this  company,  when  the  chirping,  tittering, 
joking,  and  laughing  cease  somehow. 

Has  Clive  brought  a  bouquet  too  ?  No.  He  has  never 
thought  about  a  bouquet.  He  is  dressed  in  black,  with  long 
hair,  a  long  mustache,  and  melancholy  imperial.  He  looks 
very  handsome,  but  as  glum  as  an  undertaker.  And  James 
Binnie  says, '  Egad,  Tom,  they  used  to  call  you  the  knight  of 
the  woeful  countenance,  and  Clive  has  just  inherited  the  pater- 
nal mug.'  Then  James  calls  out  in  a  cheery  voice,  *  Dinner, 
dinner  ! '  and  trots  off,  with  Mrs.  Pendennis  under  his  arm  ; 
Rosey  nestles  up  against  the  Colonel ;  Goby  and  Mrs.  Mack 
walk  away,  arm  in  arm,  very  contentedly  ;  and  I  don't  know 
with  which  of  her  three  nosegays  pretty  Rosey  appears  at  the 
ball. 

Our  stay  with  our  friends  at  Brussels  could  not  be  prolonged 
beyond  a  month,  for  at  the  end  of  that  period  we  were  under 
an  engagement  to  other  friends  in  England,  who  were  good 
enough  to  desire  the  presence  of  Mrs.  Pendennis  and  her  suite 
of  baby,  nurse,  and  husband.  So  we  presently  took  leave  of 
Rosey  and  the  campaigner,  of  the  two  stout  elders,  and  our 
melancholy  young  Clive,  who  bore  us  company  to  Antwerp, 
and  who  won  Laura's  heart  by  the  neat  way  in  which  lie  took 
her  child  on  board  ship.  Poor  fellow!  how  sad  he  looked,  as 
he  bowed  to  us  and  took  off  his  hat.  His  eyes  did  not  seem 
to  be  looking  at  us,  though;  they  and  his  thoughts  were  turned 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


583 


another  way.  He  moved  off  immediately,  with  his  head  down, 
puffing  his  eternal  cigar  and  lost  in  his  own  meditations  ;  our 
going  or  our  staying  was  of  very  little  importance  to  the  lugu- 
brious youth. 

'  I  think  it  was  a  great  pity  they  came  to  Brussels,'  says 
Laura,  as  we  sat  on  the  deck,  while  her  unconscious  infant  was 
cheerful,  and  while  the  water  of  the  lazy  Scheldt  as  yet  was 
smooth. 

*  Who  ?  The  Colonel  and  Clive  ?  They  are  very  hand- 
somely lodged.  They  have  a  good  maitre-d'hotel.  Their 
dinners,  I  am  sure,  are  excellent,  and  your  child,  madam,  is  as 
healthy  as  it  possibly  can  be.' 

*  Blessed  darling  !  Yes  ! '  (Blessed  darling  crows,  moos, 
jumps  in  his  nurse's  arms,  and  holds  out  a  little  mottled  hand 
for  a  biscuit  of  Savo^^which  mamma  supplies.)  '  I  can't  help 
thinking,  Arthur,  that  Rosey  would  have  been  much  happier 
as  Mrs.  Iloby  than  she  will  be  as  Mrs.  Newcome.' 

'  Who  thinks  of  her  being  Mrs.  Newcome  ? ' 

'  Her  mother,  her  uncle,  and  Olive's  father.  Since  the  Colo- 
nel has  been  so  rich,  I  think  Mrs.  Mackenzie  sees  a  great  deal 
of  merit  in  Clive.  Rosey  will  do  anything  her  mother  bids 
her.  If  Clive  can  be  brought  to  the  same  obedience,  Uncle 
James  and  the  Colonel  will  l)e  delighted.  Uncle  James  has 
set  his  heart  on  this  marriage.  (He  and  his  sister  agree  upon 
this  point.)  He  told  me  last  night  that  he  would  sing  "Nunc 
dimittis,"  could  he  but  see  the  two  children  hapj>y  ;  and  that  he 
should  lie  easier  in  purgatory  if  that  could  be  brouglit  about.' 

'  And  what  did  you  say,  Laura  ?  ' 

*I  laughed,  and  told  Uncle  James  I  was  of  the  Hoby  fac- 
tion. He  is  very  good-natured,  frank,  honest,  and  gentleman- 
like, Mr.  Hoby.  \>ui  Uncle  .fames  said  he  tiiought  Mr.  llohy 
was  so — well,  so  stupid,  that  his  Rosey  would  be  thrown 
away  U|)on  tiie  poor  ('aptaiii.  So  I  did  not  tell  Uni  le  James 
that  befoi(>  (Mive's  arrival  Itosey  had  found  Caj)tain  llohy  far 
from  stupid.  H(»  used  to  sing  dut'ts  with  h»  r,  he  used  to  ride 
with  lier,  before  Clive  came.  liast  winter,  when  they  were  at 
]*au,  I  f(Md  certain  Miss  Itosey  thought  ('apt.iin  Iloby  very 
])Ieas,int  indeed.  She;  thiidvs  shti  was  altaeiu'd  to  ('live  for- 
merly, and  now  she  admires  him,  and  is  drea»lfidly  afraid  of 
liim.  II(^  is  taller  and  handsomer,  and  richer  and  elevi'rer 
than  Ciptain  Iloby,  certainly.' 

*T  should  think  so,  indeed,'  brc.iks  out  Mr.  I*en«lennis. 
*  Why,  my  dear,  Clivi^  is  as  line  a  fidlow  .is  oiu'  can  HtM»  on  a 
summer's  day.     It  docs  one  good  (<>  hxdv  at  hiin.     What  a  pair 
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of  frank,  bright  blue  eyes  he  has,  or  used  to  have,  till  this  mis« 
hap  overclouded  them  !  What  a  pleasant  laugh  he  has  ! 
What  a  well-built,  agile  figure  it  is — what  pluck,  and  spirit, 
and  honor  there  is  about  my  young  chap  !  I  don't  say  he  is  a 
genius  of  the  highest  order,  but  he  is  the  stanchest,  the  brav- 
est, the  cheeriest,  the  most  truth-telling,  the  kindest  heart. 
Compare  him  and  Hoby  !  Why,  Clive  is  an  eagle,  and  yonder 
little  creature  a  mousing  .owl ! ' 

'I  like  to  hear  you  speak  so,'  cries  Mrs.  Laura  very  ten- 
derly. *  People  say  that  you  are  always  sneering,  Arthur, 
but  I  know  my  husband  better.  We  know  papa  better,  don't 
we,  baby  ?  '  (Here  my  wife  kisses  the  infant  Pendennis  with 
great  effusion,  who  has  come  up  dancing  in  his  nurse's  arms.) 
*But,'  says  she,  coming  back  and  snuggling  by  her  husband's 
side  again — '  But  suppose  your  favorite  Clive  is  an  eagle, 
Arthur,  don't  jon  think  he  had  better  have  an  eagle  for  a 
mate  ?  If  he  were  to  marry  little  Rosej^,  I  dare  say  he  would 
be  very  good  to  her  ;  but  I  think  neither  he  nor  she  would  be 
very  happy.  My  dear,  she  does  not  care  for  his  pursuits  ;  she 
does  not  understand  him  when  he  talks.  The  two  captains, 
and  Rosey  and  I,  and  the  campaigner,  as  you  call  her,  laugh, 
and  talk,  and  prattle,  and  have  the  merriest  little  jokes  with 
one  another,  and  we  all  are  as  quiet  as  mice  when  you  and 
Clive  come  in.' 

*  What,  am  I  an  eagle  too  ?  I  have  no  aquiline  pretensions 
at  all,  Mrs.  Pendennis.' 

*  No.  Well,  we  are  not  afraid  of  i/ou.  We  are  not  afraid 
of  papa;  are  we,  darling  ?  '  this  young  woman  now  calls  out  to 
the  other  member  of  her  family  ;  who,  if  you  will  calculate,  has 
just  had  time  to  be  walked  twice  up  and  down  the  deck  of  the 
steamer,  while  Laura  has  been  making  her  speech  about 
eagles.  And  soon  the  mother,  child,  and  attendant  descend 
into  the  lower  cabins  ;  and  then  dinner  is  announced,  and 
Captain  Jackson  treats  us  to  champagne  from  his  end  of  the 
table  ;  and  yet  a  short  while,  and  we  are  at  sea,  and  conver- 
sation becomes  impossible  ;  and  morning  sees  us  under  the 
gray  London  sky,  and  amid  the  million  of  masts  in  the  Thames. 

CHAPTER  LVII. 

BOSEBURY  AND  NEWCOME. 

The  friends  to  whom  we  were  engaged  in  England  were 
Florae  and  his  wife,  Mme.  la  Princesse  de  Montcontour,  who 
were  determined  to  spend  the  Christmas  holidays  at  the  Prin- 
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cess'  country  seat.  It  was  for  the  first  time  since  their  recon- 
ciliation that  the  Prince  and  Princess  dispensed  their  hospi- 
talities at  the  latter's  chateau.  It  is  situated,  as  the  reader 
has  already  been  informed,  at  some  five  miles  from  the  town 
of  Newcome ;  away  from  the  chimneys  and  smoky  atmos- 
phere of  that  place,  in  a  sweet  country  of  rural  woodlands  ; 
over  which  quiet  villages,  gray  church  spires,  and  ancient 
gabled  farmhouses  are  scattered  ;  still  wearing  the  peaceful 
aspect  which  belonged  to  them  when  Kewcome  was  as  yet  but 
an  antiquated  country  town,  before  mills  were  erected  on  its 
river  banks,  and  dyes  and  cinders  blackened  its  stream. 
Twenty  years  since,  Newcome  Park  was  the  only  great  house 
in  that  district  ;  now  scores  of  fine  villas  have  sprung  up  in  the 
suburb  lying  between  the  town  and  park.  Newcome  New 
Town,  as  everybody  knows,  has  grown  round  the  park-gates, 
and  the  New  Town  Hotel  (  where  the  railway  station  is)  is 
a  splendid  structure  in  the  Tudor  style,  more  ancient  in 
appearance  than  the  park  itself  ;  surrounded  by  little  antique 
villas  with  spiked  gables,  stacks  of  crooked  chimneys,  and 
plate  glass  windows  looking  upon  trim  lawns  ;  with  glistening 
hedges  of  evergreens,  spotless  gravel  walks,  and  Elizabethan 
gig  houses.  Under  the  great  railway  viaduct  of  the  New  Town 
goes  the  old,  tranquil,  winding  London  highroad,  once  busy 
with  a  score  of  gay  coaches  and  ground  b}'  innumerable 
wheels  ;  but  at  a  few  miles  from  the  New  Town  Station  the 
road  has  become  so  moldy  that  the  grass  actually  grows  on 
it  ;  and  Rosebury,  Mme.  de  Montcontour's  house,  stands  at 
one  end  of  a  village  green,  which  is  even  more  quiet  now  than 
it  was  a  hundred  years  ago. 

When  first  Mme.  de  Florae  bought  tlie  ])lace,  it  scarcely 
ranked  among  the  county  houses  ;  aiul  she,  the  sister  of 
manufacturers  at  Newcome  and  Manchester,  did  not,  of 
course,  visit  the  county  families.  A  homely  little  body,  mar- 
ried to  a  Frenciinian,  from  whom  she  was  separated,  may  or 
may  not  have  done;  a  great  deal  of  good  in  Iier  village,  have 
had  pretty  gardens,  and  won  prizes  at  the  Neweome  flower 
and  fruit  shows  ;  but,  of  course,  she  was  nobody  in  such  an 

aristocratic  county  as  we  all  know  siiire  is.    Siie  had  luT 

friends  and  n'latives  from  Newcome.  ISIai'.y  of  them  wore 
(Quakers — many  were  retail  shoj)kee|>ers.  She  even  fre- 
<]uented  the  litth'  branch  Fhene/.er  on  Kosehury  (ir<'en  ;  .and 
it  was  only  by  her  ciiarities  and  kindness  at  ("inistnias  time 
that  the  Rev.  Dr.  Potter,  the  rector  at  Rosebury,  knew  her. 
The  old  cler<;y,  you  sec,  live  witli  the  county  families.  (looii 
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little  Mme.  de  Florae  was  pitied  and  patronized  by  tlie 
Doctor  ;  treated  with  no  little  superciliousness  by  Mrs.  Pot- 
ter and  the  young  ladies,  who  only  kept  the  first  society. 
Even  when  her  rich  brother  died,  and  she  got  her  share  of 
all  that  money,  Mrs.  Potter  said  poor  Mme.  de  Florae  did 
well  in  not  trying  to  move  out  of  her  natural  sphere.  (Mrs.  P. 
was  the  daughter  of  a  bankrupt  hatter  in  London,  and  had 
herself  been  governess  in  a  noble  family,  out  of  which  she 
married  Mr.  P.,  who  was  private  tutor.)  Mme.  de  Florae 
did  well,  she  said,  not  to  endeavor  to  leave  her  natural 
sphere,  and  that  The  County  never  would  receive  her.  Tom 
Potter,  the  rector's  son,  with  whom  I  had  the  good  fortune 
to  be  a  fellow  student  at  Saint  Boniface  College,  Oxbridge, 
— a  rattling,  forward,  and,  it  must  be  owned,  vulgar  youtli  — 
asked  me  whether  Florae  was  not  a  billiard  marker  by  pro- 
fession ?  and  was  even  so  kind  as  to  caution  his  sisters  not  to 
speak  of  billiards  before  the  lady  of  Rosebury.  Tom  was 
surprised  to  learn  that  M.  Paul  de  Florae  was  a  gentle- 
man of  lineage  incomparably  better  than  that  of  any 
except  two  or  three  families  in  England  (including  your  own, 
my  dear  and  respected  reader,  of  course,  if  you  hold  to  your 
pedigree).  But  the  truth  is,  heraldically  speaking,  that 
union  with  the  Hisfsfs  of  Manchester  was  the  first  misalliance 
which  the  Florae  family  had  made  for  long  years.  Not  that 
I  would  wish  for  a  moment  to  insinuate  that  any  nobleman  is 
equal  to  an  English  nobleman  ;  nay,  that  an  English  snob, 
with  a  coat  of  arms  bought  yesterday  or  stolen  out  of  Edmon- 
ston,  or  a  pedigree  purchased  from  a  peerage-maker,  has  not 
a  right  to  look  down  upon  any  of  your  paltry  foreign  nobility. 

One  day  the  carriage-and-four  came  in  state  from  New- 
come  Park,  with  the  well-known  chaste  liveries  of  the  New- 
comes,  and  drove  up  Rosebury  Green  toward  the  parsonage 
gate,  where  Mrs.  and  the  Miss  Potters  happened  to  be  stand- 
ing, cheapening  fish  from  a  donkeyman  with  whom  they 
were  in  the  habit  of  dealing.  The  ladies  were  in  their 
pokiest  old  headgear  and  most  dingy  gowns  when  they  per- 
ceived the  carriage  approaching  ;  and  considering,  of  course, 
that  the  visit  of  the  Park  people  was  intended  for  them, 
dashed  into  the  rectory  to  change  their  clothes,  leaving 
Rowkins,  the  costermonger,  in  the  very  midst  of  the  negotia- 
tion about  the  three  mackerel.  Mamma  got  that  new  bonnet 
out  of  the  bandbox  ;  Lizzy  and  Liddy  skipped  up  to  their 
bedroom,  and  brought  out  those  dresses  which  they  wore 
at  the  dejetiner  at  the  Neweome  Athenaeum,  when  Lord 
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Leveret  came  down  to  lecture  ;  into  which  they  no  sooner 
had  hooked  their  lovely  shoulders  than  they  reflected  with 
terror  that  mamma  had  been  altering  one  of  papa's  flannel 
waistcoats,  and  had  left  it  in  tlie  drawing  room  when  they 
were  called  out  by  the  song  of  Rowkins  and  the  appearance 
of  his  donkey's  ears  over  tlie  green  gate  of  the  rector3\  To 
think  of  the  Park  people  coming,  and  the  drawing  room  in 
that  dreadful  state  ! 

But  when  they  came  downstairs  the  Park  people  were  not 
in  the  room — the  woolen  garment  was  still  on  the  table  (how 
they  plunged  it  into  the  chiffonier  !) — and  the  only  visitor 
was  Rowkins,  the  costermonger,  grinning  at  the  open  French 
windows,  with  the  three  mackerel,  and  crying,  '  Make  it  six- 
pence, miss — don't  say  fippens,  ma'am,  to  a  pore  fellow  that, 
has  a  wife  and  family.'    So  that  the  young  ladies  had  to  cry^ 

*  Impudence  ! '    *  Get  away,  you  vulgar,  insolent  creature  ! ' 

*  Go  round,  sir,  to  the  back  door.'  *  How  dare  you  ?  '  and  the 
like  ;  fearing  lest  Lad}''  Ann  Newcome,  and  young  Ethel,  and 
Barnes  should  enter  in  the  midst  of  this  ignoble  controversy'. 

They  never  came  at  all — those  Park  people.  How  very 
odd  !  They  passed  the  rectory  gate  ;  they  drove  on  to  Mme. 
de  Florae's  lodge.  They  went  in.  The}'^  stayed  for  half  an 
hour,  the  horses  driving  round  and  round  the  gravel  road 
before  the  house  ;  and  Mrs,  Potter  and  the  girls,  speedily  going 
to  the  upper  chambers  and  looking  out  of  the  room  where  the 
maids  slept,  saw  Lady  Ann,  Ethel,  and  Barnes  walking  with 
Mme.  de  Florae,  going  into  the  conservatories,  issuing  thence- 
with  MacWhirter,  the  gardener,  bearing  huge  bunches  of 
grapes  and  large  fasces  of  flowers  ;  they  saw  Barnes  talking 
in  the  most  respectful  manner  to  Mme.  de  Florae  ;  and  when 
they  went  downstairs  and  had  their  work  before  them — Liddy 
her  gilt  music  book,  Lizzy  her  embroidered  altar  cloth,  mamma 
her  scarlet  cloak  for  one  of  the  old  women — they  had  the 
agony  of  s(!eing  over  tlie  railings  the  barouche  whisk  by, 
with  the  Park  |»eo|)l(!  insi<le  and  liarnes  driving  the  four  horses. 

It  was  on  that  day  when  Harnes  ha<l  determined  to  take  up 
Mme.  de  Florae  ;  when  he  was  bent  upon  reecnu-iling  her  t<> 
her  husband.  In  spite  of  all  Mrs.  i*otter's  predictions,  the 
county  families  did  come  and  visit  the  manufacturer's  daugh- 
ter; and  when  Mme.  de  Florae  be(\'inu'  Mine,  la  I'rinceBso  ile 
Mont(rontoui*,  when  it  was  announce<l  that  she  was  coming  to- 
stay  at  Rosebury  foi- ( Mirist  nias,  1  le.ive  y<>u  to  imagiiu'  \\  iietln'r 
the  cir(MnnHt.an<u^  was  <»r  was  n<»|  mciit  ionctl  in  the  A^'irronitf 
Sentinel  ami  thi^  Netrrouif  I m/t /umifnt  ;  and  whetlu-r  Kev. 
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G.  Potter,  D.  D.,  and  Mrs.  Potter  did  oi  did  not  call  on  the 
Prince  and  Princess.  I  leave  you  to  imagine  whether  the  lady 
did  or  did  not  inspect  all  the  alterations  which  Vineer's  people 
from  Newcorae  were  making  at  Rosebury  House — the  chaste 
yellow  satin  and  gold  of  the  drawing  room — the  carved  oak 
for  the  dining  room — the  chintz  for  the  bedrooms — the 
Princess'  apartment — the  Prince's  apartment — the  guests' 
apartment — the  smoking  room,  gracious  goodness  ! — the 
stables  (these  were  under  Tom  Potter's  superintendence), 
*  and  I'm  dashed,'  says  he  one  day, '  if  here  doesn't  come  a 
billiard  table  ! ' 

The  house  was  most  comfortably  and  snugly  appointed  from 
top  to  bottom  ;  and  thus  it  will  be  seen  that  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Pendennis  were  likely  to  be  in  very  good  quarters  for  their 
Christmas  of  184 — . 

Tom  Potter  was  so  kind  as  to  call  on  me  two  days  after  our 
arrival,  and  to  greet  me  in  the  Princess'  pew  at  church  on 
the  previous  day.  Before  desiring  to  be  introduced  to  my 
wife,  he  requested  me  to  present  him  to  my  friend  the  Prince. 
He  called  him  your  highness.  His  highness,  who  had  behaved 
with  exemplary  gravity,  save  once  when  he  shrieked  an*  ah  ! ' 
as  Miss  Liddy  led  off  the  children  in  the  organ  loft  in  a  hymn, 
and  the  whole  pack  went  woefully  out  of  tune,  complimented 
M.  Tom  on  the  sermon  of  monsieur  his  father.  Tom 
walked  back  with  us  to  Rosebury  Lodge  gate.  *  Will  you 
not  come  in,  and  make  a  party  of  billiard  with  me  ? '  says  his 
highness.  '  Ah,  pardon  !  I  forgot,  you  do  not  play  the  bil- 
liard the  Sunday  ! '  *  Any  other  day,  Prince,  I  shall  be 
delighted,'  says  Tom  ;  and  squeezed  his  highness'  hand  ten- 
derly at  parting.  *Your  comrade  of  college  was  he?'  asks 
Florae.  *My  dear,  what  men  are  these  comrades  of  college  ! 
What  men  are  you  English  !  My  word  of  honor,  there  are 
some  of  them  here — if  I  were  to  say  to  them,  "  Wax  my 
boots,"  they  would  take  them  and  wax  them  !  Didst  thou  see 
how  the  Reverend  eyed  us  during  the  ^rmon  ?  He  regarded 
us  over  his  book,  ray  word  of  honor.' 

Mme.  de  Florae  said  simply  she  wished  the  Prince  would 
go  and  hear  Mr.  Jacob  at  the  Ebenezer.  Mr.  Potter  was  not 
a  good  preacher  certainly. 

*Savez-vous  qu'elle  est  furieusement  belle  la  fille  du 
Reverend?'  whispered  his  highness  to  me.  'I  have  made 
eyes  at  her  during  the  sermon.  They  will  be  pretty  neighbors, 
these  meess  ! '  and  Paul  looked  unutterably  roguish  and  vic- 
torious as  he  spoke.    To  my  wife,  I  am  bound  to  say,  M.  de 
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Montcontour  showed  a  courtesyj  a  respect  and  kindness,  that 
could  not  be  exceeded.  He  admired  her.  He  paid  her  com- 
pliments innumerable,  and  gave  me,  I  am  sure,  sincere  con- 
gratulations at  possessing  such  a  treasure.  I  do  not  think  he 
doubted  about  his  power  of  conquering  her  or  any  other  of 
the  daughters  of  women.  But  I  was  the  friend  of  his  mis- 
fortunes— his  guest  ;  and  he  spared  me. 

I  have  seen  nothing  more  amusing,  odd,  and  pleasant  than 
Florae  at  this  time  of  his  prosperity.  We  arrived,  as  this 
veracious  chronicle  has  already  asserted,  on  a  Saturday  even- 
ing. We  were  conducted  to  our  most  comfortable  apart- 
ments, with  crackling  fires  blazing  on  the  hearths,  and  every 
warmth  of  welcome.  Florae  expanded  and  beamed  with 
good  nature.  He  shook  me  many  times  by  the  hand  ;  he 
patted  me  ;  he  called  me  his  good — his  brave.  He  cried  to 
his  maitre  d'liotel,  *  Frederic,  remember  monsieur  is  master 
here  !  Run  before  his  orders.  Prostrate  thyself  to  him.  He 
was  good  to  me  in  the  days  of  my  misfortune.  Hearest  thou, 
Frederic  ?  See  that  everything  be  done  for  M.  Pendennis — 
for  madame,  sa  charmante  lady — for  her  angelic  infant,  and 
the  bonne.  None  of  thy  garrison  tricks  with  that  young  per- 
son, Frederic,  vieux  scelerat!  Garde-toi  de  la,  Frederic;  si  non. 
je  t'envoie  k  BotaiiiBay;  je  te  traduis  devant  le  Lord  Claire  ! ' 

*  En  Angleterre  je  me  fais  Anglais,  vois-tu,  mon  ami,'  con- 
tinued the  Prince.  *  Demain  c'est  Sunday,  et  tu  vas  voir  !  I 
hear  the  bell,  dress  thyself  for  the  dinner — my  friend  ! '  Here 
there  was  another  squeeze  of  both  hands  from  the  good-natured 
fellow.  *  It  do  good  to  my  'art  to  'ave  you  in  my  'ouse. 
Heuh  ! '  He  hugged  his  guest ;  he  had  tears  in  his  eyes  as  he 
performed  this  droll,  this  kind  embrace.  Not  less  kind  in  her 
way,  though  less  exj);inHive  and  emhrnrive,  was  INIme.  de 
Montcontour  to  my  wife,  as  I  found  on  comparing  notes  with 
that  young  woman  when  the  day's  hospitalities  wore  ende<l. 
The  little  Princess  trotted  from  bedelKunber  to  niirsery  to  see 
that  everything  was  made  comfortable  for  her  guests.  Siie 
sat  and  saw  tin;  <;hild  washed  an<l  put  to  bed.  She  \\m\  never 
behold  su(!h  a  little  angel.  She  brought  it  a  tine  toy  to  play 
with.  She  and  her  griiti  old  maid  frightened  the  little  creature 
at  first,  but  it  was  very  Hpeedily  ri'eoiieiled  to  their  eouute- 
nanc(iH.  She  was  in  the  nursery  asearly  as  tluM-hihi's  motiier, 
*  Ah  !  '  sigheil  th(^  poor  little  woman,  *  how  hap])y  you  miiHt 
be  to  hav(^  on(>.'  In  fine,  my  wife  was  (juite  overcome  bv  h»»r 
goodness  and  welcome. 

Sunday  mornin;;  arrived  in  the  course  ol  tinu»,  an»l  then 
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Florae  appeared  as  a  most  wonderful  Briton  indeed  !  He  wore 
topboots  and  buckskins  ;  and  after  breakfast,  when  he  went 
to  church,  a  white  greatcoat  with  a  little  cape,  in  which  gar- 
ment he  felt  that  his  similarity  to  an  English  gentleman  was 
perfect.  In  conversation  with  his  grooms  and  servants  he 
swore  freely — not  that  he  was  accustomed  to  employ  oaths  in 
his  own  private  talk,  but  he  thought  the  employment  of  these 
expletives  necessary,  as  an  English  country  gentleman.  He 
never  dined  without  a  roast  beef,  and  insisted  that  the  piece 
of  meat  should  be  bleeding,  ^  as  you  love  it,  you  others.'  He 
got  up  boxing  matches,  and  kept  birds  for  combats  of  cock. 
He  assumed  the  sporting  language  with  admirable  enthusiasm 
— drove  over  to  cover  with  a  steppare — rode  across  contri 
like  a  good  one — was  splendid  in  the  hunting  field,  in  his  vel- 
vet cap  and  Napoleon  boots,  and  made  the  hunt  welcome  at 
Rosebury,  where  his  good-natured  little  wife  was  as  kind  to 
the  gentlemen  in  scarlet  as  she  used  to  be  of  old  to  the  stout 
dissenting  gentlemen  in  black,  who  sang  hymns  and  spake 
sermons  on  her  lawn.  These  folks,  scared  at  the  change  that 
had  taken  place  in  the  little  Princess'  habits  of  life,  lamented 
her  falling  away  ;  but  in  the  county  she  and  her  husband 
got  a  great  popularity,  and  in  Newcome  town  itself  they 
were  not  less  liked,  for  her  benefactions  were  unceasing,  and 
Paul's  affability  the  theme  of  all  praise.  The  Newcome  Inde- 
pendent and  the  Newcome  Sentinel  both  paid  him  compli- 
ments ;  the  former  journal  contrasting  his  behavior  with  that 
of  Sir  Barnes,  their  Member.  Florae's  pleasure  was  to  drive 
his  princess  with  four  horses  into  Newcome.  He  called  his 
carriage  his  *  trappe,'  his  *  drague.'  The  street  boys  cheered 
and  hurrahed  the  Prince  as  he  passed  through  the  town.  One 
haberdasher  had  a  yellow  stock  called  *  The  Montcontour ' 
displayed  in  his  windows  ;  another  had  a  pink  one  marked 
*  The  Princely,'  and  as  such  recommended  it  to  the  young 
Newcome  gents. 

The  drague  conveyed  us  once  to  the  neighboring  house  of 
Newcome,  whither  my  wife  accompanied  Mme.  de  Montcon- 
tour at  that  lady's  own  request,  to  whom  Laura  very  properly 
did  not  think  fit  to  confide  her  antipathy  for  Lady  Clara  New- 
come.  Coming  away  from  a  great  house,  how  often  she  and 
I,  egotistical  philosophers,  thanked  our  fates  that  our  own 
home  was  a  small  one  !  How  long  will  great  houses  last  in 
this  world  ?  Do  not  their  owners  now  prefer  a  lodging  at 
Brighton,  or  a  little  entresol  on  the  Boulevard,  to  the  solitary 
ancestral  palace  in  a  park  barred  round  with  snow  ?    We  were 
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as  glad  to  get  out  of  Newcorae  as  out  of  a  prison.  My  wife 
and  our  hostess  stepped  into  the  carriage,  and  began  to  talk 
freely  as  the  lodge  gates  closed  after  us.  Would  we  be  lords 
of  such  a  place,  under  the  penalty  of  living  in  it  ?  We  agreed 
that  the  little  angle  of  earth  called  Fairoaks  was  dearer  to  us 
than  the  clumsy  Newcome  pile  of  Tudor  masonry.  The 
house  had  been  fitted  up  in  the  time  of  George  IV.  and  the 
quasi-Gothic  revival.  We  were  made  to  pass  through  Gothic 
dining  rooms,  where  there  was  no  hospitality,  Gothic  draw- 
ing rooms  shrouded  in  brown  hollands,  to  one  little  room  at 
the  end  of  the  dusky  suite,  where  Lady  Clara  sat  alone,  or  in 
the  company  of  the  nurses  and  children.  The  blank  gloom  of 
the  place  had  fallen  upon  the  poor  lady.  Even  when  my  wife 
talked  about  children  (good-natured  Mme.  de  Montcontour 
vaunting  ours  as  a  prodigy),  Lad}''  Clara  did  not  brighten  up  ! 
Her  pair  of  young  ones  was  exhibited  and  withdrawn.  A 
something  weighed  upon  the  woman.  We  talked  about 
Ethel's  marriage.  She  said  it  was  fixed  for  the  new  year,  she 
believed.  She  did  not  know  whether  Glenlivat  had  been  ver}'- 
handsomely  fitted  up.  She  had  not  seen  Lord  Furintosh's 
house  in  London.  Sir  Barnes  came  down  once — twice — of  a 
Saturday  sometimes,  for  three  or  four  days  to  hunt,  to  amuse 
himself,  as  all  men  do,  she  supposed.  She  did  not  know 
when  he  was  coming  again.  She  rang  languidly  when  wo 
rose  to  take  leave,  and  sank  back  on  her  sofa,  where  lay  a 
heap  of  French  novels.  '  She  has  chosen  some  pretty  books,' 
says  Paul,  as  we  drove  through  the  somber  avenues,  tlirough 
the  gray  park,  mists  lying  nl»out  the  melancholy  ornanu'nlal 
waters,  dingy  herds  of  huddled  sheej)  speckling  the  grass 
here  and  there  ;  no  smoke  rising  up  from  tlic  great  stacks  of 
chimneys  of  the  building  we  were  leaving  behind  us,  save  one 
little  feeble  thread  of  wliite,  which  we  knew  eaine  from  the 
the  fire  by  which  the  lonely  mistress  of  Newconie  was  seated. 
'Ouf!'  cries  Florae,  l)laying  his  whip,  as  the  h)dge  gaten 
closed  on  us,  and  iiis  team  of  iiors<'s  ratlI(Ml  merrily  along  the 
road.  *  What  a  blessing  it  is  to  be  out  of  that  vault  of  a  place  ! 
There  is  something  fatal  in  this  house — in  this  woman.  Owe 
smells  misfortune  there.' 

The  hotel  which  our  friend  Florae  j»a(  roni/.cd  on  occ.isions 
of  his  visits  to  N(!W(K)me  was  the  King's  Arms,  and  it  hap- 
pened one  day,  as  we  entered  tliat  j)lace  of  entertainment  iii 
e-ompanv,  that  a  visitor  of  tin'  lioiise  was  ishuijii^  ihrougli  the 
liall,  to  whom  P'lorac  seemed  a*^  if  In-  wouM  a<iinini.ster  oiu'  of 
liis  customary  embraces,  and  t<i  w  honi  tlu'  Frince  called  *>ul 
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'Jack/  with  great  warmth  and  kindness  as  he  ran  toward 
the  stranger. 

Jack  did  not  appear  to  be  particularly  well  pleased  on  behold- 
ing us — he  rather  retreated  from  before  the  Frenchman's 
advances. 

*  My  dear  Jack,  my  good,  my  brave  'Ighgate  !  I  am 
delighted  to  see  you  ! '  Florae  continues,  regardless  of  the 
stranger's  reception,  or  of  the  landlord's  looks  toward  us,  who 
was  bowing  the  Prince  into  his  very  best  room. 

*How  do  you  do,  M.  de  Florae?'  growls  the  newcomer 
surlilj'^  ;  and  was  for  moving  on  after  this  brief  saluta- 
tion ;  but  having  a  second  thought  seemingly,  turned  back 
and  followed  Florae  into  the  apartment  whither  our  host  con- 
ducted us.  ^  la  bonne  heure !  Florae  renewed  his  cordial 
greetings  to  Lord  Highgate.  *  I  knew  not,  mon  bon^  what  fly 
had  stung  you,'  says  he  to  my  lord.  The  landlord,  rubbing 
his  hands,  smirking  and  bowing,  was  anxious  to  know  whether 
the  Prince  would  take  anything  after  his  drive.  As  the 
Prince's  attendant  and  friend,  the  luster  of  his  reception  par- 
tially illuminated  me.  When  the  chief  was  not  by,  I  was 
treated  with  great  attention  (mingled  with  a  certain  degree  of 
familiarity)  by  my  landlord. 

Lord  Highgate  waited  until  Mr.  Taplow  was  out  of  the 
room,  and  then  said  to  Florae, '  Don't  call  me  by  my  name 
here  please,  Florae.    I  am  here  incog.' 

*  Plait-il,'  asks  Florae,  '  where  is  incog  ?  '  He  laughed  when 
the  word  was  interpreted  to  him.  Lord  Highgate  had  turned 
to  me.  *  There  was  no  rudeness,  3'^ou  understand,  intended, 
Mr.  Pendennis,  but  I  am  down  here  on  some  business,  and 
don't  care  to  wear  the  handle  to  my  name.  Fellows  work  it  so, 
don't  you  understand  ?  Never  leave  you  at  rest  in  a  country 
town — that  sort  of  thing.    Heard  of  our  friend  Clive  lately?' 

"  Whether  you  'ave  'andle  or  no  'andle.  Jack,  you  are  always 
tlie  bien-venu  to  me.  What  is  thy  affair  ?  Old  monster  !  I 
wager  ' 

'  No,  no  ;  no  such  nonsense,'  says  Jack  rather  eagerly.  '  I 
uive  you  my  honor,  I — I  want  to — to  raise  a  sum  of  money — 
that  is,  to  invest  some  in  a  speculation  down  here — deuced 
good  the  speculations  down  here  ;  and,  by  the  way,  if  the 
landlord  asks  you,  Pm  Mr.  Harris,  I'm  a  civil  engineer,  I'm 
waiting  for  tlie  arrival  of  the  Canada  at  Liverpool  from 
America,  and  very  uneasy  about  ray  brother  who  is  on  board.' 

'  What  does  he  recount  to  us  there  ?  Keep  these  stories  for 
the  landlord.  Jack  ;  to  us  'tis  not  the  pain  to  lie.    My  good 
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Mr,  Harris,  why  liave  we  not  seen  you  at  Rosebury  ?  The 
Princess  will  scold  me  if  you  do  not  come  ;  and  you  must  bring 
your  dear  brother  when  he  comes  too.  Do  you  hear  ? '  The  last 
part  of  this  sentence  was  uttered  for  Mr.  Taplow's  benefit,  who 
had  re-entered  the  George,  bearing  a  tray  of  wine  and  biscuit. 

The  master  of  Rosebury  and  Mr.  Harris  went  out  presently 
to  look  at  a  horse  which  was  waiting  the  former's  inspection 
in  the  stable  yard  of  the  hotel.  The  landlord  took  advantage 
of  his  business  to  hear  a  bell  which  never  was  rung,  and  to 
ask  me  questions  about  the  guest  who  had  been  staying  at  his 
house  for  a  week  past.  Did  I  know  that  party  ?  Mr.  Penden- 
nis  said,  '  yes,  he  knew  that  party.' 

'  Most  respectable  party,  I  have  no  doubt? '  continues  Bon- 
iface. 

*  Do  you  suppose  the  Prince  of  Montcontour  knows  any  but 
respectable  parties?'  asked  Mr.  Pendennis — a  query  of  which 
the  force  was  so  great  as  to  discomfit  and  silence  our  land- 
lord, who  retreated  to  ask  questions  concerning  Mr.  Harris  of 
Florae's  grooms. 

What  was  Highgate's  business  here  ?  Was  it  mine  to  know  ? 
I  might  have  suspicions,  but  sliould  I  entertain  tliem,  or  com- 
municate them,  and  had  I  not  b(!St  keep  them  to  myself  ?  I 
exchanged  not  a  word  on  the  subject  of  Ilighgate  with  Florae^ 
as  we  drove  liome  ;  though  from  the  way  in  which  we  hooked 
at  one  another,  each  saw  that  tlie  other  was  acquainted  witli 
that  unhappy  gentleman's  secret.  We  fell  totalkingaboutMmo. 
la  Duchesse  d'lvry  as  we  trotted  on  ;  and  then  of  Fiiglish  man- 
ners by  way  of  contrast,  of  intrigues,  elopements,  Gretna  (ireon, 
etc.,  etc.  *  You  are  a  droll  nation  !  '  says  Florae.  '  To  make 
love  well,  you  must  absolutely  have  a  chaise-de-poste,  and  a 
scandal  afterward.  If  our  affairs  of  this  kind  m.ide  t  hciusclvos 
on  the  grand  route,  what  arniics  of  postilions  we  should  lu't'd  ! ' 

I  held  my  peace.  In  that  vision  of  Jack  Belsize  I  saw  mis- 
ery, guilt,  children  dishonored,  homes  desi'rte<l — ruin  tor  all 
the  actors  and  vi(^tin>s  of  the  \vret('he<l  conspiracy.  I. aura 
marked  my  ilisturhancc  when  we  rcacluMl  honic.  She  I'ven 
divined  the  cause  of  it,  and  charged  nie  with  it  at  night,  when 
we  sat  alone  \)\  our  dressing  room  fire,  and  had  lakeri  leave  of 
our  kind  enterlainers.  'I^Im'II,  under  her  crossM'.xatninat ion,  1 
own  that  I  told  what  I  had  seen  —  Lord  Ilighg.ile,  under  a 
feigned  name,  Hta3'ing  at  Nowconie.  It.  might  be  nothing. 
'Nothing?  (iiacious  heavens!  ('ould  not  ihis  crime  and 
misery  be  st(>j>|ie(l  ?'  '  It  might  be  too  late,'  Laura's  liusbamf 
said  sadly,  bending  down  his  head  to  the  lire. 
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She  was  silent  too  for  a  while.  I  could  see  she  was  engaged 
where  pious  women  ever  will  betake  themselves  in  moments 
of  doubt,  of  grief,  of  pain,  of  separation,  of  joy  even,  or  what- 
soever other  trial.  They  have  but  to  will,  and  as  it  were  an 
invisible  temple  rises  round  them  ;  their  hearts  can  kneel 
down  there  ;  and  they  have  an  audience  of  the  great,  the 
merciful,  untiring  Counselor  and  Consoler.  She  would  not 
have  been  frightened  at  death  near  at  hand.  I  have  known 
her  to  tend  the  poor  round  about  us,  or  to  bear  pain — not  her 
own  merely,  but  even  her  children's  and  mine,  with  a  surprising 
outward  constancy  and  calm.  But  the  idea  of  this  crime  being 
enacted  close  at  hand,  and  no  help  for  it — quite  overcame  her. 
I  believe  she  lay  awake  all  that  night,  and  rose  quite  haggard 
and  pale  after  the  bitter  thoughts  which  had  deprived  her  of 
rest. 

She  embraced  her  own  child  with  extraordinary  tenderness 
that  morning,  and  even  wept  over  it,  calling  it  by  a  thousand 
fond  names  of  maternal  endearment.  *  Would  I  leave  you, 
my  darling — could  I  ever,  ever,  ever  quit  you,  my  blessing  and 
treasure !'  The  unconscious  little  thing,hugged  to  his  mother's 
bosom,  and  scared  at  her  tones  and  tragic  face, clung  frightened 
and  weeping  round  Laura's  neck.  Would  you  ask  what  the 
husband's  feelings  were  as  he  looked  at  that  sweet  love,  that  sub- 
lime tenderness,  that  pure  saint  blessing  his  life  ?  Of  all  the 
gifts  of  Heaven  to  us  below,  that  felicity  is  the  sum  and  the 
chief.  I  tremble  as  I  hold  it,  lest  I  should  lose  it,  and  be  left 
alone  in  the  blank  world  without  it. 

Breakfast  was  scarcely  over  when  Laura  asked  for  a  pony 
carriage,  and  said  she  was  bent  on  a  private  visit.  She  took 
her  baby  and  nurse  with  her.  She  refused  our  company,  and 
would  not  even  say  whither  she  was  bound  until  she  had  passed 
the  lodge  gate.  I  may  have  suspected  what  the  object  was  of 
her  journey.  Florae  and  I  did  not  talk  of  it.  We  rode  out  to 
meet  the  hounds  of  a  cheery  winter  morning.  On  another  day 
I  might  have  been  amused  with  my  host — the  splendor  of  his 
raiment,  the  neatness  of  his  velvet  cap,  the  gloss  of  his  hunting 
boots  ;  the  cheers,  shouts,  salutations  to  dog  and  man  ;  the 
oaths  and  outcries  of  this  Nimrod,  who  shouted  louder  than 
the  whole  field  and  the  whole  pack  too — but  on  this  morning 
I  was  thinking  of  the  tragedy  yonder  enacting,  and  came  away 
early  from  the  hunting  field,  and  foundmy  wife  already  returned 
to  Rosebury. 

Laura  had  been,  as  I  suspected,  to  Lady  Clara.  She  did 
not  know  why,  indeed.    She  scarcely  knew  what  she  should  say 
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when  she  arrived — how  she  could  say  what  she  had  in  her  mind. 

I  hoped,  Arthur,  that  I  should  have  something — something 
told  me  to  say,'  whispered  Laura,  with  herheadon  my  shoulder ; 
'  and  as  I  lay  awake  last  night  thinking  of  her,  prayed — that  is, 
hoped,  I  might  find  a  word  of  consolation  for  that  poor  lady. 
Do  you  know  I  think  she  has  hardly  ever  heard  a  kind  word? 
She  said  so ;  she  was  very  much  affected  after  we  had  talked 
together  a  little. 

'  At  first  she  was  very  indifferent ;  cold  and  haughty  in  her 
manner;  asked  what  had  caused  the  pleasure  of  this  visit,  for 
I  would  go  in,  though  at  the  lodge  they  told  me  her  ladyship 
was  unwell  and  they  thought  received  no  company.  I  said  I 
wanted  to  show  our  boy  to  her — that  the  children  ought  to  be 
acquainted — I  don't  know  what  I  said.  She  seemed  more  and 
more  surprised — then  all  of  a  sudden — I  don't  know  how — I 
said,  '  Lady  Clara,  I  have  had  a  dream  about  you  and  your 
children,  and  I  was  so  frightened  that  I  came  over  to  you  to 
speak  about  it.'  And  I  had  the  dream,  Pen  ;  it  came  to  me 
absolutely  as  I  was  speaking  to  her. 

*  She  looked  a  little  scared,  and  I  went  on  telling  her  the 
dream.  "  My  dear,"  I  said,  "  I  dreamed  that  I  saw  you  happy 
with  those  children." 

Happy  !"  says  she — the  three  were  playing  in  the  con- 
servatory, into  which  her  sitting  room  opens. 

*  "  And  that  a  bad  spirit  came  and  tore  them  from  you,  and 
drove  you  out  into  the  darkness  ;  and  I  saw  you  wandering 
about  quite  lonely  and  wretched,  and  looking  back  into  the 
garden  where  the  cliildren  were  playing.  And  you  asked  and 
implored  to  see  them  ;  and  the  keeper  at  the  gate  said,  *  No, 
never  ! '  And  then — then  I  thought  they  passed  by  you,  and 
they  did  not  know  you." 

Ah  !"  said  Lady  Clara. 

*  "  And  then  I  thought,  as  we  do  in  dreams,  you  know,  that 
it  was  my  child  who  was  separated  from  nic,  and  who  would 
not  know  me  ;  and  oh,  wliat  a  pang  that  was  !  Fancy  that. 
Let  us  pray  God  it  was  only  a  dream.  And  worse  than  that, 
wlien  you,  when  I  implored  to  cotiu?  to  the  child,  and  the  man 
said,  *  No,  never,'  I  ihoiight  there  came  a  spirit — an  angel 
that  fetched  tlie  child  to  heaven,  and  you  said,  '  Let  nie  como 
too;  oil,  let  me  come  too,  T  am  ho  miserable.'  And  the  angel 
said,  *  No,  n(>ver,  never  ! ' 

*  By  this  time  Lady  Clara  was  htoking  very  pale.  *'  What 
do  you  mean?"  she  asked  »>l'  me,'  Laura  continued. 

*"0h,  dear  lady,  Tor  the  sake  of  the  little  onen,  and  11  im 
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who  calls  them  to  Him,  go  you  with  them.  Never,  never  part 
from  them  !  Cling  to  His  knees  and  take  shelter  there."  I 
took  her  hands,  and  I  said  more  to  her  in  this  way,  Arthur,  that 
I  need  not,  that  I  ought  not  to  speak  again.  But  she  was 
touched  at  length  when  I  kissed  her  ;  and  she  said  I  was  very 
kind  to  her,  and  no  one  had  ever  been  so,  and  that  she  was 
quite  alone  in  the  world  and  had  no  friend  to  fly  to  ;  and  would 
I  go  and  stay  with  her  ?  and  I  said,  "  Yes  ;  "  and  we  must  go, 
my  dear.  And  I  think  you  should  see  that  person  at  Newcome 
— see  him,  and  warn  him,'  cried  Laura,  warming  as  she  spoke, 
'  and  pray  God  to  enlighten  and  strengthen  him,  and  to  keep 
him  from  this  temptation,  and  implore  him  to  leave  this  poor, 
weak,  frightened,  trembling  creature  ;  if  he  has  the  heart  of 
a  gentleman  and  the  courage  of  a  man,  he  will.' 

'I  think  he  would,  my  dearest,'  I  said,  *if  he  but  heard  the 
petitioner.'  Laura's  cheeks  were  blushing,  her  eyes  bright- 
ened, her  voice  rang  with  a  sweet  pathos  of  love  that  vibrates 
through  my  whole  being  sometimes.  It  seems  to  me  as  if 
evil  must  give  way,  and  bad  thoughts  retire  before  that  purest 
creature. 

*  Why  has  she  not  some  of  her  family  with  her,  poor  thing  ?  ' 
my  wife  continued.  *  She  perishes  in  that  solitude.  Her  hus- 
band prevents  her,  I  think — and — oh — I  know  enough  of  him 
to  know  what  his  life  is.  I  shudder,  Arthur,  to  see  you  take 
the  hand  of  that  wicked,  selfish  man.  You  must  break  with 
him,  do  you  hear,  sir  ? ' 

*  Before  or  after  going  to  stay  at  his  house,  my  love  ?'  asks 
Mr.  Pendennis. 

*  Poor  thing  !  she  lighted  up  at  the  idea  of  anyone  coming. 
She  ran  and  showed  me  the  rooms  we  were  to  have.  It  will 
be  very  stupid  ;  and  you  don't  like  that.  But  you  can  write 
your  book,  and  still  hunt  and  shoot  with  our  friends  here. 
And  Lady  Ann  Newcome  must  be  made  to  come  back  again. 
Sir  Barnes  quarreled  with  his  mother  and  drove  her  out  of  the 
house  on  her  last  visit — think  of  that !  The  servants  here 
know  it.  Martha  brought  me  the  whole  story  from  the  house- 
keeper's room.  This  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  is  a  dreadful  crea- 
ture, Arthur.  I  am  so  glad  I  loathed  him  from  the  very  first 
moment  I  saw  him.' 

*  And  into  this  ogre's  den  you  propose  to  put  me  and  my 
family,  madam  ! '  says  the  husband.  'Indeed,  where  won't  I 
go  if  you  order  me  ?    Oh,  who  will  pack  my  portmanteau  ?  ' 

Florae  and  the  Princess  were  both  in  desolation  when,  at 
dinner,  we  announced  our  resolution  to  go  away — and  to  our 
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oeiglibors  at  Newcome  ?  that  was  most  extraordinary.  *  Que 
diable  goest  thou  to  do  in  this  galley  ?  *  asks  our  host  as  we 
8at  alone  over  our  wine. 

But  Laura's  intended  visit  to  Lady  Clara  was  never  to  have 
a  fulfillment,  for  on  this  same  evening,  as  we  sat  at  our  dessert, 
comes  a  messenger  from  Newcome  with  a  note  for  my  wife 
from  the  lady  there. 

Dearest,  kindest  Mre.  Pendennis  [Lady  Clara  wrote,  with  many  italics,  and  evidently 
in  much  distress  of  mind]:  Your  visit  is  not  to  be.  I  spoke  about  it  to  Sir  B.,  who 
arrived  this  afternoon,  and  who  has  already  begun  to  treat  me  in  his  nsiud  way.  Oh, 
I  am  so  unhappy  !  Pray,  pray  do  not  be  angry  at  this  rudeness — though  indeed  it  is 
only  a  kindness  to  keep  you  from  this  wretched  place  !  I  feel  as  if  I  cannot  bear  this 
much  longer.  But,  whatever  happens,  I  shall  always  remember  your  goodness,  your 
beautiful  goodness  und  kindness  ;  and  shall  worship  you  as  an  angel  deserves  to  be 
worshiped.  Oh,  why  had  I  not  such  a  friend  ew/'^kr.'  But  alas  !  I  have  none— only 
his  odims family  thrust  upon  me  for  companions  to  the  wretched,  lonely  C.  N. 

P.  S.  He  does  not  know  of  my  writing.  Do  not  be  surprised  if  you  get  another  note 
from  me  in  the  morning,  written  in  a  ceremonious  style,  and  regretting  that  we  cannot 
have  the  pleasure  of  receiving  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pendennis  for  the  present  at  Newcome. 

P.  S.   The  hypocrite  ! 

This  letter  was  handed  to  my  wife  at  dinner-time,  and  she 
gave  it  to  me  as  she  passed  out  of  the  room  with  the  other 
ladies. 

I  told  Florae  that  the  Newcomes  would  not  receive  us,  and 
that  we  would  remain,  if  he  willed  it,  his  guests  for  a  little 
longer.  The  kind  fellow  was  only  too  glad  to  keep  us.  '  My 
wife  would  die  without  Bebi,'  he  said.  *  She  becomes  quite 
dangerous  about  Bebi.'  It  was  gratifying  that  the  good  old 
lady  was  not  to  be  parted  as  yet  from  the  innocent  object  of 
her  love. 

My  host  knew  as  well  as  I  the  terms  upon  which  Sir  Ijarnes 
and  his  wife  were  living.  Their  quarrels  were  the  talk  of  the 
whole  county  ;  one  side  brought  forward  his  treatment  of 
her,  and  his  conduct  elsewhere,  and  said  that  he  was  so  bad 
that  honest  peoj)ie  should  not  know  hini,  Tiie  otlicr  j)ar(y 
laid  the  blame  upon  lier,  and  <leclared  that  Lady  Clara  was  a 
languid,  silly,  weak,  frivolous  creature,  always  crying  out  of 
season  ;  who  had  notoriously  taken  Sir  liarnrs  for  his  money, 
and  who  as  certainly  had  had  an  attachnunt  cl  sow  her*'.  Vrs, 
the  accusations  were  true  on  both  sides.  A  bad,  sclti.sh  hus- 
band had  married  a  woman  iOr  her  rank  ;  a  weak,  t  houghtli'ss 
girl  iiad  been  sold  to  .a  man  for  his  money  ;  and  the  union, 
which  might  hav(!  ended  in  a  comfortable  iiidilVerenee,  hail 
tak(;n  an  ill  turn  and  resulted  in  misery,  erueli  \  ,  tierce  niuliial 
recriminations,  bitter  tears  shed  in  private,  husband's  eurM'S 
and  maledi(;t ions,  and  open  Hct'iies  of  wrath  and  n  it»lenee  lor 
servants  to  witness  ami  the  world  to  siu-er  at.  We  arr.ango 
Buch  matciies  every  day  ;  we  sell  oi  buy  beauty,  or  rank,  or 
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wealth  ;  we  inaugurate  the  bargain  in  churches  with  sacra- 
mental services,  in  which  the  parties  engaged  call  upon  heaven 
to  witness  their  vows — we  know  them  to  be  lies,  and  we  seal 
them  with  God's  name.  *  I,  Barnes,  promise  to  take  you, 
Clara,  to  love  and  honor  till  death  do  us  part.'  *  I,  Clara, 
promise  to  take  you,  Barnes,'  etc.,  etc.  Who  has  not  heard 
the  ancient  words ;  and  how  many  of  us  have  uttered  them, 
knowing  them  to  be  untrue  ;  and  is  there  a  bishop  on  the 
bench  that  has  not  amen'd  the  humbug  in  his  lawn  sleeves 
and  called  a  blessing  over  the  kneeling  pair  of  perjurers  ? 

*  Does  Mr.  Harris  know  of  Newcome's  return  ? '  Floi-ac  asked, 
when  I  acquainted  him  with  this  intelligence.  '  Ce  scelerat 
de  Highgate — va  ! ' 

*  Does  Newcome  know  that  Lord  Highgate  is  here  ? '  I 
thought  within  myself,  admiring  my  wife's  faithfulness  and 
simplicity,  and  trying  to  believe  with  that  pure  and  guileless 
creature  that  it  was  not  yet  too  late  to  save  the  unhappy  Lady 
Clara. 

*  Mr.  Harris  had  best  be  warned,'  I  said  to  Florae  ;  *  will  you 
write  him  a  word,  and  let  us  send  a  messenger  to  Newcome  ? ' 

At  first  Florae  said,  ^Parbleu,  no  ! '  the  aifair  was  none  of 
his;  he  attended  himself  always  to  this  result  of  Lady  Clara's 
marriage.  He  had  even  complimented  Jack  upon  it  years 
before  at  Baden,  when  scenes  enough  tragic,  enough  comical, 
ma  foi^  had  taken  place  apropos  of  this  affair.  Why  should 
he  meddle  with  it  now  ! 

*  Children  dishonored,'  said  I,  *  honest  families  made  miser- 
able ;  for  heaven's  sake.  Florae,  let  us  stay  this  catastrophe  if 
we  can.'  I  spoke  with  much  warmth,  eagerly  desirous  to 
avert  this  calamity  if  possible,  and  very  strongly  moved  by 
the  tale  which  I  had  heard  only  just  before  dinner  from  that 
innocent  creature,  whose  pure  heart  had  already  prompted  her 
to  plead  the  cause  of  right  and  truth,  and  to  try  and  rescue  an 
unhappy,  desperate  sister  trembling  on  the  verge  of  ruin. 

*  If  you  will  not  write  to  him,'  said  I,  in  some  heat ;  '  if  your 
grooms  don't  like  to  go  out  of  a  night '  (this  was  one  of  the 
objections  which  Florae  had  raised),  '  I  will  walk.'  We  were 
talking  over  the  affair  rather  late  in  the  evening,  the  ladies 
having  retreated  to  their  sleeping  apartments,  and  some  guests 
having  taken  leave,  whom  our  hospitable  host  and  hostess  had 
entertained  that  night,  and  before  whom  I  naturally  did  not 
care  to  speak  upon  a  subject  so  dangerous. 

*  Parbleu,  what  virtue,  my  friend  !  what  a  Joseph  ! '  cries 
Florae,  puffing  his  cigar.    *  One  sees  well  that  your  wife  had 
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made  you  the  sermon.  My  poor  Pendennis  !  You  are  hen- 
lyeckedy  my  pauvre  bonf  You  become  the  husband  model. 
It  is  true,  my  motlier  writes,  that  thy  wife  is  an  angel  !  ' 

'  I  do  not  object  to  obey  such  a  woman  when  she  bids  me 
do  right,'  I  said  ;  and  would  indeed  at  that  woman's  request 
have  gone  out  upon  the  errand,  but  that  we  here  found  another 
messenger.  On  days  when  dinner  parties  were  held  at  Rose- 
bury,  certain  auxiliary  waiters  used  to  attend  from  Newcome, 
whom  the  landlord  of  tlie  King's  Arms  was  accustomed  to 
supply  ;  indeed,  it  was  to  secure  these,  and  make  other  neces- 
sary arrangements,  respecting  fish,  game,  etc.,  that  the  Prince 
de  Montcontour  had  ridden  over  to  Newcome  on  the  day  when 
we  met  Lord  Highgate,  alias  Mr.  Harris,  before  the  bar  of  the 
hotel.  While  we  were  engaged  in  the  above  conversation  a 
servant  enters,  and  says,  *  My  lord,  Jenkins  and  the  other  man 
is  going  back  to  Newcome  in  their  cart,  and  is  there  anj'thing 
wanted  ? ' 

'It  is  the  heaven  which  sends  him,'  says  Florae,  turning 
round  to  me  with  a  laugh.  '  Make  Jenkins  to  wait  five  min- 
utes, Robert  ;  I  have  to  write  to  a  gentleman  at  the  King's 
Arms.'  And  so  saying.  Florae  wrote  a  line  which  he  showed 
me,  and  having  sealed  the  note,  directed  it  to  Mr.  Harris  at  the 
King's  Arms.  The  cart,  the  note,  and  tlie  assistant  waiters 
departed  on  their  way  to  Newcome.  Florae  bade  me  go  to 
rest  with  a  clear  conscience.  In  truth,  the  warning  was  better 
given  in  that  way  tlian  any  other,  and  a  word  from  Florae  was 
more  likely  to  be  effectual  than  an  expostuhxtion  from  me.  I 
had  never  thouglit  of  making  it,  perhaj)s,  except  at  the 
expressed  desire  of  a  lady  whose  counsel  in  all  the  difficult 
circumstances  of  life  I  own  I  :im  disposed  to  take. 

Mr.  Jenkins'  horse  no  doubt  trotted  at  a  very  brisk  pace, 
as  gentlemen's  horses  will  of  a  frosty  night,  after  tlieir  masters 
have  been  regaled  with  j)l('iiliftil  supplies  of  wine  and  ale.  I 
remember  in  my  baclicior  days  that  my  horses  always  trotti'd 
qui(;ker  aft.(M"  I  iiad  had  a  good  «liinu'r  ;  the  clianipagne  used 
to  comrniinicate  itself  to  them  somehow,  and  the  claret  get 
into  their  Ikm'Is.  iicfore  niidniglil  thr  letter  f(M*  Mr.  Harris 
was  in  Mr.  Harris'  hands  in  the  King's  Arms, 

It  has  been  said  that  ii»  th(>  IJoseawen  room  at  the  Arms, 
fiomc  of  the  jolly  fellows  of  N»'weome  ha*l  a  cluh,  of  which 
Parrot  tlu;  au(^t  ioiieer,  'Pom  Potts  the  talented  reporter,  now 
editor  of  tiie  Iiulefu'mliuty  \  idler  the  apot  ln'cary,  and  other 
gentlemen  were  inembers. 

Wiien  we  first  had  oceasioii  to  mention  that  society,  it  was 
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at  an  early  stage  of  this  history,  long  before  Clive  Newcome's 
fine  mustache  had  grown.  If  Vidler  the  apothecary  was  old 
and  infirm  then,  he  is  near  ten  years  older  now  ;  he  has  had 
various  assistants,  of  course,  and  one  of  them  of  late  years  had 
become  his  partner,  though  the  firm  continues  to  be  known  by 
Vidler's  ancient  and  respectable  name.  A  jovial  fellow  was 
this  partner — a  capital  convivial  member  of  the  Jolly  Britons, 
where  he  used  to  sit  very  late,  so  as  to  be  in  readiness  for  any 
night  work  that  might  come  in. 

So  the  Britons  were  all  sitting  smoking,  drinking,  and  mak- 
ing merry,  in  tlie  Boscawen  room,  when  Jenkins  enters  with 
a  note,  which  he  straightway  delivers  to  Mr.  Vidler's,  partner. 

*  From  Rosebury  ?  The  Princess  ill  again,  I  suppose,'  says 
the  surgeon,  not  sorry  to  let  the  company  know  that  he  attends 
her.  *  I  wish  the  old  girl  would  be  ill  in  the  daytime.  Con- 
found it,'  says  he,  *  what's  this  ? ' — and  he  reads  out,  * "  Sir 
Newcome  est  de  retour.  Bon  vo^^age,  mon  ami.  F."  What 
does  this  mean  ?' 

*  I  thought  you  knew  French,  Jack  Harris,'  says  Tom  Potts  ; 

*  you're  always  bothering  us  with  your  French  songs.' 

*  Of  course  I  know  French,'  says  the  other  ;  '  but  what's  the 
meaning  of  this  ?  ' 

*  Screwcome  came  back  by  the  five  o'clock  train.  I  was  in 
it,  and  his  royal  highness  would  scarcely  speak  to  me.  Took 
Brown's  fly  from  the  station.  Brown  won't  enrich  his  family 
much  by  the  operation,'  says  Mr.  Potts. 

*  But  what  do  Zcare? '  cries  Jack  Harris  ;  *  we  don't  attend 
him,  and  we  don't  lose  much  by  that.  Howell  attends  him, 
ever  since  Vidler  and  he  had  that  row.' 

*  Hullo  !  I  say,  it's  a  mistake,'  cries  Mr.  Taplow,  smoking 
in  his  chair.  *Tliis  letter  is  for  the  party  in  the  Benbow. 
The  gent  which  the  Prince  spoke  to  him,  and  called  him  Jack 
the  other  day  when  he  was  here.  Here's  a  nice  business,  and 
the  seal  broke,  and  all.  Is  the  Benbow  party  gone  to  bed  ? 
John,  you  must  carry  him  in  this  here  note.' 

John,  quite  innocent  of  the  note  and  its  contents,  for  he 
that  moment  had  entered  the  club  room  witli  Mr.  Potts'  sup- 
per, took  the  note  to  the  Benbow,  from  which  he  presently 
returned  to  his  master  with  a  very  scared  countenance.  He 
said  the  gent  in  the  Benbow  was  a  harbitrary  gent.  He  had 
almost  choked  John  after  reading  the  letter,  and  John  wouldn't 
stand  it  ;  and  when  John  said  he  supposed  that  Mr.  Hari  is  in 
the  Boscawen — that  Mr.  Jack  Harris  had  opened  the  letter, 
the  other  gent  cursed  and  swore  awful. 
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'  Potts,'  said  Taplow,  who  was  only  too  communicative  on 
some  occasions  after  he  had  imbibed  too  much  of  his  own 
brandy  and  water,  'it's  my  belief  tliat  that  party's  name  is  no 
more  Harris  than  mine  is.  I  have  sent  his  linen  to  the  wash, 
and  there  was  two  white  pocket-handkerchiefs  with  "H."  and 
a  coronet.' 

On  the  next  day  we  drove  over  to  Newcome,  hoping,  per- 
haps, to  find  that  Lord  Highgate  had  taken  the  warning  sent 
to  him  and  quitted  the  place.  But  we  were  disappointed. 
He  was  walking  in  front  of  tlie  hotel,  where  a  thousand  per- 
sons might  see  him  as  well  as  ourselves. 

We  entered  into  his  private  apartment  with  him,  and  there 
expostulated  upon  his  appearance  in  the  public  street,  where 
Barnes  Newcome  or  any  passer-by  might  recognize  him.  He 
then  told  us  of  the  mishap  which  had  befallen  Florae's  letter 
on  the  previous  night. 

*I  can't  go  away  now,  whatever  might  have  happened  pre- 
viously ;  by  this  time  that  villain  knows  that  I  am  here.  If  I 
go  he  will  say  I  was  afraid  of  him  and  ran  away.  Oh,  how  I 
wish  he  would  come  and  find  me.'  He  broke  out  with  a 
savage  laugh. 

*  It  is  best  to  run  away,'  one  of  us  interposed  sadly. 
'Pendennis,'  he  said,  witli  a  tone  of  great  softness,  'your 

wife  is  a  good  woman.  God  bless  her !  God  bless  her  for  all 
she  has  said  and  done — would  have  done  if  that  villain  had 
let  her.  Do  you  know  the  poor  thing  hasn't  a  sifigle  friend 
in  the  world,  not  one — except  me  and  that  girl  they  are  selling 
to  Farintosh,  and  who  does  not  count  for  niucli  ?  He  has 
driven  away  all  her  friends  from  her  ;  one  and  all  turn  upon 
her,  H(»r  relations,  of  course  ;  when  <lid  thci/  ever  fail  to  hit 
a  poor  fellow  or  a  poor  girl  when  she  was  down  ?  The  poor 
angel  !  The  mother  who  sold  her  conies  and  preaclies  at  her  ; 
Kew's  wife  turns  up  her  little  cursed  nose  and  scorns  her  ; 
Roost(!r,  forsooth,  juiist  ride  the  high  horse,  now  he  is  married 
and  lives  at  Chant ielere,  and  give  her  warning  to  avoid  my 
comj)any  or  liis  !  Do  you  know  the  only  friend  slie  ever  had 
was  that  old  woman  with  the  stick — ohl  Kew  ;  the  old  witeii 
whom  they  buried  four  months  ago,  after  nobbling  her  money 
for  the  beauty  of  the  family?  She  used  to  j)rotect  lier — that 
old  woman  ;  heaven  bless  lier  for  it,  wherever  she  is  now,  the 
old  ha<r — a  ifood  woid  won't  do  her  an\'  liarni.  Ha!  ha  I' 
His  laughter  was  (Muel  to  hear. 

*  Why  did  I  conie  ib)wn?'  he  contiiiueil  in  re|>ly  t<>  oui- 
queries.    *  Wl»y  di<l  I  come  down,  <lo  you  ask?    lieeause  siio 
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was  wretched,  and  sent  for  me.  Because  if  I  was  at  the  end 
of  the  world  and  she  was  to  say,  "Jack,  come  !  "  I'd  come.' 

*  And  if  she  bade  you  go  ?'  asked  his  friends. 

*  I  would  go  ;  and  I  have  gone.  If  she  told  me  to  jump  into 
the  sea,  do  you  think  I  would  not  do  it  ?  But  I  go  ;  and  when 
she  is  alone  with  him,  do  you  know  what  he  does  ?  He  strikes 
her.  Strikes  that  poor  little  thing  !  He  has  owned  to  it. 
She  fled  from  him  and  sheltered  with  the  old  woman  who's 
dead.  He  may  be  doing  it  now.  Why  did  I  ever  shake 
hands  with  him  ?  that's  humiliation  sufficient,  isn't  it  ?  But 
she  wished  it  ;  and  I'd  black  his  boots,  curse  him,  if  she  told 
me.  And  because  he  wanted  to  keep  my  money  in  his  con- 
founded bank ;  and  because  he  knew  he  might  rely  upon  my 
honor  and  hers,  poor  dear  child,  he  chooses  to  shake  hands 
with  me — me,  whom  he  hates  worse  than  a  thousand  devils — 
and  quite  right  too.  Why  isn't  there  a  place  where  we  can 
go  and  meet  like  man  to  man,  and  have  it  over  !  If  I  had  a 
ball  through  my  brains  I  shouldn't  mind,  I  tell  you.  I've  a 
mind  to  do  it  for  myself,  Pendennis.  You  don't  understand 
me.  Viscount.' 

*  II  est  vrai,'  said  Florae  with  a  shrug.  '  I  comprehend  neither 
the  suicide  nor  the  chaise- de-poste.  What  will  you?  I  am 
not  yet  enough  English,  my  friend.  We  make  marriages  of 
convenance  in  our  country,  que  diable,  and  what  follows  ;  but 
no  scandal  afterward.  Do  not  adopt  our  institutions  a  demi, 
my  friend.  Vous  ne  me  comprenez  pas  non  plus,  mon  pauvre 
Jack  ! ' 

*  There  is  one  way  still,  I  think,'  said  the  third  of  the 
speakers  in  this  scene.  *  Let  Lord  Highgate  come  to  Rosebury 
in  his  own  name,  leaving  that  of  Mr.  Harris  behind  him.  If 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome  wants  you,  he  can  seek  you  there.  If 
you  will  go,  as  go  you  should,  and  God  speed  you,  you  can  go, 
and  in  your  own  name,  too.' 

'Parbleu,  c'est  ca,'  cries  Florae,  *he  speaks  like  a  book — the 
Romancier  ! '  I  confess,  for  my  part,  I  thought  that  a  good 
woman  might  plead  with  him,  and  touch  that  manly  not  dis- 
loyal heart  now  trembling  on  the  awful  balance  between  evil 
and  good. 

*  Allons  !  let  us  make  to  come  the  drague  ! '  cries  Florae. 
*  Jack,  thou  returnest  with  us,  my  friend  !  Mme.  Pendennis, 
an  angel,  my  friend,  a  quaJcre  the  most  charming,  shall  roucoule 
to  thee  the  sweetest  sermons.  My  wife  shall  tend  thee  like  a 
mother — a  grandmother.    Go  make  thy  packet ! ' 

Lord  Highgate  was  very  much  pleased  and  relieved,  seem- 
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iDgly.  He  shook  our  hands  ;  he  said  he  should  never  forget 
our  kindness,  never !  In  truth,  the  didactic  part  of  our  conver- 
sation was  carried  on  at  much  greater  length  than  as  here 
noted  down  ;  and  he  would  come  that  evening,  but  not  with 
us,  thank  you  ;  he  had  a  particular  engagement — some  letters 
he  must  write.  Those  done,  he  would  not  fail  us,  and  would 
be  at  Rosebury  by  dinner  time. 

CHAPTER  LVIH. 

*ONE  MORE  UNFORTUNATE.' 

The  fates  did  not  ordain  that  the  plan  should  succeed  which 
Lord  Highgate's  friends  had  devised  for  Lady  Clara's  rescue 
or  respite.  He  was  bent  on  one  more  interview  with  the 
unfortunate  lady  ;  and  in  that  meeting  the  future  destiny  of 
their  luckless  lives  was  decided.  On  the  morning  of  his 
return  home,  Barnes  Newcome  had  information  that  Lord 
Highgate,  under  a  feigned  name,  had  been  staying  in  the 
neighborhood  of  his  house,  and  had  repeatedly  been  seen  in 
the  company  of  Lady  Clara.  She  ma}''  have  gone  out  to  meet 
him  but  for  one  hour  more.  She  had  taken  no  leave  of  her 
children  on  the  day  when  she  left  her  home,  and  far  from 
making  preparations  for  her  own  departure,  had  been  engaged 
in  getting  the  house  ready  for  the  reception  of  members  of 
the  family,  whose  arrival  her  husband  announced  as  speedily 
to  follow  his  own.  Ethel  and  Lady  Ann,  and  some  of  tlie 
children  were  coming.  Lord  Fariiitosh's  mother  and  sisters 
were  to  follow.  It  was  to  be  a  reunion  previous  to  the  mar- 
riage which  was  closer  to  unite  tlie  two  families.  Lady  Clara 
said  *yes  '  to  her  husband's  orders  ;  rose  meclKUiically  to  obey 
his  wishes  and  arrange  for  the  reception  of  tlie  guests  ;  and 
spoke  tremblingly  to  the  housekeeper  as  her  husband  gibed  at 
her.  The  little  ones  had  been  consigned  to  bed  early,  and 
before  Sir  Barnes'  arrival.  He  did  not  think  lit  to  see  tlu  in 
in  their  8lee[),  nor  did  their  mother.  She  did  not  knc>w,  as  t  In- 
poor  little  creatures  left  her  room  in  charge  of  tlieir  nurses, 
that  she  lookcid  on  tliem  for  the  last  time.  Pcrlia]>s,  had  she 
gone  to  their  l)e(lsi<les  that  evening,  had  the  wretched,  panic- 
stricken  soul  ])een  allowed  leisure  to  pause,  and  to  think,  and 
to  pray,  the  fate  of  the  morrow  might  have  been  otherw  ise, 
ana  the  trtimbling  ])alance  of  the  scale  have  incliiu'd  to  riglit's 
side.  But  tlie  pause  was  not  allowed  her.  1  ler  husband  c;inie 
and  saluted  hvv  with  liis  ac(Mistonied  greetings  of  scorn,  and 
sarcasm,  and  brutal  insult.    On  a  future  day  he  never  dareil 
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to  call  a  servant  of  his  household  to  testify  to  his  treatment  of 
lier,  though  many  were  ready  to  attend  to  prove  his  cruelty 
and  her  terror.  On  that  very  last  night  Lady  Clara's  maid, 
a  country  girl  from  her  father's  house  at  Chanticlere,  told  Sir 
Barnes  in  the  midst  of  a  conjugal  dispute  that  her  lady  might 
bear  his  conduct,  but  she  could  not,  and  that  she  would  no 
longer  live  under  the  roof  of  such  a  brute.  The  girl's  inter- 
ference was  not  likely  to  benefit  her  mistress  much  ;  the 
wretched  Lady  Clara  passed  the  last  night  under  the  roof  of 
her  husband  and  children,  unattended  save  b}^  this  poor  domes- 
tic who  was  about  to  leave  her,  in  tears  and  hysterical  out- 
cries, and  then  in  moaning  stupor.  Lady  Clara  put  to  sleep 
with  laudanum,  her  maid  carried  down  the  story  of  her  wrongs 
to  the  servants'  quarters,  and  half  a  dozen  of  them  took  in 
their  resignation  to  Sir  Barnes  as  he  sat  over  his  breakfast  the 
next  morning,  in  his  ancestral  hall,  surrounded  by  the  por- 
traits of  his  august  forefathers,  in  his  happy  home. 

Their  mutiny,  of  course,  did  not  add  to  their  master's  good 
humor,  and  his  letters  brought  him  news  which  increased 
Barnes'  fury.  A  messenger  arrived  with  a  letter  from  his  man 
of  business  at  ^Tewcome,  upon  the  receipt  of  which  he  started 
up  with  such  an  execration  as  frightened  the  servant  waiting 
on  him,  and  letter  in  hand  he  ran  to  Lady  Clara's  sitting  room. 
Her  ladyship  was  up.  Sir  Barnes  breakfasted  rather  late  on 
the  first  morning  after  an  arrival  at  Newcome.  He  had  to 
look  over  the  bailiff's  books,  and  to  look  about  him  round  the 
park  and  grounds  ;  to  curse  the  gardeners  ;  to  damn  the 
stable  and  kennel  grooms  ;  to  yell  at  the  woodman  for  clear- 
ing not  enough  or  too  much  ;  to  rail  at  the  poor  old  work- 
people brooming  away  the  fallen  leaves,  etc.  So  Lady  Clara 
was  up  and  dressed,  when  her  husband  went  to  her  room, 
which  lay  at  the  end  of  the  house,  as  we  have  said,  the  last  of 
a  suite  of  ancestral  halls. 

The  mutinous  servant  heard  a  high  voice  and  curses  within  ; 
then  Lady  Clara's  screams  ;  then  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  burst 
out  of  the  room,  locking  the  door,  and  taking  the  key  with 
him,  and  saluting  with  more  curses  James,  the  mutineer,  over 
whom  his  master  ran. 

*  Curse  your  wife,  and  don't  curse  me.  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  ! ' 
eaid  James,  the  mutineer,  and  knocked  down  a  hand  which  the 
infuriated  baronet  raised  against  him  with  an  arm  that  was 
thrice  as  strong  as  Barnes'  own.  This  man  and  maid  fol- 
lowed their  mistress  in  the  sad  journey  upon  which  she  was 
bent.    They  treated  her  with  unalterable  respect.    They  never 
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could  be  got  to  see  tliat  her  conduct  was  wrong.  When 
Barnes'  counsel  subsequently  tried  to  impugn  their  testimony, 
they  dared  him,  and  hurt  the  plaintitf's  case  very  much.  For 
the  balance  had  weighed  over  ;  and  it  was  Barnes  himself 
who  caused  what  now  ensued,  and  what  we  learned  in  a  very 
few  hours  afterward  from  Newcome,  where  it  was  the  talk  of 
the  whole  neighborhood. 

Florae  and  I,  as  yet  ignorant  of  all  that  was  occurring,  met 
Barnes  near  his  own  lodge  gate,  riding  in  the  direction  of 
Newcome,  as  we  were  ourselves  returning  to  Rosebury.  The 
Prince  de  Montcontour,  who  was  driving,  affably  saluted  the 
Baronet,  who  gave  us  a  scowling  recognition,  and  rode  on, 
his  groom  behind  him.  '  The  figure  of  this  garyon,'  says 
Florae,  as  our  acquaintance  passed,  '  is  not  agreeable.  Of 
pale,  he  has  become  livid.  I  hope  these  two  men  will  not 
meet,  or  evil  will  come  ! '  Evil  to  Barnes  there  might  be, 
Florae's  companion  thought,  who  knew  the  previous  little 
affairs  between  Barnes  and  his  uncle  and  cousin,  and  that 
Lord  Highgate  was  quite  able  to  take  care  of  himself. 

In  half  an  hour  after  Florae  spoke,  that  meeting  between 
Barnes  and  Highgate  actually  had  taken  place — in  the  open 
square  of  Newcome,  within  four  doors  of  the  King's  Arms 
inn,  close  to  which  lives  Sir  Barnes  Newcome's  man  of  business  ; 
and  before  which  Mr.  Harris,  as  he  was  called,  was  walking, 
and  waiting  till  a  carriage  which  he  had  ordered  came  round 
from  the  inn  yard.  As  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  rode  into  the 
place  many  people  touched  their  hats  to  him,  however  little 
they  loved  him.  He  was  bowing  and  smirking  to  one  of  these, 
when  he  suddenly  saw  Belsiz-e. 

He  started  back,  causing  his  horse  to  back  with  him  on  to 
the  pavement,  and  it  may  haxo  been  rage  and  fury,  or  acci- 
dent and  nervousness  merely,  but  at  this  instant  Barnes  New- 
come,  looking  to\vai<l  T.onl  Highgate,  sljook  his  whij). 

*  You  cowardly  villain  !  '  sai<l  the  other,  springing  forward, 
*I  was  going  to  your  house' 

*  How  dare  you,  sir,'  cried  Sir  Barnes,  still  holding  up  that 
unlucky  cane,  *  how  d:ire  you  to — to  ' 

'Dare,  you  H(M)untlr('l  ? '  said  I>»'lsize.  *  Is  that  the  oani» 
you  strike  your  wif(^  with,  you  rulhan  ?'  lM»lsi/.e  seized  and 
tore  him  out  of  the  sa«Ml<',  Hinging  him,  sc^reaming,  down  on  the 
j)avem('iit.  Tlu^  horse,  rearing  and  making  wav  Tor  hiniself, 
galloped  down  the  clattering  strei-t;  a  liundn'd  jicopK'  weri» 
round  Sir  Barnes  in  a  moment. 

The  carriage  which  Belsize  had  ordered  came  round  at  this 
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very  juncture.  Amid  the  crowd,  shrinking,  bustling,  expos- 
tulating, threatening,  who  pressed  about  him,  he  shouldered 
his  way.  Mr.  Taplow,  aghast,  was  one  of  the  hundred  spec- 
tators of  the  scene. 

*  I  am  Lord  Highgate,'  said  Barnes'  adversary.  *  If  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  wants  me,  tell  him  I  will  send  him  word 
where  he  may  hear  of  me.'  And  getting  into  the  carriage,  he 
told  the  driver  to  go  *  to  the  usual  place.' 

Imagine  the  hubbub  in  the  town,  the  conclaves  at  the  inns, 
the  talks  in  the  countiiighouses,  the  commotion  among  the 
factory  people,  the  paragraphs  in  the  Newcome  papers,  the 
bustle  of  surgeons  and  lawyers,  after  this  event.  Crowds  gath- 
ered at  the  King's  Arms,  and  waited  round  Mr.  Speers  the 
lawyer's  house,  into  which  Sir  Barnes  was  carried.  In  vain 
policemen  told  them  to  move  on  ;  fresh  groups  gathered  after 
the  seceders.  On  the  next  day,  when  Barnes  Newcome,  who 
was  not  much  hurt,  had  a  fly  to  go  home,  a  factory  man  shook 
his  fist  in  at  the  carriage  window,  and  with  a  curse,  said, '  Serve 
you  right,  you  villain.'  It  was  the  man  whose  sweetheart  this 
Don  Juan  had  seduced  and  deserted  years  before — whose 
wrongs  were  well  known  among  his  mates — a  leader  in  the 
chorus  of  hatred  which  growled  round  Barnes  Newcome. 

Barnes'  mother  and  sister  Ethel  had  reached  Newcome 
shortly  before  the  return  of  the  master  of  the  house.  The 
people  there  were  in  disturbance.  Lady  Ann  and  Miss  New- 
come  came  out  with  pallid  looks  to  greet  him.  He  laughed 
and  reassured  them  about  his  accident — indeed  his  hurt  had 
been  trifling  ;  he  had  been  bled  by  the  surgeon,  a  little  jarred 
by  the  fall  from  his  horse  ;  but  there  was  no  sort  of  danger. 
Still  their  pale  and  doubtful  looks  continued.  What  caused 
them  ?  In  the  open  day,  with  a  servant  attending  her,  Lady 
Clara  Newcome  had  left  her  husband's  house  ;  and  a  letter 
was  forwarded  to  him  that  same  evening  from  my  Lord  High- 
gate,  informing  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  that  Lady  Clara  Pulleyn 
could  bear  his  tyrannjT-  no  longer,  and  had  left  his  roof  ;  that 
Lord  High  gate  proposed  to  leave  England  almost  immediatel}^, 
but  would  remain  long  enough  to  afford  Sir  Barnes  Newcome 
the  opportunity  for  an  interview,  in  case  he  should  be  disposed 
to  demand  one  ;  and  a  friend  (of  Lord  Highgate's  late  regi- 
ment) was  named  who  would  receive  letters  and  act  in  any 
way  necessary  for  his  lordship. 

The  debates  of  the  House  of  Lords  must  tell  what  followed 
afterward  in  the  dreary  history  of  Lady  Clara  Pulleyn.  The 
proceedings  in  the  Newcome  Divorce  Bill  filled  the  usual  num- 
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ber  of  columns  in  the  papers — especially  the  Sunday  papers. 
The  witnesses  were  examined  by  learned  peers  whose  business 
— nay,  pleasure — it  seems  to  be  to  enter  into  such  matters  ;  and 
for  the  ends  of  justice  and  morality,  doubtless,  the  whole  story 
of  Barnes  Newcome's  liousehold  was  told  to  the  British  public. 
In  the  previous  trial  in  the  Court  of  Queen's  Bench,  how 
grandly  Sergeant  Rowland  stood  up  for  the  rights  of  British 
husbands  !  With  what  pathos  he  depicted  the  conjugal  para- 
dise ;  the  innocent  children  prattling  round  their  happy 
parents  ;  the  serpent,  the  destroyer,  entering  into  that  Belgrav- 
ian  Eden ;  the  wretched  and  deserted  husband  alone  by  his 
desecrated  hearth,  and  calling  for  redress  on  his  country  ! 
Rowland  wept  freely  during  his  noble  harangue.  At  not  a, 
shilling  under  twenty  thousand  pounds  would  he  estimate  the 
cost  of  his  client's  injuries.  The  jury  was  very  much  affected. 
The  evening  papers  gave  Rowland's  address  in  extenso,  with 
some  pretty  sharp  raps  at  the  aristocracy  in  general.  The  Day^ 
the  principal  morning  journal  of  that  period,  came  out  witli  a 
leading  article  the  next  morning,  in  which  every  party  con- 
cerned and  every  institution  was  knocked  about.  The  disgrace 
of  the  peerage,  the  ruin  of  the  monarchy  (with  a  retrospective 
view  of  the  well-known  case  of  Gyges  and  Candaules),  the 
monstrosit}'^  of  the  crime,  and  the  absurdity  of  the  punishment 
were  all  set  forth  in  the  terrible  leading  article  of  the  J)ay. 

But  when,  on  the  next  day.  Sergeant  Rowland  was  requested 
to  call  witnesses  to  prove  that  connubial  liappiness  which  he 
had  depicted  so  pathetically,  he  had  none  at  hand. 

Oliver,  Q.  C,  now  had  his  innings.  A  man,  a  husbaiul,  and 
a  father,  Mr.  Oliver  could  not  attempt  to  defend  the  conduct 
of  his  unfortunate  client  ;  but  if  there  could  be  an}-^  excuse  for 
such  conduct,  that  excuse,  he  was  free  to  confess,  the  plaintiff 
liad  afforded,  whose  cruelty  and  neglect  twenty  witnesses  in 
court  were  ready  to  prove — neglect  so  outrageous,  cruelty  so 
systematic,  that  he  wondered  the  plaintiff  liad  not  been  better 
advised  than  to  bring  this  trial,  with  all  its  degrading  partic- 
ulars,  to  a  public  issue.  On  the  very  <lay  when  t  he  ill-omened 
marriage  took  place,  another  vi(!tiin  of  cruelty  had  interposed 
as  vainly — as  vainly  as  Sergeant  Rowland  himself  interposed 
in  court  to  prevent  this  ease  being  innde  known,  and  with 
piteous  outcries,  in  the  n:une  of  outragi'd,  negleetod  wonuMi, 
of  castaway  children  ])l('ading  in  vain  for  brea<l,  had  besouglit 
the  bride  to  pause,  and  the  bridegroom  to  look  upon  the 
wretched  l)eings  who  ow(m1  Www  life.  Why  liad  not  Tiadv 
Clara  Pulleyn's  friends  listened  to  that  appeal  ?    And  soon, 
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and  so  on,  between  Rowland  and  Oliver  the  battle  rasred 
fiercely  that  day.  Many  witnesses  were  mauled  and  slain.  Out 
of  that  combat  scarce  anybody  came  well,  except  the  two  princi- 
pal champions,  Rowland,  Sergeant,  and  Oliver,  Q.  C.  The  whole 
country  looked  on,  and  heard  the  wretched  story,  not  only  of 
Barnes'  fault  and  Highgate's  fault,  but  of  the  private  pecca- 
dilloes of  their  suborned  footmen  and  conspiring  housemaids. 
Mr.  Justice  C.  Sawyer  charged  the  jury  at  great  length — those 
men  were  respectable  men  and  fathers  of  families  themselves. 
Of  course  they  dealt  full  measure  to  Lord  Higligate  for  his 
delinquencies,  consoled  the  injured  husband  with  immense  dam- 
ages, and  left  him  free  to  pursue  the  farther  steps  for  releasing 
himself  altogether  from  the  tie  which  had  been  bound  with  af- 
fecting Episcopal  benediction  at  St.  George's,  Hanover  Square. 

So  Lady  Clara  flies  from  the  custody  of  her  tyrant,  but  to 
what  a  rescue  !    The  very  man  who  loves  her,  and  gives  her 
asylum,  pities  and  deplores  her.    She  scarce  dares  to  look  out 
of  the  windows  of  her  new  home  upon  the  world,  lest  it  should 
know  and  reproach  her.    All  her  sisterhood  of  friendship  is  cut 
off  from  her.    If  she  dares  to  go  abroad  she  feels  the  sneer  of  the 
world  as  she  goes  through  it,  and  knows  that  malice  and  scorn 
whisper  behind  her.    People  as  criminal,  but  undiscovered, 
make  room  for  her  as  if  her  touch  were  pollution.    She  knows 
ghe  has  darkened  the  lot  and  made  wretched  the  home  of  the 
man  whom  she  loves  best  ;  that  his  friends  who  see  her  treat 
her  with  but  a  doubtful  respect  ;  and  the  domestics  who  attend 
her,  with  a  suspicious  obedience.    In  the  country  lanes,  or  the 
streets  of  the  county  town,  neighbors  look  aside  as  the  car- 
riage passes  in  which  she  sits  splendid  and  lonely.  Rough 
hunting  companions  of  her  husband  come  to  her  table — he  is 
driven  perforce  to  the  company  of  flatterers  and  men  of  inferior 
sort ;  his  equals,  at  least  in  his  own  home,  will  not  live  with  him. 
She  would  be  kind,  perhaps,  and  charitable  to  the  cottagers 
round  about  her,  but  she  fears  to  visit  them  lest  they,  too, 
should  scorn  her.    The  clergyman  who  distributes  h er  charities 
blushes  and  looks  awkward  on  passing  her  in  the  village,  if  he 
should  be  walking  with  his  wife  or  one  of  his  children.  Shall 
they  go  to  the  Continent,  and  set  up  a  grand  house  at  Paris 
or  Florence  ?    There  they  can  get  society,  but  of  what  a 
sort!     Our  acquaintances  of   Baden,  Mme.  Schlangenbad, 
and  Mme.  de  Cruchecassee,  and  Mme.  d'lvry,  and  Messrs. 
Loder  and  Punter,  and  Blackball  and  Deuceace,  will  come  and 
dance,  and  flirt,  and  quarrel,  and  gamble,  and  feast  round 
about  her ;  but  what  in  common  with  such  wild  people  has 
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this  poor,  timid,  shrinking  soul  ?  Even  these  scorn  her.  The 
leers  and  laughter  on  those  painted  faces  are  quite  unlike  her 
own  sad  countenance.  She  has  no  reply  to  tlieir  wit.  Their 
infernal  gayety  scares  her  more  than  the  solitude  at  home.  No 
wonder  that  her  husband  does  not  like  home,  except  for  a  short 
while  in  the  hunting  season.  No  wonder  that  he  is  away  all 
day  ;  how  can  he  like  a  home  which  she  has  made  so  wretched  ? 
In  the  midst  of  her  sorrow,  and  doubt,  and  misery,  a  child 
comes  to  her  ;  how  she  clings  to  it !  how  her  whole  being,  and 
hope,  and  passion  centers  itself  on  tliis  feeble  infant  !  .  .  .  but 
she  no  more  belongs  to  our  story  ;  with  the  new  name  she  has 
taken,  the  poor  lady  passes  out  of  the  history  of  the  Newcomes. 

If  Barnes  Newcome's  children  meet  yonder  solitar}^  ^ady,  do 
they  know  her  ?  If  her  once  husband  thinks  upon  the  unhappy 
young  creature  whom  his  cruelty  drove  from  him,  does  his 
conscience  affect  his  sleep  at  night  ?  Why  should  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome's  conscience  be  more  squeamish  than  his  country's, 
which  has  put  money  in  his  pocket  for  having  trampled  on  the 
poor  weak  young  thing,  and  scorned  her,  and  driven  her  to 
ruin  ?  When  the  whole  of  the  accounts  of  that  wretched  bank- 
ruptcy are  brought  up  for  final  audit,  which  of  the  unhap))y 
partners  shall  be  shown  to  be  most  guilty  ?  Does  the  Rigiit 
Keverend  Prelate  who  did  the  benedictory  business  for  Barnes 
and  Clara  his  wife  repent  in  secret  ?  Do  the  parents  who 
pressed  the  marriage,  and  the  fine  folks  who  signed  the  book, 
and  ate  the  breakfast,  and  applauded  the  bridegroom's  speech, 
feel  a  little  ashamed  ?  O  Hymen  Hymena?e  !  The  bishops, 
beadles,  clergy,  pew  openers,  and  other  ofhcers  of  the  temple 
dedicated  to  lleaven  under  the  invocation  of  St.  Georire,  will 
officiate  in  the  same  ])lace  at  scores  and  scores  more  of  such 
marriages  ;  and  St.  George  of  England  may  behold  virgin  after 
virgin  offered  uj>  to  tin*  devouring  nionsler  Mammon  (with 
many  most  respectable  female  dragons  looking  on) — may  soe 
virgm  after  virgin  given  away,  just  as  in  tiie  Soldan  of  Baby- 
lon's time,  but  with  never  a  champion  to  come  to  the  rescue  I 

CIIAVTKU  MX. 

IN  Wlllt'II    A('im,I,KS   LOSKH  lUtlSKlH. 

Altiiouoii  th(!  years  of  the  M.ircjuiK  of  l"'arinlosii  w  vrv  few, 
he  had  Hj)ent  most  of  tiieni  in  t  he  hal>it  of  cointnaiid  ;  an»l  fri)ni 
luH  childhood  ujiward,  had  been  obeyed  bv  all  perKons  round 
about  liini.  Ah  an  infant  he  had  but  to  roai*,  and  IiIh  mother 
and  nurses  were  as  much  frighlcui<l  as  though  In*  iiad  \>vv\\  a 
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Libyan  lion.  What  he  willed  and  ordered  was  law  among 
his  clan  and  family.  During  the  period  of  his  London  and 
Parisian  dissipations  his  poor  mother  did  not  venture  to  remon- 
strate with  her  j^oung  prodigal,  but  shut  her  eyes,  not  daring 
to  open  them  on  his  wild  courses.  As  for  the  friends  of  his 
person  and  house,  many  of  whom  were  portly  elderly  gentle- 
men, their  affection  for  the  young  Marquis  was  so  extreme  that 
there  was  no  company  into  which  their  fidelity  would  not  lead 
them  to  follow  him  ;  and  you  might  see  him  dancing  at  Mabille, 
with  veteran  aids-de-camp  looking  on,  or  disporting  with 
opera  dancers  at  a  Trois-Freres  banquet,  which  some  old 
gentleman  of  his  father's  age  had  taken  the  pains  to  order.  If 
his  lordship  Count  Almaviva  wants  a  friend  to  carry  the  lan- 
tern or  to  hold  the  ladder,  do  you  suppose  there  are  not  many 
most  respectable  men  in  society  who  will  act  Figaro  ?  When 
Farintosh  thought  fit,  in  the  fullness  of  time  and  the  blooming 
pride  of  manhood,  to  select  a  spouse,  and  to  elevate  a  mar- 
chioness to  his  throne,  no  one  dared  gainsay  him.  When  he 
called  upon  his  mother,  and  sisters,  and  their  ladyships' 
hangers-on  and  attendants  ;  upon  his  own  particular  kinsmen, 
led  captains,  and  toadies,  to  bow  the  knee  and  do  homage  to 
the  woman  whom  he  delighted  to  honor,  those  duteous  sub- 
jects trembled  and  obeyed.  In  fact  he  thought  that  the  posi- 
tion of  a  Marchioness  of  Farintosh  was  under  heaven,  and 
before  men,  so  splendid  that,  had  he  elevated  a  beggar  maid  to 
that  sublime  rank,  the  inferior  world  was  bound  to  worship  her. 

So  my  lord's  lady  mother,  and  my  lord's  sisters,  and  his 
captains,  and  his  players  of  billiards,  and  the  toadies  of  his 
august  person  all  performed  obeisance  to  his  bride-elect,  and 
never  questioned  the  will  of  the  young  chieftain.  What  were 
the  private  comments  of  the  ladies  of  the  family,  we  had  no 
means  of  knowing  ;  but  it  may  naturally  be  supposed  that  his 
lordship's  gentlemen-in-waiting.  Captain  Henchman,  Jack 
Todhunter,  and  the  rest,  had  many  misgivings  of  their  own 
respecting  their  patron's  change  in  life,  and  could  not  view 
without  anxiety  the  advent  of  a  mistress  who  might  reign  over 
him  and  them,  who  might  possibly  not  like  their  company,  and 
might  exert  her  influence  over  her  husband  to  oust  these  honest 
fellows  from  places  in  which  they  were  very  comfortable.  The 
jovial  rogues  had  the  run  of  my  lord's  kitchen,  stables,  cellars, 
and  cigar  boxes.  A  new  marchioness  might  hate  hunting, 
smoking,  jolly  parties,  and  toadeaters  in  general,  or  fmight 
bring  into  tlie  house  favorites  of  her  own.  I  am  sure  any 
kind-hearted  man  of  the  world  must  feel  for  the  position  of 
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these  faithful,  doubtful,  disconsolate  vassals,  and  have  a 
sympathy  for  their  rueful  looks  and  demeanor  as  they  eye  the 
splendid  preparations  for  the  ensuing  marriage,  the  grand 
furniture  sent  to  ray  lord's  castles  and  houses,  the  magnificent 
plate  provided  for  his  tables — tables  at  which  they  may  never 
have  a  knife  and  fork  ;  castles  and  houses  of  which  the  poor 
rogues  may  never  be  allowed  to  pass  the  doors. 

When,  then,  the  *  Elopement  in  High  Life,'  which  has  been 
described  in  the  previous  pages,  burst  upon  the  town  in  the 
morning  papers,  I  can  fancy  the  agitation  which  the  news 
occasioned  in  the  faithful  bosoms  of  the  generous  Todhunter 
and  the  attached  Henchman.  My  lord  was  not  in  his  own 
house  as  yet.  He  and  his  friends  still  lingered  on  in  the  little 
house  in  May  Fair,  the  dear  little  bachelor's  quarters  where 
they  had  enjoyed  such  good  dinners,  such  good  suppers,  such 
rare  doings,  such  a  jolly  time.  I  fancy  Hench  coming  down 
to  breakfast  and  reading  the  Morning  Post.  I  imagine  Tod 
dropping  in  from  his  bedroom  over  the  way,  and  Hench 
handing  the  paper  over  to  Tod,  and  the  conversation  which 
ensued  between  those  worthy  men.  '  Elopement  in  high 
life — the  excitement  in  N-come — flight  of  Lady  Cl-a 
N-come,  daughter  of  the  late  and  sister  of  the  present 
Earl  of  D-rkiiig,  with  Lord  H-gate  ;  ])ersonal  rencontre 
between  Lord  H-gate  and  Sir  B-nes  N-come.  Extraor- 
dinary disclosures.'  I  say  I  can  fancy  Hench  and  Tod  over 
this  awful  piece  of  news. 

'Pretty  news,  aint  it.  Toddy? 'says  Henchman,  looking  up 
from  a  Perigord  pie  which  the  faithful  creature  is  discussing. 

'Always  cxpcclcd  it,'  remarks  the  other.  *  Anybody  wlio 
«aw  them  toiretiicr  last  season  must  have  known  it.  The 
Chief  himself  Hj)oke  of  it  to  me.' 

'It'll  cut  liim  up  awfully  when  ho  reads  it.  Is  it  in  the 
MorniiKj  ]*<>Ht  ?  He  lias  the  ]\>i^t  in  his  bedrooni.  T  know  he 
lias  rung  his  hell  ;  I  heard  it.  liowman,  has  his  lordship  rea«l 
Ins  paper  yet  ?  ' 

I^owinari,  th(»  valet,  said,  'I  believe  yon,  he  hat'o  read  his 
])aj)er.  W  hen  he  read  it  he  jumped  out  of  bed  and  swore 
most  awful.  I  cut  as  soon  as  1  could,'  continued  II(»wnian, 
who  was  on  f;nniliar — nay,  contemptuous  terms  with  tlu>  other 
two  gent lenien. 

*  Knoiigh  to  make  any  ni:in  swear,' says  Toddy  to  Hench- 
man; an<l  both  were  alarmed  in  t  heir  nol)le  souls,  reflecting 
that  their  chieftain  was  now  a<'tiially  g<'tting  \\y  and  dreHsin^ 
liimself  ;  that  he  would  s|n'edil\',  and  in  the  course'  of  nature, 
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come  downstairs  ;  and  then,  most  probably,  would  begin 
swearing  at  them. 

The  most  noble  Mungo  Malcolm  Angus  was  in  an  awful 
state  of  mind,  when  at  length  he  appeared  in  the  breakfast 
room.  '  Why  the  dash  do  you  make  a  taproom  of  this  ?  '  he 
cries.  The  trembling  Henchman,  who  has  begun  to  smoke — 
as  he  has  done  a  hundred  times  before  in  this  bachelor's  hall — 
flings  his  cigar  into  the  fire. 

*  There  you  go — nothing  like  it !  Why  don't  you  fling  some 
more  in  ?  You  can  get  'em  at  Hudson's  for  five  guineas  a 
pound,'  bursts  out  the  youthful  peer. 

'I  understand  why  you  are  out  of  sorts,  old  boy,'  says 
Henchman,  stretching  out  his  manly  hand.  A  tear  of  com- 
passion twinkled  in  his  eyelid  and  coursed  down  his  mottled 
cheek.  *  Cut  away  at  old  Frank,  Farintosh — a  fellow  who 
has  been  attached  to  you  since  before  you  could  speak.  It's 
not  when  a  fellow's  down,  and  cut  up,  and  riled — naturally 
riled — as  you  are — I  know  you  are.  Marquis  ;  it's  not  then 
that  I'm  going  to  be  angry  with  you.  Pitch  into  old  Frank 
Henchman — hit  away,  my  young  one.'  And  Frank  put  himself 
into  an  attitude  as  of  one  prepared  to  receive  a  pugilistic 
assault.  He  bared  his  breast,  as  it  were,  and  showed  his 
scars,  and  said,  'Strike!'  Frank  Henchman  was  a  florid 
toady.  My  uncle.  Major  Pendennis,  has  often  laughed  with 
me  about  the  fellow's  pompous  flatteries  and  ebullient  fidelity. 

*  You  have  read  this  confounded  paragraph  ? '  says  the 
Marquis. 

*  We  ham  read  it ;  and  were  deucedly  cut  up,  too,'  says 
Henchman,  *  for  your  sake,  mj'^  dear  boy.' 

*I  remembered  what  you  said  last  year.  Marquis,'  cries 
Todhunter,  not  unadroitly.  *You  yourself  pointed  out,  in 
this  very  room,  I  recollect,  at  this  ver^^  table — that  night 
Coralie  and  the  little  Spanish  dancer  and  her  mother  supped 
here,  and  there  was  a  talk  about  Highgate — you  yourself 
pointed  out  what  was  likely  to  happen.  I  doubted  it ;  for  I 
have  dined  at  the  Newcomes',  and  seen  Highgate  and  her 
together  in  society  often.'  But  though  you  are  a  younger 
bird,  you  have  better  eyes  than  I  have,  and  you  saw  the 
thing  at  once — at  once,  don't  you  remember  ?  and  Coralie  said 
how  glad  she  was,  because  Sir  Barnes  ill-treated  her  friend. 
What  was  the  name  of  Coralie's  friend,  Hench  ?' 

*  How  should  I  know  her  confounded  name  ?'  Henchman 
briskly  answers.  *  What  do  I  care  for  Sir  Barnes  Newcome 
and  his  private  affairs  ?    He  is  no  friend  of  mine.    I  never 
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said  he  was  a  friend  of  mine.  I  never  said  I  liked  him.  Out 
of  respect  for  the  Chief  here  I  held  my  tongue  about  him,  and 
shall  hold  my  tongue.  Have  some  of  this  pate,  Chief  ?  No  ? 
Poor  old  boy.  I  know  you  haven't  got  an  appetite.  I  know 
this  news  cuts  you  up.  I  say  nothing  and  make  no  pretense 
of  condolence  ;  though  I  feel  for  you — and  you  know  you  can 
count  on  old  Frank  Henchman — don't  you,  Malcolm?'  And 
again  he  turns  away  to  conceal  his  gallant  sensibility  and 
generous  emotion. 

'  What  does  it  matter  to  me  ? '  bursts  out  the  Marquis,  gar- 
nishing his  conversation  with  the  usual  expletives  which 
adorned  his  eloquence  when  he  was  strongly  moved.  '  What 
do  I  care  for  Barnes  Newcome,  and  his  confounded  affairs 
and  family  ?  I  never  want  to  see  him  again,  but  in  the  light 
of  a  banker,  when  I  go  to  the  City,  where  he  keeps  my  account. 
I  say,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  him,  or  all  the  Newcomes 
under  the  sun.  Why,  one  of  them  is  a  painter,  and  will  paint 
my  dog  Ratcatcher,  by  Jove  !  or  my  horse,  or  my  groom,  if 
I  give  him  the  order.  Do  you  think  I  care  for  any  one  of  the 
pack  ?  It's  not  the  fault  of  the  Marchioness  of  Farintosli 
that  her  family  is  not  equal  to  mine.  Besides  two  others  in 
England  and  Scotland,  I  should  like  to  know  wliat  family  is  ? 
I  tell  you  wliat,  Hench.  I  bet  you  five  to  two  that  before  an 
hour  is  over  my  mother  will  be  here,  and  down  on  her  knees 
to  me,  begging  me  to  break  off  this  engagement.' 

*  And  what  will  you  do,  Fai  intosh?  '  asks  Henchman  slowly. 
'  Will  you  break  it  off  ?  ' 

'No!'  shouts  the  Marquis.  'Why  should  T  break  it  off 
with  the  finest  girl  in  Kngland,  and  the  best-plucked  one,  and 
the  cleverest  and  wittiest,  and  tlie  most  beautiful  creature,  by 
Jove,  that  ever  stepped,  for  no  fault  of  hers,  and  because  licr 
«i8ter-in-law  leav(;H  her  brother,  who  I  know  treated  hvv  infer- 
nally ?  We  liave  talked  this  matter  over  at  home  before.  I 
wcMildn't  dine  with  the  fellow,  though  lie  was  always  asking 
mi'  ;  nor  meet,  ex(!e|>t  just  out  of  civility,  any  of  his  eon- 
founded  faniily.  Lady  Ann  is  <iifferent.  She  is  a  lady ,  she 
is.  Slui  is  a  good  woman,  and  Kewisa  most  respectable  man, 
though  he  is  only  a  peer  of  (teorge  HI.'s  creation,  and  vou 
should  lu'.ir  how  /ir  speaks  of  Miss  Newcoine,  tlioULjh  slie 
refuse<I  hirn.  I  should  like  t(»  know  who  is  to  pn  vent  nie 
marrying  Lady  Ann  Newcome's  daughter?* 

*  liy  .Iov»',  yoti  an;  a  good-plucked  fi'llow,  Farintosh.  (live 
,me  your  hand,  old  boy,'  Hays  Henchman. 

*  ileh  !  am  I  ?    You  wouhl  have  said,  "  Give  me  your  hand, 


•€14 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


old  boy,"  whichever  way  I  determined,  Hench.  I  tell  you,  I 
aint  intellectual,  and  that  sort  of  thing,  but  I  know  my 
rank,  and  I  know  my  place.  When  a  man  of  my  station  gives 
bis  word,  he  sticks  to  it,  sir  ;  and  my  lady  and  my  sisters  may 
go  on  their  knees  all  around,  and,  by  Jove,  I  won't  flinch.' 

The  justice  of  Lord  Farintosh's  views  was  speedily 
proved  by  the  appearance  of  his  lordship's  mother,  Lady 
Glenlivat,  whose  arrival  put  a  stop  to  a  conversation  which 
Captain  Francis  Henchman  has  often  subsequently  narrated. 
She  besought  to  see  her  son,  in  terms  so  urgent  that  the  young 
nobleman  could  not  be  denied  to  his  parent ;  and,  no  doubt, 
a  long  and  interesting  interview  took  place,  in  which  Lord 
Farintosh's  mother  passionately  implored  him  to  break  off  a 
match  upon  which  he  was  as  resolutely  bent. 

Was  it  a  sense  of  honor ;  a  longing  desire  to  possess  this 
young  beauty,  and  call  her  his  own  ;  or  a  fierce  and  profound 
dislike  to  being  balked  in  any  object  of  his  wishes,  which 
actuated  the  young  lord  ?  Certainly  he  had  borne  very  phil- 
osophically delay  after  delay  which  had  taken  place  in  the 
devised  union  ;  and,  being  quite  sure  of  his  mistress,  had  not 
cared  to  press  on  the  marriage,  but  lingered  over  the  dregs  of 
his  bachelor  cup,  complacently  still.  We  all  kui&w  in  what 
an  affecting  farewell  he  took  leave  of  his  associates — of  his 
vie  de  gargon  ;  the  speeches  made  (in  both  languages),  the 
presents  distributed,  the  tears  and  hysterics  of  some  of  the 
guests  assembled  ;  the  cigar  boxes  given  over  to  this  friend, 
the  ecrin  of  diamonds  to  that,  et  caetera,  et  caetera,  et  caetera. 
Don't  we  know  ?  If  we  don't,  it  is  not  Henchman's  fault,  who 
has  told  the  story  of  Farintosh's  betrothals  a  thousand  and 
one  times  at  his  clubs  ;  at  the  houses  where  he  is  asked  to  dine 
on  account  of  his  intimacy  with  the  nobility  ;  among  the  young 
men  of  fashion,  or  no  fashion,  whom  this  two-bottle  Mentor 
and  burly  admirer  of  youth  has  since  taken  upon  himself  to 
form.  The  farewell  at  Greenwich  was  so  affecting  that  all 
*  traversed  the  cart,' and  took  another  farewell  at  Richmond, 
where  there  was  crying  too,  but  it  was  Eucharis  cried  be- 
cause fair  Calypso  wanted  to  tear  her  eyes  out  ;  and  where 
not  only  Telemachus  (as  was  natural  to  his  age),  but  Men- 
tor likewise,  quaffed  the  wine  cup  too  freely.  You  are  vir- 
tuous, oh,  reader,  but  there  are  still  cakes  and  ale.  Ask  Hench- 
man if  there  be  not.  You  will  find  him  in  the  park  any 
afternoon.  He  will  dine  with  you,  if  no  better  man  ask  him 
in  the  interval.  He  will  tell  you  story  upon  story  regard- 
ing young  Lord  Farintosh,  and  his  marriage,  and  what  hap- 
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pened  before  his  marriage,  and  afterward  ;  and  he  will  sigh — 
weep  almost  at  some  moments — as  he  narrates  their  subse- 
quent quarrel,  and  Farintosh's  unworthy  conduct,  and  tells 
you  how  he  formed  that  young  man.  My  uncle  and  Captain 
Henchman  disliked  each  other  very  much,  lam  sorry  to  say — 
sorry  to  add  that  it  was  very  amusing  to  hear  either  one  of 
them  speak  of  the  other. 

Lady  Glenlivat,  according  to  the  Captain,  then,  had  no  suc- 
cess in  the  interview  with  her  son,  who,  unmoved  by  the  mater- 
nal tears,  commands,  and  entreaties,  swore  he  would  marry 
Miss  Newcome,  and  that  no  power  on  earth  should  prevent 
him,  *  As  if  trying  to  thwart  that  man  could  ever  prevent 
him  having  his  way  ! '  ejaculated  his  quondam  friend. 

But  on  the  next  day,  after  ten  thousand  men  in  clubs  and 
coteries  had  talked  the  news  over  ;  after  the  evening  had 
repeated  and  improved  the  delightful  theme  of  our  'morning 
contemporaries ' ;  after  Calypso  and  Eucharis  driving  together 
in  the  park,  and  reconciled  now,  had  kissed  their  hand  to  Lord 
Farintosh,  and  made  him  their  compliments;  after  a  night  of 
natural  doubt,  disturbance,  defiance,  fury — as  men  wliispered 
to  each  other  at  the  club  where  his  lordship  dined,  at  the  theater 
where  he  took  his  recreation;  after  an  awful  time  at  breakfast, 
in  which  Messrs.  Bowman,  valet,  and  Todhunter  and  Hench- 
man, captains  of  the  Farintosh  bodyguard,  all  got  their  share 
of  kicks  and  growlin<i — behold,  Lady  Glenlivat  canu^  back  to 
the  charge  again,  and  tiiis  time  with  such  force  that  j)oor 
Lord  Farintosh  was  shaken  indeed. 

Her  ladyship's  ally  was  no  other  than  Miss  Newcome  herself, 
from  wliom  I^ord  Farintosh's  mother  received,  by  that  da^'s 
post,  a  letter  which  she  was  coinmissioned  to  read  to  her  son  : 

Deah  Madam  fwroto  tlie  yoiiny  lady  in  licr  llrincHt  himdwritiiiul  :  Muininii  in  nt  thin 
moirniiif,  in  n  ulatc  of  Hiieli  f/;/V/'  (uxl  dhiiKiy  iit  tlic  crtiil  iiilKforliiiic  and  hiiinUiatUnt 
which  liiiH  jiiHt  h<'rail(!ii  our  fumily  ihfti  wht'  in  rraliy  iioi  al)i<'  to  writt-  to  yon  «h  Hhi-  out/ht, 
und  thin  t)l^k,  painTiil  iih  il  in,  iniiHt  Ix-  minf.  Dear  l.a<ty  Cicniivnt,  tlu'  kindn<*r<^*  and 
oonfldciirc  winch  I  have  over  received  from  yon  and  i/ours  nirrittrnlh  and  niont  >;rnt<>- 
fnl  rcHpcct  and  icj^ard  from  vn'.  An<l  I  fi-t  l  aficr  the  late  fatal  oct  nrtcnci',  what  I  have 
f>ff,f!n  and  oficn  ownr.l  to  myself,  ihonj^h  I  did  not  to  acknow  U-djji>  it,  that  I  onuht 

to  n'h!aH<'  FiOrd  I<\,  <it  oncf  initl  fon  vi  r.  U<m\  an  <'ni;an<'nirnl  ii  hirli  fif  tviiiit  nrvt  r  think- 
of  iiiainlainlMU  vvilh  u  faindy  hd  iiufDiliinnlt'  ,ih  oiiik.  I  thank  hini  w  ith  all  :ny  heart  for 
hlf<  j^oorlncHH  ill  Ix  arin;,'  with  niy  lininorM  mo  lonj{.  If  I  hnvi-  yivrn  him  pain,  aw  I  Aiioir  I 
havo  Homi  l  ini(*H,  I  hi-^  Iiih  pardon,  and  would  <lo  ho  nn  tny  kiit  is.  I  liopi'  and  pray  hi<  may 
l«'  hapjiy,  aw  I  feared  he  never  could  he  with  me  lie  lia*  many  ^ood  and  nohle  (inall- 
tlcH  ;  and,  in  hiddin^'  him  farewell,  I  IriiHt  I  may  retain  hix  frtendHhi|),  and  that  \\v  will 
believo  in  thu  OMtuuiit  und  Krulitiido  of  your  moat  alucvru 

KriiKi,  NrwcoMK. 

A  copy  of  this  fan>\vrll  lt  l(«'r  was  s^'cn  by  a  ladv  \vii<»  liaj*- 
pene<l  to  a  ncighlxn'  <»f  Aliss  Newcome's  win  n  tin*  family 
misfortune  o(u*nri«'d,  and  (o  whom,  in  her  nalmal  dismay  and 
grief,  the  young  la<ly  llrd  for  comfort  and  eonsolai  ion.    '  Dt'ar- 
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est  Mrs.  Pendennis,*  wrote  Miss  Ethel  to  my  wife,  '  I  hear  you 
are  at  Rosebury  ;  do,  do  come  to  your  affectionate  E.  N.* 
The  next  day  it  was  :  *  Dearest  Laura — If  you  can,  pray,  pray 
come  to  Newcome  this  morning.  I  want  very  much  to  speak  to 
you  about  the  poor  children — to  consult  you  about  something 
most  important.''  Mme.  de  Montcontour's  pony  carriage  was 
trotting  constantly  between  Rosebury  and  Newcome  in  these 
days  of  calamity. 

And  my  wife,  as  in  duty  bound,  gave  me  full  reports  of  all 
that  happened  in  that  house  of  mourning.  On  the  very  day 
of  the  flight,  Lady  Ann,  her  daughter,  and  some  others  of  her 
family  arrived  at  Newcome.  The  deserted  little  girl,  Barnes' 
eldest  child,  ran,  with  tears  and  cries  of  joy,  to  her  aunt  Ethel, 
whom  she  had  always  loved  better  than  her  mother,  and  clung 
to  her  and  embraced  her,  and,  in  her  artless  little  words,  told 
her  that  mamma  had  gone  away,  and  that  Ethel  should  be  her 
mamma  now.  Very  strongly  moved  by  the  misfortune,  as  by 
the  caresses  and  affection  of  the  poor  orphaned  creature,  Ethel 
took  the  little  girl  to  her  heart,  and  promised  to  be  a  mother 
to  her,  and  that  she  would  not  leave  her  ;  in  which  pious 
resolve,  I  scarcely  need  say,  Laura  strengthened  her,  when,  at 
her  young  friend's  urgent  summons,  my  wife  came  to  her. 

The  household  at  Newcome  was  in  a  state  of  disorganization 
after  the  catastrophe.  Two  of  Lady  Clara's  servants,  it  has 
been  stated  already,  went  away  witli  her.  The  luckless  master 
of  the  house  was  lying  wounded  in  the  neighboring  town. 
Lady  Ann  Newcome,  his  mother,  was  terribly  agitated  by  the 
news,  which  was  abruptly  broken  to  her,  of  the  flight  of  her 
daughter-in-law  and  her  son's  danger.  Now  she  thought  of 
flying  to  Newcome  to  nurse  him,  and  then  feared  lest  she 
should  be  ill  received  by  the  invalid — indeed,  ordered  by  Sir 
Barnes  to  go  home  and  not  to  bother  him.  So  at  home  Lady 
Ann  remained.  The  thoughts  of  the  sufferings  she  had  already 
undergone  in  that  house;  of  Sir  Barnes'  cruel  behavior  to  her 
at  her  last  visit,  which  he  had  abruptly  requested  her  to  shorten ; 
of  the  happy  days  which  she  had  passed  as  mistress  of  that 
house  and  wife  of  the  defunct  Sir  Brian  ;  the  sight  of  that 
departed  angel's  picture  in  the  dining  room  and  wheel- 
chair in  the  gallery  ;  the  recollection  of  little  Barnes  as  a  cherub 
of  a  child  in  that  very  gallery,  and  pulled  out  of  the  fire  hj  a 
nurse  in  the  second  year  of  his  age,  when  he  was  all  that  a  fond 
mother  could  wish — these  incidents  and  reminiscences  so 
agitated  Lady  Ann  Newcome  that  she,  for  her  part,  went  off 
in  a  series  of  hysterical  fits  and  acted  as  one  distraught ;  her 
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second  daughter  screamed  in  s^'mpatliy  with  her  ;  and  Miss 
Newcome  had  to  take  the  command  of  the  whole  of  this 
demented  household — hysterical  mamma  and  sister,  mutineer- 
ing  servants,  and  shrieking,  abandoned  nursery,  and  bring 
young  people  and  old  to  peace  and  quiet. 

On  the  morrow  after  his  little  concussion  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come  came  home,  not  much  hurt  in  body,  but  woefully  afflicted 
in  temper,  and  venting  his  wrath  upon  everybody  round  about 
him  in  that  strong  language  which  he  employed  when  dis- 
pleased ;  and  under  which  his  valet,  his  housekeeper,  his  but- 
ler, his  farm  bailiff,  his  lawyer,  his  doctor,  his  disheveled 
mother  herself — who  rose  from  her  couch  and  her  sal  volatile 
to  fling  herself  round  her  dear  boy's  knees — all  had  to  suffer. 
Ethel  Newcome,  the  Baronet's  sister,  was  the  only  person  in 
his  house  to  whom  Sir  Barnes  did  not  utter  oaths  or  proffer 
rude  speeches.  He  was  afraid  of  offending  her  or  encounter- 
ing that  resolute  spirit,  and  lasped  into  a  surly  silence  in  her 
presence.  Indistinct  maledictions  growled  about  Sir  Barnes' 
chair  when  he  beheld  my  wife's  pony  carriage  drive  up  ;  and 
he  asked  what  brought  Aer  here?  But  Ethel  sternly  told  her 
brother  that  Mrs.  Pendennis  came  at  her  particular  request, 
and  asked  him  whether  he  supposed  anybody  could  come  into 
thfit  house  for  pleasure  now,  or  for  any  other  motive  but  kind- 
ness. Upon  which  Sir  Barnes  fairly  burst  out  into  tears, 
intermingled  with  execrations  against  his  enemies  and  his 
own  fate,  and  assertions  that  he  was  the  most  miserable  beggar 
alive.  He  would  not  see  his  children  ;  but  with  more  tears 
he  would  implore  Ethel  never  to  leave  them,  and  anon  would 
ask  what  he  should  do  when  she  married,  and  he  was  left 
alone  in  tliat  infernal  house. 

T.  Potts,  Plsq.,  of  the  Ntwcomc  Independent,  used  to  say 
afterward  that  the  Baronet  was  in  the  direst  terror  of  another 
meeting  witli  Lord  Ili^h^^atc;,  and  kept  a  policeman  at  the 
lodge  gate,  and  a  second  in  kit(;hen,  to  interpose  in  cvrnt 
of  a  (rollision.  Hut  Mr.  I*ottH  made  this  statement  in  after 
<lays,  when  tlie  quarrel  between  liis  party  and  paper  and  Sir 
Jiarnes  Newconie  was  flajrrant.  Five  or  six  days  after  tiie 
meeting  of  the  two  rivals  in  Newcoine  market  place  Sir  Barnes 
receiv(Ml  a  h-tter  from  the  friend  of  Loid  lIiLch«;ate,  informing 
him  that  his  lordship,  having  waite»l  for  him  according  to 
promise,  had  now  h>ft  KuL^Iand,  and  presumed  that  the  dilTer- 
enccs  between  them  were  to  l)esetth  <i  by  llieir  respect ive  law  • 
vers — *infamouH  behavior,  on  a  par  with  the  n>Ht  of  Lord 
llighgate's  villainy,'  the  Baronet  said.    '  When  the  80oun«lrel 
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knew  I  could  lift  my  pistol  arm,'  Barnes  said,  *  Lord  High< 
gate  fled  the  country' — thus  hinting  that  death,  and  not  dam- 
ages, were  what  he  intended  to  seek  from  his  enemy. 

After  that  interview  in  which  Ethel  communicated  to  Laura 
her  farewell  letter  to  Lord  Farintosh,  my  wife  returned  to 
Rosebury  with  an  extraordinary  brightness  and  gayety  in  her 
face  and  her  demeanor.  She  pressed  Mme.  de  Montcontour's 
hands  with  such  warmth,  she  blushed  and  looked  so  handsome, 
she  sang  and  talked  so  gayly  that  our  host  was  struck  by  her 
behavior,  and  paid  her  husband  more  compliments  regarding 
her  beauty,  amiability,  and  other  good  qualities  than  need 
be  set  down  here.  It  may  be  that  I  like  Paul  de  Florae  so 
much,  in  spite  of  certain  undeniable  faults  of  character, 
because  of  his  admiration  for  my  wife.  She  was  in  such  a 
hurry  to  talk  to  me  that  night  that  Paul's  game  and  nicotian 
amusements  were  cut  short  by  her  visit  to  the  billiard  room  ; 
and  when  we  were  alone  by  the  cozy  dressing  room  fire  she 
told  me  what  had  happened  during  the  day.  Why  should 
Ethel's  refusal  of  Lord  Farintosh  have  so  much  elated  my  wife? 

*  Ah  ! '  cries  Mrs.  Pendennis, '  she  has  a  generous  nature, 
and  the  world  has  not  had  time  to  spoil  it.  Do  you  know 
there  are  many  points  that  she  has  never  thought  of — I  would 
say  problems  that  she  has  to  work  out  for  herself,  only  you, 
Pen,  do  not  like  us  poor  ignorant  women  to  use  such  a  learned 
word  as  problems  !  Life  and  experience  force  things  upon 
her  mind  which  others  learn  from  their  parents  or  those  who 
educate  them,  but  for  which  she  has  never  had  any  teachers.' 
Nobody  has  ever  told  her,  Arthur,  that  it  was  wrong  to  marry 
without  love,  or  pronounce  lightly  those  awful  vows  which  we 
utter  before  God  at  the  altar.  1  believe  if  she  knew  that  her 
life  was  futile  it  is  but  of  late  she  has  thought  it  could  be  other- 
wise, and  that  she  might  mend  it.  I  have  read  (besides  that 
poem  of  Goethe  of  which  you  are  so  fond)  in  books  of  Indian 
travels  of  bayaderes,  dancing  girls  brought  up  b}^  troops 
round  about  the  temples,  whose  calling  is  to  dance,  and  wear 
jewels,  and  look  beautiful ;  I  believe  they  are  quite  respected 
in — in  pagoda  land.  They  perform  before  the  priests  in  the 
pagodas  ;  and  the  Brahmins  and  the  Indian  princes  marry 
them.  Can  we  cry  out  against  these  poor  creatures,  or 
against  the  custom  of  their  country  ?  It  seems  to  me  that 
young  women  in  our  world  are  bred  up  in  a  way  not  very 
different.  What  they  do  they  scarcely  know  to  be  wrong. 
They  are  educated  for  the  world,  and  taught  to  display  ;  their 
mothers  will  give  them  to  the  ric})eat  suitor,  as  they  them- 
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selves  were  given  before.  How  can  these  think  seriously^ 
Arthur,  of  souls  to  be  saved,  weak  hearts  to  be  kept  out  of 
temptation,  prayers  to  be  uttered,  and  a  better  world  to  be, 
held  always  in  view,  when  the  vanities  of  this  one  are  all 
their  thought  and  scheme  ?  Ethel's  simple  talk  made  me 
smile  sometimes,  do  you  know  ?  and  her  strenuous  way  of 
imparting  her  discoveries.  I  thought  of  the  shepherd  boy 
who  made  a  watch,  and  found  on  taking  it  into  the  town  how 
very  many  watches  there  were,  and  how  much  better  than 
his.  But  the  poor  child  has  had  to  make  hers  for  herself,  such 
as  it  is  ;  and,  indeed,  is  employed  now  in  working  on  it.  She 
told  me  very  artlessly  her  little  history,  Arthur;  it  affected  me^ 
to  hear  her  simple  talk,  and — and  I  blessed  God  for  our  mother, 
my  dear,  and  that  my  early  days  had  had  a  better  guide. 

*  You  know  that  for  a  long  time  it  was  settled  that  she  was. 
to  marry  her  cousin.  Lord  Kew.  She  was  bred  to  tliat  notion 
from  her  earliest  youth,  about  which  she  spoke  as  we  all  can 
about  our  early  days.  They  were  spent,  she  said,  in  the 
nursery  and  schoolroom  for  the  most  part.  Slie  was  allowed 
to  come  to  her  mother's  dressing  room,  and  sometimes  to  see 
more  of  her  during  the  winter  at  Neweome.  She  describes 
her  mother  as  always  the  kindest  of  the  kind  ;  but  from  vcr}^ 
early  times  the  daugliter  must  have  felt  her  own  superiority, 
I  think,  though  she  does  not  speak  of  it.  You  should  see  her 
at  home  now  in  their  dreadful  calamity.  She  seems  the  only 
person  of  the  house  who  keeps  her  head. 

*  She  told  very  nicely  and  modestly  how  it  was  Lord  Kew 
who  parted  from  her,  not  she  who  had  dismissed  him,  as  you 
know  the  Newcomes  used  to  say.  I  have  heard,  that — oli  ! 
that  man  Sir  Barnes  say  so  myself.  She  8a3's  humbly  that 
her  cousin  Kew  was  a  great  deal  too  good  for  her  ;  and  so  is 
everyone  ahnost,  she  adds,  poor  thing  !  ' 

'Poor  ev(!ryone  !  Did  you  ask  about  him,  Laura?'  said 
Mr.  Pendennis. 

*  No  ;  I  did  not  venture.  She  looked  at  me  out  of  her 
downright  eyes,  and  went  on  with  her  little  tale.  "  1  was 
Hcarctily  more  than  a  v.WxUX  then,"  she  continued,  "and  though 
I  lilted  Kew  very  nujcli — wlio  would  not  lik<'  sucli  a  Lrfncroiis, 
hon(;st  creature? — I  fell,  somdiow  that  I  was  tdllcr  than  my 
cousin,  and  as  if  I  oiiL,Hit  wkA,  to  marry  him,  or  should  make 
him  nniia|)|)y  if  I  <li<l.  When  poor  ))a|>a  used  to  talk  we  eiiil- 
<lr(Mi  remarked  that  mamma  hardly  listen<>(l  to  him;  and  so  we 
did  not  respeet  him  as  wo  shouM,  and  Harnes  was  especially 
Bcofling  an<i  odious  with   him.     \\  hy,  when  he  was  a  l»ov,  lu» 
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used  to  sneer  at  papa  openly  before  us  younger  ones.  Now 
Henrietta  admires  everything  that  Kew  says,  and  that  makes 
her  a  great  deal  happier  at  being  with  him."  And  then,' 
added  Mrs.  Pendennis,  'Ethel  said,  "  I  hope  you  respect  your 
husband,  Laura;  depend  on  it  you  will  be  happier  if  you  do." 
Was  not  that  a  fine  discovery  of  Ethel's,  Mr.  Pen  ? 

Clara's  terror  of  Barnes  frightened  me  when  I  stayed  in 
the  house,"  Ethel  went  on.  "  I  am  sure  I  would  not  tremble 
before  any  man  in  the  world  as  she  did.  I  saw  early  that  she 
used  to  deceive  him,  and  tell  him  lies,  Laura.  I  do  not  mean 
lies  of  words  alone,  but  lies  of  looks  and  actions.  Oh  !  I  do 
not  wonder  at  her  flying  from  him.  He  was  dreadful  to  be 
with  :  cruel,  and  selfish,  and  cold.  He  was  made  worse  by 
marrying  a  woman  he  did  not  love — as  she  was  by  that 
unfortunate  union  with  him.  Suppose  he  had  found  a  clever 
woman  who  could  have  controlled  him,  and  amused  him,  and 
whom  he  and  his  friends  could  have  admired,  instead  of  poor 
Clara,  who  made  his  home  wearisome,  and  trembled  wlien  he 
entered  it  ?  Suppose  she  could  have  married  that  unhappy 
man  to  whom  she  was  attached  earl}^  ?  I  was  frightened,  Laura, 
to  think  how  ill  this  worldly  marriage  had  prospered. 

*"My  poor  grandmother,  whenever  I  spoke  upon  such  a 
subject,  would  break  out  into  a  thousand  gibes  and  sarcasms, 
and  point  to  many  of  our  friends  who  had  made  love  matches, 
and  were  quarreling  now  as  fiercely  as  though  they  had  never 
loved  each  other.    You  remember  that  dreadful  case  in  France 

of  the  Due  de  ,  who  murdered  his  duchess  ?    That  was  a 

love  match,  and  I  can  remember  the  sort  of  screech  with  which 
Lady  Kew  used  to  speak  about  it ;  and  of  the  journal  which 
the  poor  duchess  kept,  and  in  which  she  noted  down  all  her 
husband's  ill  behavior." ' 

*  Hush,  Laura  !  Do  you  remember  where  we  are  ?  If  the 
Princess  were  to  put  down  all  Florae's  culpabilities  in  an  album, 
what  a  ledger  it  would  be — as  big  as  Dr.  Portman's  "  Chrys- 
ostom  "  !  '  But  this  was  parenthetical  ;  and  after  a  smile, 
and  a  little  respite,  the  young  woman  proceeded  in  her  narra- 
tion of  her  friend's  history. 

* "  I  was  willing  enough  to  listen,"  Ethel  said,  "  to  grand- 
mamma then  ;  for  we  are  glad  of  an  excuse  to  do  what  we 
like  ;  and  I  liked  admiration,  and  rank,  and  great  wealth, 
Laura  ;  and  Lord  Farintosh  offered  me  these.  I  liked  to  sur- 
pass my  companions,  and  T  saw  them  so  eager  in  pursuing  him  ! 
You  cannot  think,  Laura,  what  meannesses  women  in  the 
world  will  commit — mothers  and  daughters  too — in  the  pursuit 
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of  a  person  of  his  great  rank.  Those  Miss  Burrs — you  should 
have  seen  them  at  the  country  houses  where  we  visited 
together,  and  how  they  followed  him  ;  how  they  would  meet 
him  in  the  parks  and  shrubberies  ;  how  they  liked  smoking, 
though  I  knew  it  made  them  ill ;  how  they  were  always  find- 
ing pretexts  for  getting  near  him  !    Oh,  it  was  odious ! 

I  would  not  willingly  interrupt  the  narrative,  but  let  the 
reporter  be  allowed  here  to  state  that  at  this  point  of  Miss 
Newcome's  story  (which  my  wife  gave  with  a  very  pretty 
imitation  of  the  girl's  manner)  we  both  burst  out  laughing  so 
loud  that  little  Mme.  de  Montcontour  put  her  head  into  the 
drawing  room  and  asked  what  we  was  a-laughing  at.  We  did 
not  tell  our  hostess  that  poor  Ethel  and  her  grandmother  had 
been  accused  of  doing  the  very  same  thing  for  which  she 
found  fault  with  the  Misses  Burr.  Miss  Newcome  thought 
herself  quite  innocent,  or  how  should  she  have  cried  out  at  the 
naughty  behavior  of  other  people  ? 

*  "  Wherever  we  went,  however,"  '  resumed  my  wife's  young 
penitent,  *"it  was  easy  to  see  (I  think  I  may  say  so  without 
vanity)  who  was  the  object  of  Lord  Farintosh's  attention.  He 
followed  us  everywhere  ;  and  we  could  not  go  upon  any  visit 
in  England  or  Scothmd  but  he  was  in  the  same  house. 
Grandmamma's  whole  heart  was  bent  upon  that  marriage,  and 
when  he  proposed  for  me  I  do  not  disown  that  I  was  very 
pleased  and  vain. 

*"It  is  in  these  last  monllis  that  I  have  heard  about  him 
more,  and  learned  to  know  liim  better — him  and  myself  too, 
Laura.  Someone — someone  you  know,  and  whom  I  sliall 
always  love  as  a  brotlier — reproached  mo  in  former  days  for  a 
worldliness  about  whicli  3'^ou  talk  too  sometimes,  liut  it  is 
not  worldly  to  give  yourself  up  for  your  family,  is  it?  One 
cannot  help  the  rank  in  which  one  is  born,  and  surely  it  is  but 
natural  and  j)roper  to  marry  in  it.  Not  that  Lord  Farintosh 
thinks  me  or  anyone  of  his  rank.  [Here  Miss  Ktlu  l  laugheil.] 
He  is  the  Sultan,  and  we — (^vcry  unmarried  girl  in  society — arc 
his  humblest  slaves.  Mis  Majesty's  opinions  upon  this  subject 
did  not  suit  me,  I  can  assure  you ;  t  have  no  iu)tion  of  such  pri«ic  ! 

*  "  J5ut  I  do  not  (liHguise  from  you,  dear  Laura,  thai  after 
accepting  liini,  as  T  caine  to  know  him  better,  and  heard  him, 
and  heard  of  hini,  and  talked  with  him  daily,  and  undei  stood 
Lord  h'arinto.sirs  character,  I  looked  forward  with  nu)ro  anil 
more  donht  to  the  day  when  I  was  to  lu'conie  his  wife.  I  liave 
not  leained  to  respect  liim  in  these  months  that  I  liavi*  known 
him,  and  during  which  there  has  been  mourning  in  our  famili«.^6. 
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I  will  not  talk  to  you  about  him.  I  have  no  right,  have  I? 
to  hear  him  speak  out  his  heart,  and  tell  it  to  any  friend.  He 
said  he  liked  me  because  I  did  not  flatter  him.  Poor  Malcolm  I 
they  all  do.  What  was  my  acceptance  of  him,  Laura,  but 
flattery  ?  Yes,  flattery,  and  servility  to  rank,  and  a  desire  to 
possess  it.  Would  I  have  accepted  plain  Malcolm  Roy  ?  I 
sent  away  a  better  than  him,  Laura. 

These  things  have  been  brooding  in  my  mind  for  some 
months  past.  I  must  have  been  but  an  ill  companion  for  him, 
and  indeed  he  bore  with  my  waywardness  much  more  kindly 
than  I  ever  thought  possible  ;  and  when,  four  days  since,  we 
came  to  this  sad  house,  where  he  was  to  have  joined  us,  and  I 
found  only  dismay  and  wretchedness,  and  these  poor  children 
deprived  of  a  mother,  whom  I  pit}^,  God  help  her,  for  she  has 
been  made  so  miserable — and  is  now  and  must  be  to  the  end 
of  her  days — as  I  lay  awake,  thinking  of  my  own  future  life, 
and  that  I  was  going  to  marry,  as  poor  Clara  had  married,  but 
for  an  establishment  and  a  position  in  life,  I,  my  own  mistress, 
and  not  obedient  by  nature,  or  a  slave  to  others  as  that  poor 
creature  was — I  thought  to  myself,  why  should  I  do  this? 
Now  Clara  has  left  us,  and  is,  as  it  were,  dead  to  us  who  made 
her  so  unhappy,  let  me  be  the  mother  to  her  orphans.  I  love 
the  little  girl,  and  she  has  always  loved  me,  and  came  crying 
to  me  that  day  when  we  arrived,  and  put  her  dear  little  arms 
round  my  neck,  and  said,  *  You  won't  go  away,  will  you. 
Aunt  Ethel?'  in  her  sweet  voice.  And  I  will  stay  with  her, 
and  will  try  and  learn  myself  that  I  may  teach  her,  and  learn 
to  be  good  too — better  than  I  have  been.  Will  praying  help 
me,  Laura?  I  did.  I  am  sure  I  was  right,  and  that  it  is  my 
duty  to  stay  here." ' 

Laura  was  greatly  moved  as  she  told  her  friend's  confession, 
and  when  the  next  day  at  church  the  clergyman  read  tlie  open- 
ing words  of  the  service,  I  thought  a  peculiar  radiance  and 
happiness  beamed  from  her  bright  face. 

Some  subsequent  occurrences  in  the  history  of  this  branch 
of  the  Newcome  family  I  am  enabled  to  report  from  the  testi- 
mony of  the  same  informant  who  has  just  given  us.  an  account 
of  her  own  feelings  and  life.  Miss  Ethel  and  my  wife  were 
now  in  daily  communication,  and  *  my  dearesting '  each  other 
with  that  female  fervor  which,  cold  men  of  the  world  as  we 
are — not  only  chary  of  warm  expressions  of  friendship,  but 
averse  to  entertaining  warm  feelings  at  all — we  surely  must 
admire  in  persons  of  the  inferior  sex,  whose  loves  grow  up 
and  reach  the  skies  in  a  night  ;  who  kiss,  embrace,  console. 
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call  each  other  by  Christian  names,  in  that  sweet,  kindly 
sisterhood  of  Misfortune  and  Compassion  who  are  always 
entering  into  partnership  here  in  life.  I  say  the  world  is  full 
of  Miss  Nightingales  ;  and  we,  sick  and  wounded  in  our 
private  Scutaris,  have  countless  nurse-tenders.  I  did  not  see 
my  wife  ministering  to  the  afflicted  family  at  Newcome  Park  ; 
but  I  can  fancy  her  there  among  the  women  and  children,  her 
prudent  counsel,  her  thousand  gentle  offices,  her  apt  pity  and 
cheerfulness,  the  love  and  truth  glowing  in  her  face,  and 
inspiring  her  words,  movements,  demeanor. 

Mrs.  Pendennis'  husband  for  his  part  did  not  attempt  to 
console  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  Newcome,  Baronet.  I  never  pro- 
fessed to  have  a  halfpennyworth  of  pity  at  that  gentleman's 
command.  Florae,  wlio  owed  Barnes  his  principality  and  his 
present  comforts  in  life,  did  make  some  futile  efforts  at  condo- 
lence, but  was  received  by  the  Baronet  with  such  fierceness 
and  evident  ill-humor  that  he  did  not  care  to  repeat  his  visits, 
and  allowed  him  to  vent  his  curses  and  peevishness  on  his  own 
immediate  dependents.  We  used  to  ask  Laura,  on  her  return 
to  Rosebury  from  her  charity  visits  to  Newcome,  about  the 
poor  suffering  master  of  the  house.  She  faltered  and  stam- 
mered in  describing  him  and  what  she  heard  of  him  ;  she  smiled, 
I  grieve  to  say,  for  this  unfortunate  lady  caimot  help  having  a 
sense  of  humor  ;  and  we  could  not  help  laughing  outriglit 
sometimes  at  the  i(h'a  of  that  discomfited  wretch,  that  over- 
bearing creature  overborne  in  his  turn — which  laugliter  Mrs. 
Laura  used  to  chide  as  very  nauglity  and  unfeeling.  AVhen 
we  went  into  N(^wcorne  tlie  landlord  of  the  Iving's  Anns 
looked  knowing  and  quizzical  ;  Tom  Potts  grinned  at  me  and 
rubbed  his  hands.  '  This  business  serves  the  pajjor  better  than 
Mr.  Warrington's  arti(;l<'s,'  says  Mr.  Potls.  '  We  have  sold  no 
end  of  Independents  ;  and  if  you  polled  the  whole  borough  I 
bet  that  five  to  one  would  say  Sir  Screwcome  S(^rewconio  wa« 
served  right.  By  the  way,  what's  up  about  the  Mar<juis  of 
Farintosh,  Mr,  Pendcnnis?  lie  arrived  at  the  Arms  last 
night  ;  w(^nt  over  to  the  Park  this  morning,  and  is  gone  bai'k 
to  town  l)y  the  afternoon  train.' 

What  had  happened  bctwcM-n  thr  Mar(|uis  of  T^irintosh  and 
Miss  Newconin  I  am  enabird  lo  know  from  tln'  report  of  Miss 
Newcome's  confidant On  the  recreipt  of  that  1(»M<m-  of  voiuje. 
before  mention«  d  his  lordship  must  havr  been  very  luueli 
ex(tited,  for  he  left  town  straightway  by  that  <'V(»ning'M  mail, 
an<l  on  the  n<'xt.  morning,  after  a  f4'w  hours  of  rest  .at  his  inn, 
was  at  Newcome  lodge  gate  demaiwling  to  see  tlie  Baronet  • 
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On  that  morning  it  chanced  that  Sir  Barnes  had  left  home 
with  Mr.  Speers,  his  legal  adviser  ;  and  hereupon  the  Marquis 
asked  to  see  Miss  Newcome,  nor  could  the  lodgekeeper  ven- 
ture to  exclude  so  distinguished  a  person  from  the  Park.  His 
lordship  drove  up  to  the  house,  and  his  name  was  taken  to 
Miss  Ethel.  She  turned  very  pale  when  she  heard  it ;  and  my 
wife  divined  at  once  who  was  her  visitor.  Lady  Ann  had  not 
left  her  room  as  yet.  Laura  Pendennis  remained  in  command 
of  the  little  conclave  of  children,  with  whom  the  two  ladies 
were  sitting  when  Lord  Farin tosh  arrived.  Little  Clara  wanted 
to  go  with  her  aunt  as  slie  rose  to  leave  the  room — the  child 
could  scarcely  be  got  to  part  from  her  now. 

At  the  end  of  an  hour  the  carriage  was  seen  driving  away, 
and  Ethel  returned,  looking  as  pale  as  before,  and  red  about 
the  eyes.  Miss  Clara's  mutton  chop  for  dinner  coming  in  at 
the  same  time,  the  child  was  not  so  presently  eager  for  her 
aunt's  company.  Aunt  Ethel  cut  up  tlie  mutton  chop  very 
neatly,  and  then  having  seen  the  child  comfortably  seated  at 
her  meal,  went  with  her  friend  into  a  neighboring  apartment 
(of  course  with  some  pretext  of  showing  Laura  a  picture,  or  a 
piece  of  china,  or  a  child's  new  frock,  or  with  some  other 
hypocritical  pretense  b}''  which  the  ingenuous  female  attend- 
ants pretended  to  be  utterly  blinded),  and  there,  I  have  no 
doubt,  before  beginning  her  story,  dearest  Laura  embraced 
dearest  Ethel,  and  vice  versa. 

*  He  is  gone  ! '  at  length  gasps  dearest  Ethel. 

*  Pour  toujours  ?  Poor  young  man  ! '  sighs  dearest  Laura. 
*  Was  he  very  unhappy,  Etliel  ?  ' 

*  He  was  more  angry,'  Ethel  answers.  *He  had  a  right  to 
be  hurt,  but  not  to  speak  as  he  did.  He  lost  his  temper  quite 
at  last,  and  broke  out  in  tlie  most  frantic  reproaches.  He  for- 
got all  respect  and  even  gentlemanlike  behavior.  Do  you  know, 
he  used  words — words  such  as  Barnes  uses  sometimes  when  he 
is  angry?  and  dared  this  language  to  me!  I  was  sorry  till  then, 
very  sorry,  and  very  much  moved  ;  but  I  know  more  than  ever 
now  that  I  was  right  in  refusing  Lord  Farintosh.' 

Dearest  Laura  now  pressed  for  an  account  of  all  that  had 
happened,  which  may  be  briefly  told  as  follows  :  Feeling  very 
deeply  upon  the  subject  which  brought  him  to  Miss  Newcome, 
it  was  no  wonder  that  Lord  Farintosh  spoke  at  first  in  a  way 
which  moved  her.  He  said  he  thought  her  letter  to  his  mother 
was  very  rightly  written  under  the  circumstances,  and  thanked 
her  for  her  generosity  in  offering  to  release  him  from  his 
engagement.   But  the  affair — the  painful  circumstance  of  High- 
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gate,  and  that — which  had  happened  in  tlie  Newcome  family 
was  no  fault  of  Miss  Newcome's,  and  Lord  Farintosli  could  not 
think  of  holding  her  accountable.  His  friends  had  long  urged 
him  to  marry,  and  it  was  by  his  mother's  own  wish  that  the 
engagement  was  formed  which  he  was  determined  to  maintain. 
In  his  course  through  the  world  (of  which  he  was  getting  very 
tired),  he  had  never  seen  a  woman,  a  lady  who  was  so — you 
understand,  Ethel — whom  he  admired  so  much,  who  was  likely 
to  make  so  good  a  wife  for  him  as  you  are.  'You  allude,'  he 
continued,  '  to  differences  we  have  had — and  we  hai:e  had  them 
— but  many  of  them,  I  own,  have  been  from  my  fault.  I  have 
been  bred  up  in  a  way  different  to  most  young  men.  I  cannot 
help  it  if  I  have  had  temptations  to  which  other  men  are  not 
exposed  ;  and  have  been  placed  by — by  Providence  in  a  high 
rank  of  life.  I  am  sure  if  you  share  it  with  me  you  will  adorn  it, 
and  be  in  every  way  worthy  of  it,  and  make  me  much  better 
than  I  have  been.  If  you  knew  what  a  night  of  agony  I  passed 
after  my  mother  read  that  letter  to  me  I  know  you'd  pity  me> 
Ethel — I  know  you  would.  The  idea  of  losing  you  makes  me 
wild.  My  motlier  was  dreadfully  alarmed  when  she  saw  the- 
state  I  was  in  ;  so  was  the  doctor — I  assure  you  he  was.  And 
I  had  no  rest  at  all,  and  no  peace  of  mind,  until  I  determined 
to  come  down  to  you,  and  say  that  I  adored  you,  and  you  only^ 
and  that  I  would  hold  to  my  engagement  in  spite  of  everything^ 
and  prove  to  you  that — that  no  man  in  the  world  could  love 
you  more  sincerel}'  than  I  do.'  Here  the  young  gentleman 
was  so  overcome  that  he  paused  in  his  speech,  and  gave  way 
to  an  emotion  for  \vlii(!h  surely  no  man  who  lias  been  in  the 
same  condition  with  Lord  Fariiitosh  will  blame  hini. 

Miss  Newcome  was  also  much  touched  by  this  exhibition  of 
natural  feeling  ;  and  T  dare  say  it  was  at  this  time  that  her 
eyes  showed  tlx;  first  symptoms  of  that  malady  of  which  the 
traces  were  visible  an  hour  after. 

*You  an;  very  geiuMous  and  kind  to  me.  Lord  Farintosli,* 
kIh!  said.  'Your  coiisl  aiicy  honors  me  very  much,  and  proves 
how  good  and  loyal  you  are  ;  but — but  d(>  not  think  harilly  of 
me  for  saying  that  the  more  I  have  thought  <>f  wliat  has  hap- 
pened here — ()f  the  wretched  eonsecjMenees  of  interested  mar- 
riages ;  the  long  union  growing  each  day  so  miserable  that  at 
last  it  becomes  int(>leral»le,  and  is  burst  asuniler,  as  in  poor 
(Mara's  case — the  nioic  I  :un  resolved  not  to  et»nimii  that  first 
fatal  step  of  eiileriiiLT  into  a  marriage  witlnmt  without  tho 
<legree  ol'  affection  which  people  who  lake  that  vow  ought  tii 
feel  for  one  another.' 
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'  Affection  !  Can  you  doubt  it  ?  Gracious  Heavens,  I 
adore  you  !  Isn't  ray  being  here  a  proof  that  I  do  ?  '  cries  the 
young  lady's  lover. 

*  But  I  ? '  answered  the  girl.  *  I  have  asked  my  own  heart 
that  question  before  now.  I  have  thought  to  myself — if  he 
comes  after  all,  if  his  affection  for  me  survives  this  disgrace 
of  our  family — as  it  has,  and  every  one  of  us  should  be  thankful 
to  you — ought  I  not  to  show  at  least  gratitude  for  so  much 
kindness  and  honor,  and  devote  myself  to  one  who  makes  such 
sacrifices  for  me  ?  But  before  all  things  I  owe  you  the  truth. 
Lord  Farintosh.  I  never  could  make  you  happy — I  know  I 
could  not,  nor  obey  you  as  you  are  accustomed  to  be  obeyed, 
nor  give  you  such  a  devotion  as  you  have  a  right  to  expect 
from  your  wife.  I  thought  I  might  once.  I  can't  now  !  I 
know  that  I  took  you  because  you  were  rich  and  had  a  great 
name  ;  not  because  you  were  honest  and  attached  to  me,  as 
you  show  yourself  to  be.  I  ask  your  pardon  for  the  deceit  I 
practiced  on  you.  Look  at  Clara,  poor  child,  and  her  misery  ! 
My  pride,  I  know,  would  never  have  let  me  fall  as  far  as  she  has 
•done;  but,  oh!  I  am  humiliated  to  think  that  I  could  have  been 
made  to  say  I  would  take  the  first  step  in  that  awful  career.' 

'  What  career,  in  God's  name?'  cries  the  astonished  suitor. 
*  Humiliated,  Ethel  ?  Who's  going  to  humiliate  you  ?  I  sup- 
pose there  is  no  woman  in  England  who  need  be  humiliated  by 
becoming  my  wife.  I  should  like  to  see  the  one  that  I  can't 
pretend  to — or  to  royal  blood  if  I  like  ;  it's  not  better  than  mine. 
Humiliated,  indeed  !  That  is  news.  Ha  !  ha  !  You  don't  sup- 
pose that  your  pedigree,  which  I  know  all  about — that  the 
Newcome  family,  with  your  barber-surgeon  to  Edward  the 
Confessor,  are  equal  to  ' 

*  To  yours  ?  No.  It  is  not  very  long  that  I  have  learned 
to  disbelieve  in  that  story  altogether.  I  fancy  it  was  an  odd 
whim  of  my  poor  father's,  and  that  our  family  were  quite 
poor  people.' 

'  I  knew  it,'  said  Lord  Farintosh.  '  Do  you  suppose  there 
were  not  plenty  of  women  to  tell  it  me  ? ' 

*  It  was  not  because  we  were  poor  that  I  am  ashamed,'  Ethel 
went  on.  *  That  cannot  be  our  fault,  though  some  of  us  seem 
to  think  it  is,  as  they  hide  the  truth  so.  One  of  my  uncles 
used  to  tell  me  that  my  grandfather's  father  was  a  laborer  in 
Newcome  ;  but  I  Avas  a  child  then,  and  liked  to  believe  the 
prettiest  story  best.' 

*  As  if  it  matters  ! '  cries  Lord  Farintosh. 

*  As  if  it  matters  in  your  wife — n'est-ce  pas  ?    I  never 
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thought  that  it  would.  I  should  have  told  you,  as  it  was  my 
duty  to  tell  you  all.  It  was  not  my  ancestors  you  cared  for  ; 
and  it  is  you  yourself  that  your  wife  must  swear  before 
Heaven  to  love.' 

'  Of  course  it's  me,'  answers  the  young  man,  not  quite  un- 
derstanding the  train  of  ideas  in  his  companion's  mind.  *  And 
I've  given  up  everything — everything,  and  have  broken  off  with 
my  old  habits,  and — and  things,  you  know — and  intend  to  lead 
a  regular  life,  and  will  never  go  to  Tattersall's  again,  nor  bet  a 
shilling,  nor  touch  another  cigar  if  you  like — that  is,  if  you  don't 
like  ;  for  I  love  you  so,  Ethel — I  do,  with  all  my  heart  I  do  ! ' 

'  You  are  very  generous  and  kind.  Lord  Farintosh,'  Ethel 
said.  '  It  is  myself,  not  you,  I  doubt.  Oh  !  I  am  humiliated 
to  make  such  a  confession  ! ' 

*  How  humiliated  ?  '  Ethel  withdrew  the  hand  which  the 
young  nobleman  endeavored  to  seize. 

*  If,'  she  continued,  '  if  I  found  it  was  your  birth,  and  your 
name,  and  your  wealth  that  I  coveted,  and  had  nearly  taken, 
ought  I  not  to  feel  humiliated,  and  ask  pardon  of  you  and  of 
God  ?  Oh  !  what  perjuries  poor  Clara  M^as  made  to  speak — 
and  see  what  has  befallen  her  !  We  stood  by  and  heard  her 
without  being  shocked.  We  applauded  even.  And  to  what 
shame  and  misery  we  brought  her  !  Why  did  her  parents 
and  mine  consign  her  to  such  ruin  ?  She  might  have  lived 
pure  and  happy  but  for  us.  Witli  her  example  before  me — 
not  her  flight,  poor  child — I  am  not  afraid  of  that  liapj)ening 
to  me — but  lier  long  solitude,  the  misery  of  her  wasted  years, 
my  brother's  own  wretchedness  and  faults  aggravated  a  hun- 
dredfold by  his  unhappy  union  witli  her — I  must  pause  while 
it  is  yet  time,  and  recall  a  ])romise  whicli  I  know  I  should 
make  you  unhai)py  if  I  fulfilled,  I  ask  3()ur  pardon  that  I 
deceived  you.  Lord  Farintosli,  and  feel  ashamed  for  myself 
that  T  could  have  consented  to  do  so.' 

'  Do  you  mean,'  cried  the  3'oung  Mar(]uis,  'that  after  my 
conduct  to  you — after  my  loving  you,  so  that  even  this — this 
disgrace  in  your  family  don't  prevent  my  going  on — after  my 
mother  lias  been  down  on  her  knees  (o  nie  to  break  olT,  anil  I 
wouldn't, — no,  I  wouldn't — after  all  White's  snei-ring  at  me, 
and  laughing  at  me,  and  all  my  friends,  friends  of  niy  family 
who  would  go  to — go  anywhere  for  me,  advising  nu',  and  say- 
ing, "  Farintosh,  what  a  fool  you  an'  ;  break  olT  this  niat»'h," 
and  T  wouldn't  back  out,  bec.iuse  I  love«l  you  so,  by  Ili'aven, 
and  becausi',  as  a  man  aiul  a  gentleman,  wlieii  1  give  my  word 
I  keep  it — doy<ui  mean  that  >/(>u  throw  me  over?    It's  a  shame 
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— it's  a  shame  !  '  And  again  there  were  tears  of  rage  and 
anguish  in  Farintosh's  eyes. 

*  What  I  did  was  a  shame,  my  lord,'  Ethel  said  humbly  ; 
*  and  again  I  ask  your  pardon  for  it.  What  I  do  now  is  only 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  and  to  grieve  with  all  my  soul  for  the 
falsehood — yes,  the  falsehood — which  I  told  you,  and  which 
has  given  your  kind  heart  such  cruel  pain.' 

*  Yes,  it  was  a  falsehood  !  '  the  poor  lad  cried  out.  *  You 
follow  a  fellow,  and  you  make  a  fool  of  him,  and  you  make 
him  frantic  in  love  with  you,  and  then  you  fling  him  over  !  I 
wonder  you  can  look  me  in  the  face  after  such  an  infernal 
treason.  You've  done  it  to  twenty  fellows  before  ;  I  know  you 
have.  Everybody  said  so,  and  warned  me.  You  draw  them 
on,  and  get  them  to  be  in  love,  and  then  you  fling  them  away. 
Am  I  to  go  back  to  London,  and  be  made  the  laughingstock 
of  the  whole  town — I,  who  might  marry  any  woman  in  Europe, 
and  who  am  at  the  head  of  the  nobility  of  England  ? ' 

*  Upon  my  word,  if  you  will  believe  me,  after  deceiving  you 
once,'  Ethel  interposed,  still  very  humbl}^  *  I  will  never  say 
that  it  was  I  who  withdrew  from  you,  and  that  it  was  not  you 
who  refused  me.  What  has  happened  here  fully  authorizes 
you.  Let  the  rupture  of  the  engagement  come  from  yon^  my 
lord.  Indeed,  indeed,  I  would  spare  you  all  the  pain  I  can.  I 
have  done  you  wrong  enough  already.  Lord  Farintosh.' 

And  now  the  Marquis  burst  forth  with  tears  and  impreca- 
tions, wild  cries  of  anger,  love,  and  disappointment,  so  fierce 
and  incoherent  that  the  lady  to  whom  they  were  addressed 
did  not  repeat  them  to  her  confidante.  Only  she  generously 
charged  Laura  to  remember,  if  ever  she  heard  the  matter 
talked  of  in  the  world,  that  it  was  Lord  Farintosh's  family 
which  broke  off  the  marriage  ;  but  that  his  lordship  had  acted 
most  kindly  and  generously  throughout  the  whole  affair. 

He  went  back  to  London  in  such  a  state  of  fury,  and  raved 
so  wildly  among  his  friends  against  the  whole  Newcome 
family,  that  many  men  knew  what  the  case  really  was.  But 
all  women  averred  that  that  intriguing,  worldty  Ethel  New- 
come,  the  apt  pupil  of  her  wicked  old  grandmother,  had  met 
with  a  deserved  rebuff  ;  that,  after  doing  everything  in  her 
power  to  catch  the  gre^it  parti^  Lord  Farintosh,  who  had  long 
been  tired  of  her,  flung  her  over,  not  liking  the  connection  ;  and 
that  she  was  living  out  of  the  world  now  at  Newcome,  under 
the  pretense  of  taking  care  of  that  unfortunate  Lady  Clara's 
children,  but  really  because  she  was  pining  away  for  Lord  Far= 
intosh,  who,  as  we  all  know,  married  six  months  afterward. 
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CHAPTER  LX. 

IN  WHICH  WE  WRITE  TO  THE  COLONEL. 

Deeming  that  her  brother  Barnes  had  cares  enough  of  his 
own  presently  on  hand,  Ethel  did  not  think  fit  to  confide  to 
him  the  particulars  of  her  interview  with  Lord  Farintosh  ;  nor 
even  was  poor  Lady  Ann  informed  that  she  had  lost  a  noble 
son-in-law.  The  news  would  come  to  both  of  them  soon 
enough,  Ethel  thought  ;  and  indeed,  before  many  hours  were 
over,  it  reached  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  in  a  very  abrupt  and 
unpleasant  way.  He  had  dismal  occasion  now  to  see  his  law- 
yers every  day  ;  and  on  the  day  after  Lord  Farintosh's  abrupt 
visit  and  departure  Sir  Barnes,  going  into  Newcome  upon  his 
own  unfortunate  affairs,  was  told  b}''  his  attorney,  Mr.  Speers, 
how  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh  had  slept  for  a  few  hours  at  the 
King's  Arms,  and  returned  to  town  the  same  evening  by  the 
train.  We  ma}^  add  that  his  lordship  had  occupied  the  very 
room  in  which  Lord  Highgate  had  previously  slept  ;  and  Mr. 
Taplow  recommends  the  bed  accordingly,  and  shows  it  w^ith 
pride  to  this  very  day. 

Much  disturbed  by  this  intelligence.  Sir  Barnes  was  making 
his  way  to  his  cheerless  home  in  the  evening  when  near  Ids 
own  gate  he  overtook  another  messenger.  This  was  the  rail- 
way porter,  who  daily  brought  telegraphic  messages  from  his 
uncle  and  tlie  bank  in  London.  The  message  of  that  day 
was:  *  Consols  so  and  so.  French  Rentes  so  much.  JI'kjIi- 
gate's  and  Farintoi\}Cs  accounts  withdrawn,''  The  wretclicd 
keeper  of  the  lodge  owned  with  trembling  in  reply  to  the 
curses  and  queries  of  his  em])loyer,  that  a  gentleman  calling 
himself  the  Manpiis  of  Farintosh  had  gone  uj)  to  the  house 
the  day  before,  and  come  away  an  liour  afterward — did  not 
like  to  speak  to  Sii"  Barnes  when  he  came  home,  Sir  Hurnes 
looked  so  bad  like. 

Now,  of  course,  there  could  be  no  concealment  from  her 
brother,  and  Kthel  and  liarucs  had  a  conversation,  in  which 
the  latter  exprcissed  hiniscif  witii  that,  freedom  of  languam' 
which  characterized  the  head  of  t  he  house  of  Newcome.  Mme. 
d(^  M()nt('ontoni"'s  |><)ny  (rhais(»  w  as  in  waiting  at  the  hall  dooi" 
when  thc^  owner  of  the  house  entered  it  ;  and  niv  wife  was 
just  taking  leave  of  lOthel  and  her  little  peojde  n\  hen  Sir 
BartK'S  New(!om(^  entcn'd  the  lady's  Hitting  room. 

The  livid  scowl  with  w  Inch  Uai  iies  greeted  my  ife  sur- 
prised that  lady,  though  il  did  nt)t  induce  her  to  prolong  her 
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visit  to  her  friend.  As  Laura  took  leave  she  heard  Sir  Barnes 
screaming  to  the  nurses  to  '  take  those  little  beggars  away,' 
and  she  rightly  conjectured  that  some  more  unpleasantries  had 
occurred  to  disturb  this  luckless  gentleman's  temper. 

On  the  morrow  dearest  Ethel's  usual  courier,  one  of  the 
boys  from  the  lodge,  trotted  over  on  his  donkey  to  dearest 
Laura  at  Rosebury  with  one  of  those  missives  which  were 
daily  passing  between  the  ladies.    This  letter  said  : 

Barnes  m'a  fait  une  ecene  terrible  hier.  1  was  obliged  to  tell  him  everything  about 
Lord  F,,  and  to  use  the  plainest  language.  At  first,  he  forbade  you  the  house.  He 
thinks  that  you  have  been  the  cause  of  F.'s  dismissal,  and  charged  me,  most  unjustly, 
with  a  desire  to  bring  hack  poor  O.  N.  I  replied  as  became  me,  and  told  him  fairly  I 
would  leave  the  house  if  odious,  insulting  charges  were  made  against  me,  if  my  friends 
were  not  received.  He  stormed,  he  cried,  he  employed  his  usual  language — he  was  in  a 
dreadful  state.  He  relented,  and  asked  pardon.  He  goes  to  town  to-night  by  the  mail 
train.  Of  course  you  come  as  usual,  dear  Laura.  I  am  miserable  without  you;  and 
you  know  I  cannot  leave  poor  mamma.  Clarykin  sends  a  thousand  kisses  to  little  Arty, 
and  I  am  his  mother'' s  always  affectionate.  E.  N. 

Will  the  gentlemen  like  to  shoot  our  pheasants  ?  Please  ask  the  Prince  to  let 
Warren  know  when.  I  sent  a  brace  to  poor,  dear  old  Mrs.  Mason,  and  had  such  a 
nice  letter  from  her  1 

*  And  who  is  poor,  dear  Mrs.  Mason  ?  '  asks  Mr.  Pendennis, 
as  yet  but  imperfectly  acquainted  with  the  history  of  the  New- 
comes. 

And  Laura  told  me — perhaps  I  had  heard  before,  and  for- 
gotten— that  Mrs.  Mason  was  an  old  nurse  and  pensioner  of 
the  Colonel's,  and  how  he  had  been  to  see  her  for  the  sake  of 
old  times,  and  how  she  was  a  great  favorite  with  Ethel  ;  and 
Laura  kissed  her  little  son,  and  was  exceedingly  bright,  cheer- 
ful, and  hilarious  that  evening,  in  spite  of  the  affliction  under 
which  her  dear  friends  at  Newcome  were  laboring. 

People  in  country  houses  should  be  exceedingly  careful 
about  their  blotting  paper.  They  should  bring  their  own  port- 
folios with  them.  If  any  kind  readers  will  bear  this  simple 
little  hint  in  mind,  how  much  mischief  may  they  save  them- 
selves— nay,  enjoy,  possibly,  by  looking  at  the  pages  of  the 
next  portfolio  in  the  next  friend's  bedroom  in  which  they  sleep. 
From  such  a  book  I  once  cut  out,  in  Charles  Slyboots'  well- 
known  and  perfectly  clear  handwriting,  the  words,  *  Miss  Emily 
Harrington,  James  Street,  Buckingham  Gate,  London,'  and 
produced  as  legibly  on  the  blotting  paper  as  on  the  envelope 
which  the  postman  delivered.  After  showing  the  paper  round 
to  the  company  I  inclosed  it  in  a  note  and  sent  it  to  Mr.  Sly- 
boots, who  married  Miss  Harrington  three  months  afterward. 
In  such  a  book  at  the  club  I  read,  as  plainly  as  you  may  read 
this  page,  a  holograph  page  of  the  Right  Honorable  the  Earl 
of  Bareacres,  which  informed  the  whole  club  of  a  painful  and 
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private  circumstance,  and  said,  *  My  dear  Green — I  am  truly 
sorry  that  I  shall  not  be  able  to  take  up  the  bill  for  £856 
which  beconaes  due  next  Tu.  .  .  ' ;  and  upon  such  a  book, 
going  to  write  a  note  in  Mme.  de  Montcontour's  drawing  room 
at  Rosebury,  what  should  I  find  but  proofs  that  my  own  wife 
was  engaged  in  a  clandestine  correspondence  with  a  gentleman 
residing:  abroad ! 

'  Colonel  Newcome,  C.  B.,  Montague  de  la  Cour,  Brussels,' 
I  read  in  this  young  woman's  handwriting  ;  and  asked,  turn- 
ing round  upon  Laura,  who  entered  the  room  just  as  I  dis- 
covered her  guilt  :  *  What  have  you  been  writing  to  Colonel 
Newcome  about,  miss?' 

'  I  wanted  him  to  get  me  some  lace,'  she  said. 

*  To  lace  some  nightcaps  for  me,  didn't  3'ou,  my  dear  ?  He 
is  such  a  fine  judge  of  lace  !  If  I  had  known  you  had  been 
writing,  I  would  have  asked  you  to  send  him  a  message.  I 
want  something  from  Brussels.  Is  the  letter — ahem — gone  ?  ' 
(In  this  artful  way,  you  see,  I  just  hinted  that  I  should  like  to 
see  the  letter.) 

'  The  letter  is — ahem — gone,'  says  Laura.  *  What  do  you 
want  from  Brussels,  Pen  ?' 

*  I  want  some  Brussels  sprouts,  my  love — they  are  so  fine  in 
their  native  country.' 

*  Shall  I  write  to  him  to  send  the  letter  back  ? '  palpitates 
poor  little  Laura  ;  for  she  thought  her  husband  was  offended, 
by  using  tlie  ironic  method. 

*  No,  you  dear  little  woman  !  You  need  not  send  for  the 
letter  back,  and  you  need  not  tell  me  what  was  in  it  ;  and  I 
will  bet  you  a  hundred  yards  of  lace  to  a  cotton  nightcap — and 
you  know  wlietlier  /,  madam,  am  a  man  d  bonnet-de-coton — I 
will  hot  you  tliat  I  know  what  you  have  boon  writing  about, 
under  j)reten8e  of  a  message  about  lace,  to  our  Colonel.' 

*  He  promised  to  send  it  to  me.  He  really  did.  Lady 
Rockiiiinster  gave  nu;  twenty  pouiuls  '  gasps  Laura. 

*  Under  pretense  of  lace  you  have  been  sending  over  a 
love  message.  You  want  to  see  whether  CMive  is  si  ill  of  iiis  old 
mind.  You  tliink  t  he  coast  is  now  clear,  and  that  dearest  Kthel 
may  lik(!  him.  \<m  l  hiid<  Mrs.  M:isoii  is  growing  verv  old  and 
infirm,  an<l  the  sigiit  of  her  dear  l)oy  would  ' 

*  Pen  !  Pen  !  did  you  open  my  letter?  cries  Laura  ;  and  a 
laugli  which  could  alTord  to  b(;  good-humored  (followed  by  vet 
anot.luM'  exj)ressioii  of  the  lips)  en<le(|  t his  eolhxju v.  No  ;  Air. 
Pendeniiis  did  not  se(>  llu!  letter  ;  but  he  knew  the  writer — 
flattered  himself  that  he  knew  women  in  general. 
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*  Where  did  you  get  your  experience  of  them;  sir?'  asks 
Mrs.  Laura.  Question  answered  in  the  same  manner  as  the 
previous  demand. 

*  Well,  my  dear,  and  why  should  not  the  poor  boy  be  made 
happy  ? '  Laura  continues,  standing  very  close  up  to  her  hus- 
band. *  It  is  evident  to  me  that  Ethel  is  fond  of  him.  I 
would  rather  see  her  married  to  a  good  young  man  whom  she 
loves  than  the  mistress  of  a  thousand  palaces  and  coronets. 
Suppose — suppose  you  had  married  Miss  Amory,  sii",  what  a 
wretched  worldh'  creature  you  would  have  been  by  this  time  ; 
whereas  now  ' 

*  Now  that  I  am  the  humble  slave  of  a  good  woman  there  is 
some  chance  for  me,'  cries  this  model  of  husbands.  '  And  all 
good  women  are  matchmakers,  as  we  know  very  well ;  and 
you  have  had  this  match  in  your  heart  ever  since  you  saw  the 
two  young  people  together.  Now,  madam,  since  I  did  not  see 
your  letter  to  the  Colonel — though  I  have  guessed  part  of  it — 
tell  me,  what  have  you  said  in  it?  Have  you  by  any  chance 
told  the  Colonel  that  the  Farintosh  alliance  was  broken  off?' 

Laura  owned  that  she  had  hinted  as  much. 
'  You  have  not  ventured  to  say  that  Ethel  is  well  inclined 
to  Clive?' 

*  Oh,  no — oh,  dear,  no  ! '  But  after  much  cross-examining 
and  a  little  blushing  on  Laura's  part  she  is  brought  to  confess 
that  she  has  asked  the  Colonel  whether  he  will  not  come  and 
see  Mrs.  Mason,  who  is  pining  to  see  him,  and  is  growing  very 
old.  And  I  find  out  that  she  has  been  to  see  this  Mrs.  Mason, 
that  she  and  Miss  Newcome  visited  the  old  lady  the  day 
before  yesterday  ;  and  Laura  thought,  from  the  manner  in 
which  Ethel  looked  at  Clive's  picture,  hanging  up  in  the  parlor  of 
his  father's  old  friend,  that  she  really  ivas  very  much,  etc.,  etc. 
So,  the  letter  being  gone,  Mrs.  Pendennis  is  most  eager  about  the 
answer  to  it,  and  day  after  day  examines  the  bag,  and  is  pro- 
voked that  it  brings  no  letter  bearing  the  Brussels  postmark. 

Mme.  de  Montcontour  seems  perfectly  well  to  know  what 
Mrs.  Laura  has  been  doing  and  is  hoping.  *  What,  no  letters 
again  to-day?  Aint  it  provoking ?' she  cries.  She  is  in  the 
conspiracy  too  ;  and  presently  Florae  is  one  of  the  initiated. 
*  These  women  wish  to  bacler  a  marriage  between  the  belle 
miss  and  le  petit  Claive,'  Florae  announces  to  me.  He  pays 
the  highest  compliments  to  Miss  Newcome's  person;  as  he 
speaks  regarding  the  marriage.  '  I  continue  to  adore  your 
Anglaises,'  he  is  pleased  to  say.  *  What  of  freshness,  what  of 
beauty,  what  roses  !    And  then  they  are  so  adorably  good  ! 
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Go,  Penclennis  ;  thou  art  a  haippy  coquiti  Mr.  Pendennis 
does  not  say  'No.'  He  has  won  the  twenty  tliousand  pound 
prize,  and  we  know  there  are  worse  than  blanks  in  that  lottery. 

CHAPTER  LXI. 

IN  WHICH  WE  ARE  INTRODUCED  TO  A  NEW  NEWCOME. 

No  answer  came  to  Mrs.  Pendennis'  letter  to  Colonel  New- 
come  at  Brussels,  for  the  Colonel  was  absent  from  that  city, 
and  at  the  time  when  Laura  wrote  was  actually  in  London, 
whither  affairs  of  his  own  had  called  him.  A  note  from  George 
Warrington  acquainted  me  with  this  circumstance.  He  men- 
tioned that  he  and  the  Colonel  had  dined  together  at  Bays'  on 
the  day  previous,  and  that  the  Colonel  seemed  to  be  in  the 
highest  spirits.  High  spirits  about  what?  This  news  put 
Laiira  in  a  sad  perplexity.  Should  she  write  and  tell  him  to 
get  his  letters  from  Brussels  ?  She  would  in  five  minutes 
have  found  some  other  pretext  for  writing  to  Colonel  New- 
come  had  not  her  husband  sternly  cautioned  the  young  woman 
to  leave  the  matter  alone. 

The  more  readil}^  })erhaps  because  he  had  quarreled  with 
his  nepliew  Sir  Barnes,  Thomas  Newcome  went  to  visit  his 
brother  Hobson  and  his  sister-in-law,  bent  on  showing  that 
t})ere  was  no  division  between  him  and  thisbranchof  his  family. 
And  you  may  sup])ORe  that  the  admirable  woman  just  named 
had  a  fine  occasion  for  her  virtuous  conversational  powers  in 
discoursing  upon  tin;  j)aiiiful  event  whieli  li:id  just  linp])ened  to 
Sir  iiarnes.  When  we  fall,  how  our  friends  erv  out  for  us  ! 
Mrs.  Hobson's  homilies  must  liave  ])een  awful.  How  thai 
outrag(Ml  virtue  must  have  groaned  and  lamented,  gathered 
its  children  about  its  knees,  wej)tover  them  and  washed  tlieni, 
gone  into  sackcloth  an<l  ashes,  an<l  tied  up  the  knocker,  con- 
fabulated with  its  spiritual  adviser,  uttered  commonplaces  to 
its  husband,  aixl  1)oi'(m1  the  whole  lK)ust'  !  'I'lie  jninislnnciif 
of  woildliness  and  vanity,  the  evil  of  marrying  out  of  one's 
Htation — how  tiiesif  points  must  have  been  explained  and 
cnlargi'd  on  !  Surely  tln'  '  Peerage'  was  taken  olT  the  draw- 
iiig-rooiM  table  aiul  rt  iimved  lo  ])apa'H  studv,  wheif  it  couhl 
Tu»t  o|»en,  as  it  used  naturally  once,  to  '  Ilighgate,  liaron,'  or 
*  Farintosh,  Manpiis  of,'  being  Hhut  beiiind  wires  an<l  closely 
jammed  in  on  an  upper  shelf  ]>etween  lUackstone's  '  Com- 
ment aries  '  and  the  l')n'iin'rs  Miiifttr.i iie !  The  breakifiiT  of 
the  (Migagement  with  the  Mar(|uis  of  P'arintosh  was  known  in 
Bryanstone  S(piare  ;  ami  you  may  bo  sure  interpiet(  d  1»n  Mrs. 
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Hobson  in  the  light  the  most  disadvantageous  to  Ethel  l^ew- 
come.  '  A  young  nobleman — with  grief  and  pain  Ethel's 
aunt  must  own  the  fact — a  young  man  of  notoriously  dissipated 
habits,  but  of  great  wealth  and  rank,  had  been  pursued  by 
the  unhappy  Lady  Kew — Mrs.  Hobson  would  7iot  say  by  her 
niece^'  that  were  too  dreadful — had  been  pursued,  and  followed, 
and  hunted  down  in  the  most  notorious  manner,  and  finally 
made  to  propose  !  Let  Ethel's  conduct  and  punishment  be  a 
warning  to  my  dearest  girls,  and  let  them  bless  Heaven  they 
have  parents  who  are  not  w^orldly  !  After  all  the  trouble  and 
pains — Mrs.  Hobson  did  not  say  disgrace — the  Marquis  takes 
the  very  first  pretext  to  break  off  the  match,  and  leaves  the 
unfortunate  girl  forever  ! ' 

And  now  we  have  to  tell  of  the  hardest  blow  which  fell  upon 
poor  Ethel,  and  this  was  that  her  good  uncle  Thomas  Newcome 
believed  the  charges  against  her.  He  was  willing  enough  to 
listen  now  to  anything  which  was  said  against  that  branch  of 
the  iixmiXj.  With  such  a  traitor,  double  dealer,  dastard  as 
Barnes  at  its  head,  what  could  the  rest  of  the  race  be  ?  When 
the  Colonel  offered  to  endow  Ethel  and  Clive  with  every  shil- 
ling he  had  in  the  world  had  not  Barnes,  the  archtraitor,  tem- 
porized and  told  him  falsehoods,  and  hesitated  about  throwing 
him  off  until  the  Marquis  had  declared  himself  ?  Yes.  The  girl 
he  and  poor  Clive  loved  so  was  ruined  by  her  artful  relatives  ; 
was  unworthy  of  his  affection  and  his  boy's;  was  to  be  banished, 
like  her  worthless  brother,  out  of  his  regard  forever.  And  the 
man  she  had  chosen  in  preference  to  his  Clive — a  roue,  a  liber- 
tine, whose  extravagances  and  dissipations  were  the  talk  of  every 
club ;  who  had  now  it  nor  talents,not  even  constancy  (for  had  he 
not  taken  the  first  opportunity  to  throw  her  off?)  to  recommend 
him — only  a  great  title  and  a  fortune  wherewith  to  bribe  her  ! 
For  shame,  for  shame !  Her  engagement  to  this  man  was  a  blot 
upon  her — the  rupture  ou\y  a  just  punishment  and  humiliation ! 
Poor  unhappy  girl  I  let  her  take  care  of  her  wretched  brother's 
abandoned  children,  give  up  the  world,  and  amend  her  life. 

This  was  the  sentence  Thomas  Newcome  delivered — a 
righteous  and  tender-hearted  man,  as  we  know,  but  judging  in 
this  case  wrongly,  and  bearing  much  too  hardly,  as  we  who 
know  her  better  must  think,  upon  one  who  had  her  faults  cer- 
tainly, but  whose  errors  were  not  all  of  her  own  making. 
Who  set  her  on  the  path  she  walked  in  ?  It  was  her  parents' 
hands  which  led  her,  and  her  parents'  voices  which  commanded 
her  to  accept  the  temptation  set  before  her.  What  did  she 
know  of  the  character  of  the  man  selected  to  be  her  husband  ? 
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Those  who  should  have  known  better  brought  him  to  her,  and 
vouched  for  him.  Noble,  unhappy  young  creature  !  are  you 
the  first  of  your  sisterhood  who  has  been  bidden  to  traffic 
your  beauty,  to  crush  and  slay  your  honest  natural  affections, 
to  sell  your  truth  and  your  life  for  rank  and  title  ?  But  the 
Judge  who  sees  not  the  outward  acts  merely,  but  their  causes, 
and  views  not  the  wrong  alone,  but  the  temptations,  struggles, 
ignorance  of  erring  creatures,  we  know  has  a  different  code  to 
ours — to  ours,  who  fall  upon  the  fallen,  who  fawn  upon  the  pros- 
perous so,who  administer  our  praises  and  punishments  so  prema- 
turely, who  now  strike  so  hard,  and,  anon,  spare  so  shamelessly. 

Our  stay  with  our  hospitable  friends  at  Rosebury  was  per- 
force coming  to  a  close,  for,  indeed,  weeks  after  weeks  had 
passed  since  we  had  been  under  their  pleasant  roof  ;  and  in 
spite  of  dearest  Ethel's  remonstrances  it  was  clear  that  dear- 
est Laura  must  take  her  farewell.  In  these  last  days,  besides 
the  visits  which  daily  took  place  between  one  and  other,  the 
young  messenger  was  put  in  ceaseless  requisition,  and  his 
donkey  must  have  been  worn  off  his  little  legs  with  trotting 
to  and  fro  between  the  two  houses.  Laura  was  quite  anxious 
and  hurt  at  not  hearing  from  the  Colonel  ;  it  was  a  shame  that 
he  did  not  have  over  his  letters  from  Belgium,  and  answer  that 
one  which  she  had  honored  him  by  writing.  By  some  informa- 
tion, received  who  knows  how,  our  host  was  aware  of  the  in- 
trigue which  Mrs.  Pendennis  was  carrying  on,  and  his  little  wife 
almost  as  much  interested  in  it  as  my  own.  Siie  whispered  to 
me  in  her  kind  way  that  slie  would  give  a  guinea,  that  she 
would,  to  see  a  certain  couple  made  happy  together;  that  they 
were  born  for  one  another,  that  they  were  ;  she  was  for  having 
me  go  off  to  fetch  Clive  ;  but  wlio  was  I  to  act  as  llymen\'' 
messenger,  or  to  interpose  in  such  delicate  family  affairs  ^ 

All  this  while  Sir  J>ariies  Newcomc,  Haionet,  remained 
absent  in  London,  attending  to  liis  banking  duties  there,  and 
pursuing  tlie  dismal  iiujuiries  which  ended,  in  tlie  ensuing 
Michaelmas  term,  in  the  famous  suit  <»f  Newcome  rs.  Lord 
Highgate.  Kthel,  pursuing  the  )>lan  wiiich  she  had  laid  down 
for  herself  from  the  first,  took  entire  (diarge  of  his  children 
and  house.  Lad}'  Ann  relurned  to  her  own  family,  never 
iiuleed,  having  been  of  mueli  use  in  lier  son's  dismal  house- 
hold. M  y  wife  talked  to  me,  of  course,  about  her  pursuits  and 
amusements  at  Newcome,  in  the  ancestral  hall  wliieh  wo  have 
mentioned.  TIk^  children  playi-d  and  ate  their  diniu-r  (iniiu» 
often  ]»artook  of  his  infant  iiu*  mutton  in  eonipanv  with  little 
Clara  and  the  poor  young  heir  of  Newcome)  in  the  room 
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wliich  had  been  called  mj  lady's  own,  and  in  wliicli  her  hus- 
band had  locked  her,  forgetting  that  the  conservatories  were 
open,  through  which  the  hapless  woman  had  fled.  Next  to 
this  was  the  baronial  library,  a  side  of  which  was  fitted  with 
the  gloomy  books  from  Clapham  which  old  Mrs.  Newcome 
had  amassed — rows  of  tracts,  and  missionary  magazines,  and 
dingy  quarto  volumes  of  worldly  travel  and  history  which 
that  lady  had  admitted  into  her  collection. 

Almost  on  the  last  day  of  our  stay  at  Rosebury  the  two 
young  ladies  bethought  them  of  paying  a  visit  to  the  neigh- 
boring town  of  Newcome,  to  that  old  Mrs.  Mason  who  has 
been  mentioned  in  a  foregoing  page  in  some  yet  earlier 
chapter  of  our  history.  She  was  very  old  now,  very  faithful 
to  the  recollections  of  her  ow^n  early  time,  and  oblivious  of 
yesterday.  Thanks  to  Colonel  Newcome's  bounty,  she  had 
lived  in  comfort  for  many  a  long  year  past;  and  he  was  as  much 
her  boy  now  as  in  those  early  days  of  which  we  have  given  but 
an  outline.  There  were  Clive's  pictures  of  himself  and  his 
father  over  her  little  mantelpiece,  near  which  she  sat  in  com- 
fort and  warmth  by  the  winter  fire  which  his  bounty  supplied. 

Mrs.  Mason  remembered  Miss  Newcome,  prompted  thereto 
by  the  hints  of  her  little  maid,  who  was  much  younger  and 
had  a  more  faithful  memory  than  her  mistress.  Why,  Sarah 
Mason  would  have  forgotten  the  pheasants  whose  very  tails 
decorated  the  chimney-glass  had  not  Keziah,  the  maid, 
reminded  her  that  the  young  lady  was  the  donor.  Then  she 
recollected  her  benefactor,  and  asked  after  her  father,  the 
Baronet  ;  and  wondered,  for  her  part,  why  her  boy,  the 
Colonel,  was  not  made  baronet  and  whj^  his  brother  had  the 
property.  Her  father  was  a  very  good  man,  though  Mrs. 
Mason  had  heard  he  was  not  much  liked  in  those  parts. 
*  Dead  and  gone  was  he,  poor  man  ? '  (This  came  in  reply  to 
a  hint  from  Keziah,  the  attendant,  bawled  in  the  old  lady's 
ears,  who  was  very  deaf.)  *  Well,  w^ell,  we  must  all  go  ;  and 
if  we  were  all  good  like  the  Colonel  what  was  the  use  of  stay- 
ing? I  hope  his  wife  will  be  good.  I  am  sure  such  a  good 
man  deserves  one,'  added  Mrs.  Mason. 

The  ladies  thought  the  old  woman  doting,  led  thereto  by 
the  remark  of  Keziah,  the  maid,  that  Mrs.  Mason  '  have  a  lost 
her  memorj^'  And  she  asked  who  the  other  bonny  lad}^  was, 
and  Ethel  told  her  that  Mrs.  Pendennis  was  a  friend  of  the 
Colonel's  and  Clive's. 

*  Oh,  Clive's  friend  !  Well,  she  was  a  pretty  ladj^  and  he 
was  a  dear  pretty  boy.    He  drew  those  pictures,  and  he  took 
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off  me  in  my  cap,  with  my  old  cat  and  all — ray  poor  old  cat 
that's  buried  this  ever  so  long  ago.' 

'She  has  had  a  letter  from  the  Colonel,  miss,'  cries  out 
Keziah.  'Haven't  you  had  a  letter  from  the  Colonel,  mum? 
It  came  only  yesterday.'  And  Keziah  takes  out  the  letter  and 
shows  it  to  the  ladies.    They  read  as  follows  : 

London,  February  12,  184—. 

My  Dear  Old  Mason  :  I  have  just  heard  from  a  friend  of  mine  who  has  been  slaying 
in  your  neighborhood  that  you  are  well  and  happy,  and  that  you  have  been  making 
inquiries  after  your  young  scai^grace,  Tom  Newcome,  who  is  well  and  happy  too,  and 
who  purposes  to  be  happier  still  before  any  very  long  time  is  over. 

The  letter  which  was  written  to  me  about  you  was  sent  to  me  in  Belgium,  at 
Bru^isels,  where  I  have  been  living— a  town  near  the  place  where  the  famous  Battle  of 
Waterloo  was  fought ;  and  as  I  had  run  away  from  Waterloo,  it  followed  me  to  England. 

I  cannot  come  to  Newcome  just  now  to  shake  my  dear  old  friend  and  nurse  by 
the  hand.  I  have  bu.'^iness  in  London  ;  and  then;  are  those  of  my  name  living  in  New- 
come  who  would  not  be  very  happy  to  see  me  and  mine. 

But  I  promise  you  u  visit  before  very  long,  and  C'live  will  come  with  me  ;  and  when 
we  come  I  shall  introduce  a  new  friend  to  you,  a  very  pretty  little  daughter-in-law, 
whom  you  must  promise  to  love  very  much.  She  is  a  Scotch  lassie,  niece  of  my  oldest 
friend,  James  Binnie,  Esq.,  of  the  Bengal  Civil  Service,  who  will  give  her  a  pretty 
bit  of  siller,  and  her  present  name  is  Miss  Rosey  Mackenzie. 

We  ."-hall  send  you  a  wedding  cake  soon,  and  a  new  gown  for  Keziah  (to  whom 
remember  me),  and  when  I  am  gone  my  grandchildren  after  me  will  hear  what  a  dear 
friend  you  were  to  your  affectionate  Thomas  Newcomb. 

Keziah  must  have  thought  that  there  was  something  between 
Clive  and  my  wife,  for  wlien  Laura  had  read  the  letter  she 
laid  it  down  on  the  table,  and  sitting  down  by  it,  and  hiding 
her  face  in  her  hands,  burst  into  tears. 

Ethel  looked  steadily  at  the  two  pictures  of  Clive  and  his 
father.  Then  she  put  her  hand  on  her  friend's  shoulder. 
*  Come,  my  dear,'  she  said,  '  it  is  growing  late,  and  I  must  go 
back  to  my  children.'  And  she  saluted  Mrs.  Mason  and  her 
/naid  in  a  very  stately  manner,  and  left  them,  leading  my  wife 
away,  who  was  still  exceedingly  overcome. 

We  could  not  stay  long  at  Rosehury  after  that.  When 
Mme.  de  Montcontour  heard  tlie  news  the  good  lady  cried  too. 
Mrs.  Pendennis'  emotion  was  renewed  as  we  passed  the  gates 
of  Newcome  Park  on  our  way  to  the  railroad. 

CHAPTER  LXIT. 

MR.   AND  MRS.   (JLIVK  NKWCOMK. 

The  friendship  between  Etlicl  and  Laura,  which  the  last 
narrated  sentimental  occurrences  had  so  much  increased,  sub- 
sisls  very  litth'  imj):iir<Ml  up  to  the  jui'si'iit  dav.  A  lady  with 
many  doincist.ic  intorcstH  an<l  increasing  family,  etc.,  »'tc.,  can- 
not beHUpi)osed  to  cultivate  female  intimacies  out  of  doorn  with 
that  ardor  and  eagern<'ss  which  young  sjiinsters  exhibit  in  their 
intercourse  ;  but  f^aura,  wiiose  kind  heart  first  leil  her  to  svui- 
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pathize  with  her  young  friend  in  the  latter's  days  of  distress 
and  misfortune,  has  professed  ever  since  a  growing  esteem  for 
Ethel  Newcome,  and  says  that  the  trials  and  perhaps  grief 
which  the  young  lady  now  had  to  undergo  have  brought  out  the 
noblest  qualities  of  her  disposition.  She  is  a  very  different 
person  from  the  giddy  and  worldly  girl  who  compelled  our 
admiration  of  late  in  the  days  of  her  triumphant  youthful 
beauty,  of  her  wayward,  generous  humor,  of  her  frivolities  and 
her  flirtations. 

Did  Ethel  shed  tears  in  secret  over  the  marriage  which  had 
caused  Laura's  gentle  eyes  to  overflow  ?  We  might  divine  the 
girl's  grief,  but  we  respected  it.  The  subject  wa:>  never  men- 
tioned by  the  ladies  between  themselves,  and  even  in  her  most 
intimate  communications  with  lier  husband  that  gentleman  is 
bound  to  say  his  wife  maintained  a  tender  reserve  upon  the 
point,  nor  cared  to  speculate  upon  a  subject  which  her  friend 
held  sacred.  I  could  not  for  my  part  but  acquiesce  in  this  reti- 
cence ;  and,  if  Ethel  felt  regret  and  remorse,  admire  the  dignity 
of  her  silence,  and  the  sweet  composure  of  her  now  changed 
and  saddened  demeanor. 

The  interchange  of  letters  between  the  two  friends  was  con- 
stant, and  in  these  the  younger  lady  described  at  length  the 
duties,  occupations,  and  pleasures  of  her  new  life.  She  had 
quite  broken  with  the  world,  and  devoted  herself  entirely  to  the 
nurture  and  education  of  her  brother's  orphan  children.  She 
educated  herself  in  order  to  teach  them.  Her  letters  contain 
droll  yet  touching  confessions  of  her  own  ignorance  and  her 
determination  to  overcome  it.  There  was  no  lack  of  masters 
of  all  kinds  in  Newcome.  She  set  herself  to  work  like  a  school- 
girl. The  piano  in  the  little  room  near  the  conservatory  was 
thumped  by  Aunt  Ethel  until  it  became  quite  obedient  to  her, 
and  yielded  the  sweetest  music  under  her  fingers.  When  she 
came  to  pay  us  a  visit  at  Fairoaks  some  two  years  afterward 
she  played  for  our  dancing  children  (our  third  is  named  Ethel, 
our  second  Helen,  after  one  still  more  dear),  and  we  were  in 
admiration  of  her  skill.  There  must  have  been  the  labor  of 
many  lonely  nights  wlien  her  little  charges  were  at  rest,  and 
she  and  her  sad  thoughts  sat  up  together,  before  she  overcame 
the  difficulties  of  the  instrument  so  as  to  be  able  to  soothe  her- 
self and  to  charm  and  delight  her  children. 

When  the  divorce  was  pronounced,  which  came  in  due  form, 
though  we  know  that  Lady  Highgate  was  not  much  happier 
than  the'luckless  Lady  Clara  Newcome  had  been,  Ethel's  dread 
was  lest  Sir  Barnes  should  marry  again,  and  by  introducing  a 
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new  mistress  into  his  house  should  deprive  her  of  the  care  of 
her  children. 

Miss  Newcome  judged  her  brother  rightly  in  that  he  would 
try  to  marry,  but  a  noble  young  lady  to  whom  he  offered  him- 
self rejected  him,  to  his  surprise  and  indignation,  for  a  beggarly 
clergyman  with  a  small  living,  on  which  she  elected  to  starve  ; 
and  the  wealthy  daughter  of  a  neighboring  manufacturer  whom 
he  next  proposed  to  honor  with  his  gracious  hand  fled  from  him 
with  horror  to  the  arms  of  her  father,  wondering  how  such  a 
man  as  that  should  ever  dare  to  propose  marriage  to  an  honest 
girl.  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  was  much  surprised  at  this  outbreak 
of  anger  ;  he  thought  himself  a  very  ill-used  and  unfortunate 
man,  a  victim  of  most  cruel  persecutions,  which  we  may  be  sure 
did  not  improve  his  temper  or  tend  to  the  happiness  of  liis  circle 
at  home.  Peevishness  and  selfish  rage,  quarrels  with  servants 
and  governesses,  and  other  domestic  disquiet  Ethel  had  of 
course  to  bear  from  her  brother,  but  not  actual  personal  ill 
usage.  The  fiery  temper  of  former  days  was  subdued  in  her,, 
but  the  haughty  resolution  remained,  which  was  more  than  a 
match  for  her  brother's  cowardly  tyranny;  besides,  she  was  the 
mistress  of  sixty  thousand  pounds,  and  by  many  wily  hints  and 
piteous  appeals  to  his  sister  Sir  Barnes  sought  to  secure  this  de« 
sirable  sum  of  money  for  his  poor,  dear,  unfortunate  children. 

He  professed  to  think  that  she  was  ruining  herself  for  her 
younger  brothers,  whose  expenses  the  young  lady  was  defray* 
ing,  this  one  at  college,  that  in  the  army,  and  whose  mainte- 
nance he  thought  might  bea!nj)ly  defrayed  out  of  ihv'w  own  lit- 
tle fortunes  and  his  mother's  jointure  ;and  by  ingeniously  prov- 
ing that  a  vast  number  of  his  household  expenses  were  personal 
to  Miss  Newcome,  and  would  never  have  Ix-en  incurred  but  for 
her  residence  in  his  house,  lie  subtracted  for  his  own  beneiit 
no  inconsiderable  ]»ortion  of  her  income.  Thus  the  carriage 
horses  were  hers,  for  what  need  had  he,  a  miserable  bachelor, 
of  anything  more  than  a  riding  horse  and  a  l>rougliani  ?  A  ci  r- 
tain  number  of  the  <lo!iieslies  \s  <'re  lieis,  and  as  he  could  get 
no  scoundrel  of  his  own  to  stay  with  him  he  took  JSfisa  New- 
come's  servants.  He  would  have  had  her  pay  tlie  coals  wliicli 
burned  in  liis  L^rale,  and  the  taxes  due  to  oui"  Sovereign  I.ad\' 
the  Queen  ;  but  in  I  rut  li  at  tin*  end  of  t  lie  vcar,  with  her  douK'st \o 
bounties  and  her  (diarities  round  about  Newcome,  which  daily 
iruTcased  as  slie  became  a('(|uainted  w  ith  her  indigent  neighbors, 
JVIiss  Kthel,  tlu'  h<'ir»'SH,  was  as  p(K»r  as  nianv  poorei'  persons. 

Her  cliarities  increased  daily  with  lu-r  means  of  knowing 
the  people  round  about  her.     She  gave  much  time  to  tin  in  an<l 
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thought ;  visited  from  house  to  house,  without  ostentation  ; 
was  awe-stricken  by  that  spectacle  of  the  poverty  which  we 
have  with  us  always,  of  which  the  sight  rebukes  our  selfish 
griefs  into  silence,  the  thought  compels  us  to  charity,  humility, 
and  devotion.  The  priests  of  our  various  creeds,  who  else- 
where are  doing  battle  together  continually,  lay  down  their 
arms  in  its  presence  and  kneel  before  it,  subjugated  by 
that  overpowering  master.  Death,  never  d^dng  out,  hunger 
always  crying,  and  children  born  to  it  day  after  day — our 
young  London  lady,  flying  from  the  splendors  and  follies  in 
which  her  life  had  been  passed,  found  herself  in  tlie  presence 
of  these — threading  darkling  alleys  wliich  swarmed  with 
wretched  life  ;  sitting  by  naked  beds,  whitlier  by  God's  bless- 
ing she  was  sometimes  enabled  to  carry  a  little  comfort  and 
-consolation,  or  whence  she  came  heart-stricken  by  the  over- 
powering misery  or  touched  by  the  patient  resignation  of  the 
new  friends  to  whom  fate  had  directed  her.  And  here  she 
met  the  priest  upon  his  shrift,  the  homely  missionary  bearing 
his  words  of  consolation,  the  quiet  curate  pacing  his  round, 
and  was  known  to  all  these,  and  enabled  now  and  again  to 
help  their  people  in  trouble.  '  Oh  !  what  good  there  is  in 
this  woman,'  my  wife  would  say  to  me  as  she  laid  one  of  Miss 
Ethel's  letters  aside.  *  Who  would  have  thought  this  was  the 
girl  of  your  glaring  London  ballroom  ?  If  she  has  had  grief 
to  bear,  how  it  has  chastened  and  improved  her.' 

And  now  I  have  to  confess  that  all  tliis  time,  while  Ethel 
iNewcome  has  been  growing  in  grace  with  my  wife,  poor  Clive 
has  been  lapsing  sadly  out  of  favor.  She  has  no  patience  with 
Clive.  She  drubs  her  little  foot  when  his  name  is  mentioned, 
and  turns  the  subject.  Whither  are  all  the  tears  and  pities  fled 
now  !  Mrs.  Laura  has  transferred  all  her  regard  to  Ethel,  and 
when  that  lady's  ex- suitor  writes  to  his  old  friends,  or  other 
news  is  had  of  him,  Laura  flies  out  in  her  usual  tirades  against 
the  world — the  horrid,  wicked,  selfish  world,  which  spoils  every- 
body who  comes  near  it.  What  has  Clive  done,  in  vain  his 
apologist  asks,  that  an  old  friend  should  be  so  angry  with  him  ? 

She  is  not  angry  with  him — not  she.  She  only  does  not 
care  about  him.  She  wishes  him  no  manner  of  harm — not  the 
least,  only  she  has  lost  all  interest  in  him.  And  the  Colonel 
too,  the  poor,  good  old  Colonel,  was  actually  in  Mrs.  Penden- 
nis'  black  books,  and  when  he  sent  her  the  Brussels  veil  which 
we  have  heard  of  she  did  not  think  it  was  a  bargain  at  all — 
not  particularly  pretty  ;  in  fact  rather  dear  at  the  money. 
When  we  met  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clive  Newcorae  in  London,  whither 


THE  NEWCOMES.  641 

they  came  a  few  montlis  after  their  marriage,  and  where  Rosey 
appeared  as  pretty,  happy,  good-humored  a  little  blushing  bride 
as  eyes  need  behold,  Mrs.  Pendennis'  reception  of  her  was 
quite  a  curiosity  of  decorum.  '  I  not  receive  her  well ! '  cried 
Laura.  '  How  on  earth  would  you  have  me  receive  her  ?  I 
talked  to  her  about  everything,  and  she  only  answered  yes  or 
no.  I  showed  her  the  children,  and  she  did  not  seem  to  care. 
Her  only  conversation  was  about  millinery  and  Brussels  balls, 
and  about  her  dress  at  the  drawing  room.  The  drawing  room/ 
What  business  has  she  with  such  follies  ?  ' 

The  fact  is  that  the  drawing  room  was  Tom  Newcome's  affair, 
not  his  son's,who  was  heartil}'  ashamed  of  the  figure  he  cut  in  that 
astounding  costume  which  English  private  gentlemen  are  made 
to  sport  when  they  bend  the  knee  before  their  gracious  sovereign. 

Warrington  roasted  poor  Clive  upon  the  occasion,  and  com- 
plimented him  with  his  usual  gravity,  until  the  young  fellow 
blushed,  and  his  father  somewhat  testily  signified  to  our  friend 
that  his  irony  was  not  agreeable.  '  I  suppose,'  says  the 
Colonel  with  great  hauteur,  '  that  there  is  nothing  ridiculous 
in  an  English  gentleman  entertaining  feelings  of  loyalty  and 
testifying  his  respect  to  his  queen  ;  and  I  presume  that  her 
Majesty  knows  best,  and  has  a  right  to  order  in  what  dress  her 
subjects  shall  appear  before  her  ;  and  I  don't  think  it's  kind  of 
you,  Georgf; — I  say  I  don't  think  it's  kind  of  you  to  quiz  my 
boy  for  doing  his  duty  to  his  queen  and  to  his  father  too,  sir, 
for  it  was  at  my  request  that  Clive  went — and  we  went  to- 
gether, sir,  to  the  levee  and  then  to  the  drawing  room  after- 
ward with  liosey,  who  was  presented  by  tiie  lady  of  my  ohl 
friend  Sir  George  Tiifto,  a  lady  of  rank  herself,  and  the  wife 
of  as  brave  an  officer  as  ever  drew  a  sword.' 

Warrington  stammered  an  apology  for  his  levity,  but  no 
explanations  were  satlsfac^toi  y,  and  it  was  (rlear  (ieorge  had 
wounded  the  feelings  of  our  dear,  simple  old  friend. 

After  C/live's  marriage,  which  was  ])erf()rined  at  Hrussels, 
IJnele  James  aiid  the  lady,  his  sister,  whom  we  have  sonietinu's 
flippantly  ventured  to  call  the  ( 'ampaigner,  went  off  to  |>erfonu 
that  journey  to  Scotland  \vhi(^h  James  had  meditated  for  ten 
years  ]>asl,  and,  now  lit  tle  Rosey  was  made  ha|)py  for  life,  to 
reiuiw  ae<juaintanee  wit  h  lil  t  le  Josey.  TlH'(\)lonel  and  his  son 
and  daughter-in-law  cami!  to  I^oixlon,  not  t(>the  bachelor  <piar- 
ters  where  W(^  have  Heen  tlu'UJ,  but  to  an  hotel,  which  tlu  v 
occupied  iintil  their  new  house  coiild  be  provided  (ov  tluMii  :i 
sumptuous  mansion  in  the  Tyhurnian  district,  and  oni*  whicli 
became  peoph;  of  their  station. 
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We  have  been  informed  already  what  the  Coloners  income 
was,  and  have  the  gratification  of  knowing  that  it  was  very  con- 
siderable. The  simple  gentleman  who  would  dine  off  a  crust, 
and  wear  a  coat  for  ten  years,  desired  that  his  children  should 
have  the  best  of  everything  :  ordered  about  upholsterers, 
painters,  carriage  makers  in  his  splendid  Indian  way  ;  pre- 
sented pretty  Rosey  with  brilliant  jewels  for  her  introduction  at 
Court,  and  was  made  happy  by  the  sight  of  the  blooming  young 
creature  decked  in  these  magnificences,  and  admired  by  all  his 
little  circle.  The  old  boys,  the  old  generals,  the  old  colonels, 
the  old  qui-his  from  the  club  came  and  paid  her  their  homage  ; 
the  directors'  ladies  and  the  generals'  ladies  called  upon  her, 
and  feasted  her  at  vast  banquets  served  on  sumptuous  plate. 
Newcome  purchased  plate  and  gave  banquets  in  return  for  these 
hospitalities.  Mrs.  Clive  had  a  neat  close  carriage  for  even- 
ings, and  a  splendid  barouche  to  drive  in  the  park.  It  was 
pleasant  to  see  this  equipage  at  four  o'clock  of  an  afternoon 
driving  up  to  Bays',  with  Rosey  most  gorgeously  attired 
reclining  within  ;  and  to  behold  the  stately  grace  of  the  old 
gentleman  as  he  stepped  out  to  welcome  his  daughter-in-law, 
and  the  bow  he  made  before  he  entered  her  carriage.  Then 
they  would  drive  round  the  park — round  and  round  and  round  ; 
and  the  old  generals,  and  the  old  colonels,  and  old  fogies,  and 
their  ladies  and  daughters,  w^ould  nod  and  smile  out  of  their 
carriages  as  they  crossed  each  other  upon  this  charming  career 
of  pleasure. 

I  confess  that  a  dinner  at  the  Colonel's,  now  he  appeared 
in  all  his  magnificence,  was  awfully  slow.  No  peaches  could 
look  fresher  than  Rosey's  cheeks — no  damask  was  fairer  than 
her  pretty  little  shoulders.  No  one,  I  am  sure,  could  be  hap- 
pier than  she  ;  but  she  did  not  impart  her  happiness  to  her 
friends,  and  replied  chiefly  by  smiles  to  the  conversation  of  the 
gentlemen  at  her  side.  It  is  true  that  these  were  for  the  most 
])art  elderly  dignitaries,  distinguished  military  officers  with 
blue-black  whiskers,  retired  old  Indian  judges,  and  the  like, 
occupied  with  their  victuals,  and  generally  careless  to  please. 
But  that  solemn  happiness  of  the  Colonel,  who  shall  depict 
it  ? — that  look  of  affection  with  which  he  greeted  his  daughter 
as  she  entered,  flounced  to  the  waist,  twinkling  with  innu- 
merable jewels,  holding  a  dainty  pocket  handkerchief,  with 
smiling  eyes,  dimpled  cheeks,  and  golden  ringlets  !  He  would 
take  her  hand,  or  follow  her  about  from  group  to  group, 
exchanging  precious  observations  about  the  weather,  the  park, 
the  exhibition,  nay,  the  opera,  for  the  old  man  actually  went 
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to  the  opera  with  his  little  girl,  and  solemnly  snoozed  by  her 
side  in  a  white  waistcoat. 

Very  likely  this  was  the  happiest  period  of  Thomas  New^ 
come's  life.  No  woman  (save  one  perhaps  fifty  years  ago)  had 
ever  seemed  so  fond  of  him  as  that  little  girl.  What  pride  he 
had  in  her,  and  what  care  he  took  of  her  !  If  she  was  a  little 
ailing  what  anxiety  and  hurrying  for  doctors  !  What  droll 
letters  came  from  James  Binnie,  and  how  they  laughed  over 
them  ;  with  what  respectful  attention  he  acquainted  Mrs.  Mack 
with  everything  that  took  place  ;  with  what  enthusiasm  that 
Campaigner  replied  !  Josey's  husband  called  a  special  bless- 
ing upon  his  head  in  the  church  at  Musselburgh  ;  and  little 
Jo  herself  sent  a  tinfulof  Scotch  bun  to  her  darling  sister,  with 
a  request  from  her  husband  that  he  might  have  a  few  shares 
in  the  famous  Indian  Company. 

The  Company  was  in  a  highly  flourishing  condition,  as  you 
may  suppose,  when  one  of  its  directors,  who  at  the  same  time  was 
one  of  the  honestest  men  alive,  thought  it  was  his  duty  to  live 
in  the  splendor  in  which  we  now  behold  him.  Man}''  wealthy 
City  men  did  homage  to  him.  His  brother  Hobson,  though  the 
Colonel  had  quarreled  with  the  chief  of  the  firm,  yet  remained 
on  amicable  terms  with  Thomas  Newcome,  and  shared  and 
returned  his  banquets  for  a  while.  Charles  Honeynian  we  may 
be  sure  was  present  at  many  of  them,  and  smirked  a  blessing 
over  the  plenteous  meal.  The  Colonel's  influence  was  such 
with  Mr.  Sherrick  that  he  pleaded  Charles' cause  with  that  gen- 
tleman, and  actually  brought  to  a  successful  terminal  ion  that 
little  love  atfair  in  whicli  we  have  seen  I\Iiss  ISIu  rriek  and 
Charles  engagcnl.  Mr.  Sherrick  was  not  disposed  to  ])art  with 
much  money  during  his  lifetime — indeed  he  proved  to  Colonel 
Newcome  that  he  was  not  so  rich  as  the  world  su]>j)osed  him. 
But  by  tiie  Colon(!l's  interest  the  ehaplaincy  <>f  Hog^ly  wallah 
was  procured  for  tiie  lie  v.  C.  Honeynian,  who  now  forms  the 
delight  of  that  flourishing  station.' 

All  this  while  we  have  said  littl(»  ahout  ('live,  who  in  (ruth 
was  somehow  in  the  haekurouud  in  lliis  ilourishiiig  Xeweonie 
group.  To  pleas*' the  best  father  in  the  world,  t he  kindest,  old 
friend,  who  t'udowecl  his  niece  \\  \\  h  the  hest  |)ar(  of  his  saviiiLjs, 
to  settle  that  (|Uesti<m  ahoul  niarriag*'  and  have  an  en<l  of  it 
Clive  Ne\V(H)ine  had  taken  a  |»retty  and  fond  young  gi<l,  ^vhf> 
resjx'cted  and  admired  him  heyon<l  all  men,  and  who  luartiU 
desired  (o  make  him  happy.  do  as  miieh  wouhl  not  hi-^ 

Vt  hei"  have  stripped  his  coat  f  rom  his  l)ack- -  ha  ve  put  hishca«l 

nder  Juggernaut's  ciuiriot  wheel — have  sacrificed  any  ease. 
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comfort,  or  pleasure  for  the  youngster's  benefit  ?  One  great; 
passion  he  had  had  and  closed  the  account  of  it  ;  a  worldlj^, 
ambitious  girl — how  foolishly  worshiped  and  passionately 
beloved  no  matter — had  played  with  him  for  years,  had  flung 
him  away  when  a  dissolute  suitor  with  a  great  fortune  and 
title  had  offered  himself.  Was  he  to  whine  and  despair 
because  a  jilt  had  fooled  him  ?  He  had  too  much  pride  and 
courage  for  any  such  submission  ;  he  would  accept  the  lot  in 
life  which  w^as  offered  to  him — no  undesirable  one  surely  ;  he 
would  fulfill  the  wish  of  his  father's  heart,  and  cheer  his  kind, 
declining  years.  In  this  way  the  marriage  was  brought  about. 
It  was  but  a  whisper  to  Rosey  in  the  drawing  room,  a  start 
and  a  blush  from  the  little  girl  as  he  took  the  little  willing 
hand,  a  kiss  for  her  from  her  delighted  old  father-in-law,  a 
twinkle  in  good  old  James'  eyes,  and  double  embrace  from  the 
Campaigner  as  she  stood  over  them  in  a  benedictory  attitude 
— expressing  her  surprise  at  an  event  for  which  she  had  been 
jockeying  ever  since  she  set  eyes  on  young  Newcome,  and 
calling  upon  Heaven  to  bless  her  children.  So,  as  a  good  thing 
when  it  is  to  be  done  had  best  be  done  quickly,  these  worthy 
folks  went  off  almost  straightway  to  a  clergj^man  and  were 
married  out  of  hand — to  the  astonishment  of  Captains  Hoby 
and  Goby  when  they  came  to  hear  of  the  event.  Well,  my 
gallant  young  painter  and  friend  of  my  boyhood  !  if  my  wife 
chooses  to  be  angry  at  your  marriage,  shall  her  husband  not 
wish  you  happy  ?  Suppose  we  had  married  our  first  loves, 
others  of  us,  were  we  the  happier  now  ?  Ask  Mr.  Pendennis, 
who  sulked  in  his  tents  when  his  Gostigan,  his  Briseis,  was 
ravished  from  him.  Ask  poor  George  Warrington,  who  liad 
his  own  way.  Heaven  help  him  !  There  was  no  need  why  Clive 
should  turn  monk  because  Number  One  refused  him,  and,  that 
charmer  removed,  why  he  should  not  take  to  his  heart  Number 
Two.  I  am  bound  to  say  that  when  I  expressed  these  opinions 
to  Mrs.  Laura  she  was  more  angry  and  provoked  than  ever. 

It  is  in  the  nature  of  such  a  simple  soul  as  Thomas  New- 
come  to  see  but  one  side  of  a  question,  and  having  once  fixed 
Ethel's  worldliness  in  his  mind,  and  her  brother's  treason,  to 
allow  no  argument  of  advocates  of  the  other  side  to  shake  his 
displeasure.  Hence  the  one  or  two  appeals  which  Laura  ven- 
tured to  make  on  behalf  of  her  friend  were  checked  by  the  good 
Colonel  with  a  stern  negation.  If  Ethel  was  not  guiltless  she 
could  not  make  him  see  at  least  that  she  was  not  guilty.  He 
dashed  away  all  excuses  and  palliations.  Exasperated  as  he 
was,  he  persisted  in  regarding  the  poor  girl's  conduct  in  its 
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raost  unfavorable  light.  '  She  was  rejected,  and  deservedly 
rejected,  by  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh,'  he  broke  out  to  me 
once,  who  was  not  indeed  authorized  to  tell  all  I  knew  regard- 
ing the  story  ;  '  the  whole  town  knows  it  ;  all  the  clubs  ring 
with  it.  I  blush,  sir,  to  think  that  my  brother's  child  should 
have  brought  such  a  stain  upon  our  name.'  In  vain  I  told  him 
that  my  wife,  who  knew  all  the  circumstances  much  better, 
judged  Miss  Newcome  far  more  favorably,  and  indeed  greatly 
esteemed  and  loved  her.  '  Pshaw,  sir  ! '  breaks  out  the  indig- 
nant Colonel, '  your  wife  is  an  innocent  creature  who  does  not 
know  the  world  as  we  men  of  experience  do — as  I  do,  sir,'  and 
would  have  no  more  of  the  discussion.  There  is  no  doubt  about 
it,  there  was  a  coolness  between  my  old  friend's  father  and  us. 

As  for  Barnes  Newcome,  we  gave  up  that  worthy,  and  the 
Colonel  showed  him  no  mercy.  He  recalled  words  used  by 
Warrington  which  I  have  recorded  in  a  former  page,  and  vowed 
that  he  only  watched  for  an  opportunity  to  crush  the  miserable 
reptile.  He  hated  Barnes  as  a  loathsome  traitor,  coward,  and 
criminal  ;  he  made  no  secret  of  his  opinion  ;  and  Clive,  with 
the  remembrance  of  former  injuries,  of  dreadful  heart  pangs> 
the  inheritor  of  his  fatlier's  blood,  his  honesty  of  nature,  and 
his  impetuous  enmity  against  wrong,  shared  to  the  full  his 
sire's  antipathy  against  his  cousin,  and  publicly  expressed  his 
scorn  and  contempt  for  him.  About  Ethel  he  would  not  speak. 
'  Perhaps  what  you  say.  Pen,  is  true,'  he  said.  '  I  liope  it  is. 
Pray  God  it  is.'  But  his  quivering  lips  and  fierce  countenance, 
when  her  name  was  mentioned  or  her  defense  attempted, 
showed  that  he  too  had  come  to  think  ill  of  lier.  *  As  for  her 
brother,  as  for  that  scoundrel,'  he  would  say,  clenching  his  fist, 
'  if  ever  I  can  punish  liim  I  w  ill.  I  sliouldn't  liave  the  soul  of 
a  dog  if  ever  T  forgot  tlie  wrongs  that  have  been  done  me  by 
that  vagabond.  I^'orgiveness  V  Pshaw!  Are  you  dangling 
to  sermons,  Pen  at  your  wife's  leading-strings?  Are  you 
preaching  tliat  (rant?  Tliere  are  some  injuries  that  no  lionest 
man  should  forgive,  :ni<l  T  sliall  he  a  rogue  on  the  <lav  I  sluike 
liands  witii  tliat  villain.' 

*  Clive  has  adopted  the  Iro(piois  etiiies,' says  George  War- 
rington,  smoking  l»is  pipe  sentent iously,  '  rather  than  those 
whicli  are  at  present  received  among  us.  1  am  not  sure  tliat 
Hoinetliing  is  not  to  be  said,  as  ag:iinst  tlie  Kastt'tn  upon  tlie 
Western,  or  'I'oniahawk,  ^r  ( )iil>he\\  a\-  side  of  t  lie  (|Uest  ion. 
I  should  not  like/  he  addtd,  'to  l»c  in  a  vendetta  or  feud,  an«I 
to  have  you,  (Mixc,  a!id  tlie  <il(l  ('olonel  <'ngage(l  ai^ainst  nu'.' 

'I  would  rather,'!  said,  *  for  my  part,  have  lialf  a  (lozeii 
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such  enemies  as  Clive  and  the  Colonel  than  one  like  Barnes. 
You  never  know  where  or  when  that  villain  may  hit  you.' 
And  before  a  very  short  period  was  over  Sir  Barnes  Newcome, 
Baronet,  hit  his  two  hostile  kinsmen  such  a  blow  as  one  might 
expect  from  such  a  quarter. 

CHAPTER  LXIII. 

MRS.     CLIVE    AT  HOME. 

As  Clive  and  his  father  did  not  think  fit  to  conceal  their 
opinions  regarding  their  kinsman  Barnes  Newcome,  and 
uttered  them  in  many  public  places  when  Sir  Barnes'  conduct 
was  brought  into  question,  we  may  be  sure  their  talk  came  to 
the  Baronet's  ears,  and  did  not  improve  his  already  angry 
feeling  toward  those  gentlemen.  For  a  while  they  had  the 
best  of  the  attack.  The  Colonel  routed  Barnes  out  of  his 
accustomed  club  at  Bays',  where  also  the  gallant  Sir  George 
Tufto  expressed  himself  pretty  openly  with  respect  to  the 
poor  Baronet's  want  of  courage  ;  the  Colonel  had  bullied  and 
browbeaten  Barnes  in  the  parlor  of  his  own  bank,  and  the 
story  was  naturally  well  known  in  the  City,  where  it  cer- 
tainly was  not  pleasant  for  Sir  Barnes,  as  he  walked  to 
'Change,  to  meet  sometimes  the  scowls  of  the  angry  man  of 
war,  his  uncle,  striding  down  to  the  offices  of  tlie  Bundelcund 
Bank,  and  armed  with  that  terrible  bamboo  cane. 

But  though  his  wife  had  undeniably  run  away  after  noto- 
rious ill  treatment  from  her  husband  ;  though  he  had  shown 
two  white  feathers  in  those  unpleasant  little  alfairs  with  his 
uncle  and  cousin  ;  though  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  was  certainly 
neither  amiable  nor  popular  in  the  City  of  London,  his  reputa- 
tion as  a  most  intelligent  man  of  business  still  stood  ;  the 
credit  of  his  house  was  deservedly  high,  and  people  banked 
with  him  and  traded  with  him  in  spite  of  faithless  wives  and 
hostile  colonels. 

When  the  outbreak  between  Colonel  Newcome  and  his 
nephew  took  place  it  may  be  remembered  that  Mr.  Hobson 
Newcome,  the  other  partner  of  the  firm  of  Hobson  Brothers, 
waited  upon  Colonel  Newcome,  as  one  of  the  principal  English 
directors  of  the  B.  B.  C,  and  hoped  that  although  private  dif- 
ferences would,  of  course,  oblige  Tliomas  Newcome  to  cease  all 
personal  dealings  with  the  bank  of  Hobson,  the  affairs  of  the 
Company  in  which  he  was  interested  ought  not  to  suffer  on 
this  account ;  and  that  the  Indian  firm  should  continue  dealing 
with  Hobsons  on  the  same  footing  as  before.    Mr.  Hobson 
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Newcome  represented  to  the  Colonel,  in  his  jolly,  frank  way, 
that  whatever  happened  between  the  latter  and  his  nephew 
Barnes,  Thomas  Newcome  had  still  one  friend  in  the  house  ; 
that  the  transactions  between  it  and  the  Indian  Company 
were  mutually  advantageous  ;  finally,  that  the  manager  of  the 
Indian  bank  might  continue  to  do  business  with  Hobsons  as  be- 
fore. So  the  B.  B.  C.  sent  its  consignments  to  Hobson  Broth- 
ers, and  drew  its  bills,  which  were  duly  honored  by  that  firm. 

More  than  one  of  Colonel  Newcome's  City  acquaintances, 
among  them  his  agent,  Mr.  Jolly,  and  his  ingenuous  friend 
Mr.  Sherrick  especially,  hinted  to  Thomas  Newcorae  to  be 
very  cautious  in  his  dealings  with  Hobson  Brothers,  and 
keep  a  special  care  lest  his  house  should  play  him  an  evil  turn. 
They  both  told  him  that  Barnes  Newcome  had  said  more  than 
once,  in  answer  to  reports  of  the  Colonel's  own  speeches 
against  Barnes,  *I  know  that  hot-headed,  blundering  Indian 
uncle  of  mine  is  furious  against  me  on  account  of  an  absurd 
private  affair  and  misunderstanding,  which  he  is  too  obstinate 
to  see  in  the  proper  light.  What  is  my  return  for  the  abuse 
and  rant  which  he  lavishes  against  me?  I  cannot  forget  that 
he  is  my  grandfather's  son,  an  old  man,  utterly  ignorant  both 
of  society  and  business  here  ;  and  as  he  is  interested  in  this 
Indian  Banking  Company,  which  must  be  preciously  conducted 
when  it  a])pointod  him  as  the  guardian  and  overseer  of  its 
affairs  in  England,  I  do  my  very  best  to  serve  the  Company, 
and  I  can  toll  you  its  blundering^,  muddle-headed  managers, 
black  and  white,  owe  no  little  to  the  assistance  which  they 
have  hiid  fiom  our  house.  If  they  don't  like  us,  why  do  they 
go  on  dealing  with  us?  We  don't  want  thcin  and  their  bills. 
We  were  a  leading  house  fifty  years  before;  they  were  born, 
and  shall  frontinue  to  be  so  long  after  they  come  to  an  eiul.' 
Such  was  Barnes'  case,  as  stated  l)y  himself.  It  was  not  a 
very  bad  one,  or  very  unfairly  stated,  considering  the  advo- 
cate. I  ])elieve  h<>  has  always  persisted  in  thinking  that  he 
never  did  his  uncle  any  wiong. 

Mr.  Jolly  an<l  Mr.  Sherri(;k  tiien,  botii  rntreatrd  Thomas 
Newcome  to  use  his  best  «'n<leavorH,  an<l  bring  the  con- 
iKH^tion  of  the  !>.  15.  and  Ilohson  lirotiiers  to  a  speed v 
end.  But  .lolly  was  an  interested  party  ;  he  and  iiis 
friends  would  have  had  the  agency  of  the  l>.  1>.  (\,  and  the 
])r()fits  thereof,  which  llohsons  liad  taken  from  them.  Mr. 
Sherrick  was  an  oulsiile  j)ract  it  ioner,  a  guerrilla  anumg 
regular  merchants.  The  opinions  of  one  ami  tiie  other,  thoui^h 
suhmitt.eu  by  'J'hoinas  Newcome  duly  to  his  e(H»artnerH,  the 
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managers  and  London  board  of  directors  of  the  Bundelcund 
Banking  Company,  were  overruled  by  that  assembly. 

They  had  their  establishment  and  apartments  in  the  City  ; 
they  had  their  clerks  and  messengers,  their  managers'  room 
and  board  room,  their  meetings,  where,  no  doubt,  great  quan- 
tities of  letters  were  read,  vast  ledgers  produced  ;  where  Tom 
Newcome  was  voted  into  the  chair  and  voted  out  with  thanks  ; 
where  speeches  were  made,  and  the  affairs  of  the  B.  B.  C. 
properly  discussed.  These  subjects  are  mysterious,  terrifying, 
unknown  to  me.  I  cannot  attempt  to  describe  them.  Fred 
Bayham,  I  remember,  used  to  be  great  in  his  knowledge  of 
the  affairs  of  the  Bundelcund  Banking  Company.  He  talked  of 
cotton,  w^ool,  copper,  opium,  indigo,  Singapore,  Manilla,  China, 
Calcutta,  Australia,  with  prodigious  eloquence  and  fluency. 
His  conversation  was  about  millions.  The  most  astounding 
paragraphs  used  to  appear  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  regarding 
the  annual  dinner  at  Blackwall,  which  the  directors  gave,  and 
to  which  he  and  George  and  I,  as  friends  of  the  court,  were 
invited.  What  orations  were  uttered,  what  flowing  bumpers 
emptied  in  the  praise  of  this  great  Company  ;  what  quantities 
of  turtle  and  punch  did  Fred  devour  at  its  expense  !  Colonel 
Newcome  was  the  kind  old  chairman  at  these  banquets,  the 
Prince,  his  son,  taking  but  a  modest  part  in  the  ceremonies, 
and  sitting  with  us,  his  old  cronies. 

All  the  gentlemen  connected  with  the  board,  all  those  wdth 
whom  the  B.  B.  C.  traded  in  London,  paid  Thomas  New- 
come  extraordinary  respect.  His  character  for  wealth  was 
deservedlj^  great,  and  of  course  multiplied  by  the  tongue  of 
Rumor.  F.  B.  knew  to  a  few  millions  of  rupees,  more  or  less, 
what  the  Colonel  possessed  and  what  Clive  would  inherit. 
Thomas  Newcome's  distinguished  military  services,  his  high 
bearing,  lofty  courtesy,  simple  but  touching  garrulity — for 
the  honest  man  talked  much  more  now  than  he  had  been 
accustomed  to  do  in  former  daj's,  and  was  not  insensible  to 
the  flattery  which  his  wealth  brought  him — his  reputation  as 
a  keen  man  of  business,  who  had  made  his  own  fortune  by 
operations  equally  prudent  and  spirited,  and  who  might  make 
the  fortunes  of  hundreds  of  other  people,  brought  the  worthy 
Colonel  a  number  of  friends,  and  I  promise  you  that  the 
loudest  huzzahs  greeted  his  health  when  it  was  proposed  at 
the  Blackwall  dinners.  At  the  second  annual  dinner  after 
Clive's  marriage  some  friends  presented  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome 
with  a  fine  testimonial.  There  was  a  superb  silver  cocoanut 
tree,  whereof  the  leaves  were  dexterously  arranged  for  hold- 
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ing  candles  and  pickles  ;  under  the  cocoaniit  was  an  Indian 
prince  on  a  camel,  giving  his  hand  to  a  cavalry  officer  on  horse- 
back ;  a  howitzer,  a  plow,  a  loom,  a  bale  of  cotton,  on  which 
were  the  East  Indian  Company's  arms,  a  Brahmin,  Britannia, 
and  Commerce  with  a  cornucopia  were  grouped  round  the  prin- 
cipal figures  ;  and  if  you  would  see  a  noble  account  of  this 
chaste  and  elegant  specimen  of  British  art  you  are  referred  to 
the  pages  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  of  that  year,  as  well  as  to 
Fred  Bayham's  noble  speech  in  the  course  of  the  evening 
when  it  was  exhibited.  The  East  and  its  wars  and  its  heroes, 
Assaye  and  Seringapatam  ('  and  Lord  Lake  and  Laswaree  too,' 
calls  out  the  Colonel,  greatly  elated),  tiger  hunting,  palanquins, 
Juggernaut,  elephants,  the  burning  of  widows — all  passed 
before  us  in  F.  B.'s  splendid  oration.  He  spoke  of  the  prod- 
ucts of  the  Indian  forest,  the  palm  tree,  the  cocoanut  tree, 
the  banyan  tree.  Palms  the  Colonel  had  already  brought 
back  with  him — the  palms  of  valor,  won  in  the  field  of  war 
(cheers).  Cocoanut  trees  he  had  never  seen,  though  he  had 
heard  wonders  related  regarding  the  milky  contents  of  their 
fruit.  Here  at  any  rate  was  one  tree  of  the  kind,  under  the 
branches  of  which  he  humbly  trusted  often  to  repose — and,  if 
he  might  be  so  bold  as  to  carry  on  the  Eastern  metaphor,  he 
would  say,  knowing  the  excellence  of  the  Colonel's  claret  and 
the  splendor  of  his  hospitality,  that  he  would  prefer  a  cocoa- 
nut  day  at  the  Colonel's  to  a  banyan  day  anywhere  else. 
While  F.  B.'s  speech  went  on  I  remember  J.  J.  eying  the 
trophy,  and  the  queer  expression  of  his  shrewd  face.  The 
health  of  l^ritisli  artists  was  drank  apropos  of  this  si)len(lid 
specimen  of  their  skill,  and  ])oor  J.  J.  Ridley,  Esq.,  A.  H.  A., 
had  scarce  a  word  to  say  in  return.  He  aiul  Ciive  sat  by  one 
another,  the  latter  very  silent  and  gloomy.  When  J.  J.  and  I 
met  in  the  world  we  talked  about  our  fi  ieiid,  and  it  was  easy  for 
both  of  us  losee  that  neitiier  was  satisfied  with  (Mive's  condition. 

'^riie  lin(!  house  in  Tyburnia  was  (Completed  by  (his  time,  as 
gorgeous  as  money  could  niaki^  it.  How  dilTerent  it  was  from 
the  old  1^'itzroy  S(|UMre  mansion  with  its  ramshackle  furniture, 
and  spoils  of  brokers'  shops,  and  Tottenham  Coui  t  Koad  odds 
and  ends  !  An  Oxford  Street  upholsterer  had  Iuhmi  let  loose 
in  the  yet  virgin  (ihambers  !  and  that  inventive  genius  h:i.i 
decorateil  them  with  all  the  woinlers  his  fanev  could  devis»\ 
lioses  and  Cupids  quivere*!  on  (iic  eeilings,  up  to  which  L^oldeii 
aral>es(|ueH  crawled  from  the  walls;  your  face  (handsoin*'  or 
otherwise)  was  relleeted  by  countless  looking-glasses,  so  multi- 
j>lied  and  arranged  as,  as  it  were,  (o  carry  you  into  the  next 
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street.  You  trod  on  velvet,  pausing  with  respect  in  the  center 
of  the  carpet,  where  Rosey's  cipher  was  worked  in  the  sweet 
flowers  which  bear  her  name.  What  delightful  crooked  legs  the 
chairs  had  !  What  corner  cupboards  there  were  filled  with 
Dresdren  gimcracks,  which  it  was  a  part  of  this  little  woman's 
business  in  life  to  purchase  !  What  etagcres,  and  bonbonnieres, 
and  chiffoniers  !  What  awfully  bad  pastels  there  were  on 
the  walls  !  What  frightful  Bouchei  and  Lancret  shepherds  and 
shepherdesses  leered  over  the  portieres  !  What  velvet-bound 
volumes, mother-of-pearl  albums,  inkstands  representing  beasts 
of  the  field,  priedieu  chairs,  and  wonderful  knickknacks  I  can 
recollect !  There  was  the  most  magnificent  piano,  though 
Rosey  seldom  sang  any  of  her  six  songs  now  ;  and  when  she 
kept  her  couch  at  a  certain  most  interesting  period  the  good 
Colonel,  ever  anxious  to  procure  amusement  for  his  darling, 
asked  whether  she  would  not  like  a  barrel  organ  grinding  fifty 
or  sixty  favorite  pieces,  which  a  bearer  could  turn.  And  he 
mentioned  how  AVindus  of  their  regiment,  who  loved  music 
exceedingly,  had  a  very  fine  instrument  of  this  kind  out  to  Bar- 
rackpore  in  the  year  1810,  and  relays  of  barrels  by  each  ship 
with  all  the  new  tunes  from  Europe.  The  testimonial  took  its 
place  in  the  center  of  Mrs.  Olive's  table,  surrounded  by  satel- 
lites of  plate.  The  delectable  parties  were  constantly  gathered 
together,  the  grand  barouche  rolling  in  the  park  or  stopping  at 
the  principal  shops.  Little  Rosey  bloomed  in  millinery,  and 
was  still  the  smiling  little  pet  of  her  father-in-law,  and  poor 
Clive,  in  the  midst  of  all  these  splendors,  was  gaunt,  and  sad, 
and  silent,  listless  at  most  times,  bitter  and  savage  at  others, 
pleased  only  when  he  was  out  of  the  society  which  bored  him, 
and  in  the  company  of  George  and  J.  J.,  the  simple  friends  of 
his  youth. 

His  careworn  look  and  altered  appearance  mollified  my  wife 
toward  him — w^ho  had  almost  taken  him  again  into  favor. 
But  she  did  not  care  for  Mrs.  Clive,  and  the  Colonel  somehow^ 
grew  cool  toward  us,  and  began  to  look  askance  upon  the 
little  band  of  Clive's  friends.  It  seemed  as  if  there  were  two 
parties  in  the  house.  There  was  Clive's  set — J.  J.,  the  slirewd, 
silent  little  painter  ;  Warrington,  the  cynic  ;  and  the  author  of 
the  present  biography,  who  was,  I  believe,  supposed  to  give 
himself  contemptuous  airs,  and  to  have  become  very  high  and 
mighty  since  his  marriage.  Then  there  was  the  great,  numer- 
ous, and  eminently  respectable  set,  whose  names  were  all  regis- 
tered in  little  Rosey's  little  visiting  book,  and  to  whose  houses 
she  drove  round,  duly  delivering  the  cards  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
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Clive  Newcome,  and  Colonel  Newcome — the  generals  and 
colonels,  the  judges  and  the  fogies.  The  only  man  who  kept 
well  with  both  sides  of  the  house  was  F.  Bayliam,  Esq.,  who, 
having  got  into  clover,  remained  in  the  enjoyment  of  that  wel- 
come pasture  ;  who  really  loved  Clive  and  the  Colonel  too,  and 
had  a  hundred  pleasant  things  and  funny  stories  (the  droll,  odd 
creature  !)  to  tell  to  the  little  lady  for  whom  we  others  could 
scarcely  find  a  word.  Tlie  old  friends  of  the  student  days  were 
not  forgotten,  but  they  did  not  seem  to  get  on  in  the  new  house. 
The  Miss  Gandishes  came  to  one  of  Mrs.  Clive's  balls  still  in 
blue  crape,  still  with  ringlets  on  their  wizened  old  foreheads, 
accompanying  papa,  with  his  shirt  collars  turned  down — who 
gazed  in  mute  wonder  on  the  splendid  scene.  Warrington 
actually  asked  Miss  Gandish  to  dance,  making  woeful  blunders^ 
however,  in  the  quadrille,  while  Clive,  with  something  like  one 
of  his  old  smiles  on  his  face,  took  out  Miss  Zoe  Gandish,  her 
sister.  We  made  Gandish  overeat  and  overdrink  himself  in  the 
Bupper  room,  and  Clive  cheered  him  by  ordering  a  full  length, 
of  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome  from  his  distinguished  pencil.  Never 
was  seen  a  grander  exhibition  of  white  satin  and  jewels.  Smee^ 
R.  A.,  was  furious  at  the  preference  shown  to  his  rival. 

We  had  Sandy  M'Collop  too  at  the  party,  who  had  returned 
from  Rome,  with  his  red  beard,  and  his  picture  of  the  murder 
of  the  Red  Comyn,  which  made  but  a  dim  effect  in  the  Octa- 
gon Room  of  the  Royal  Academy,  where  the  bleeding  ngonies 
of  the  dying  warrior  wen;  veiled  in  an  unkind  twilight.  On 
Sandy  and  his  brethren  little  Rosey  looked  rather  coldly.  She 
tossed  up  her  little  head  in  conversation  with  me,  and  gave 
me  to  uiidcrstan*!  that  this  ])arty  was  only  an  (ynniiuni  <jath- 
erum,  not  one  of  the  select  parlies,  froni  which  Heaven  defend 
U8.  '  We  are  Poins,  and  Nym,  and  Pistol,'  growled  out 
George  Warrington,  as  he  strode  away  to  finish  the  evening 
in  Clive's  [minting  and  smoking  room.  'Now  Prince  llal  is 
married  and  shares  tlie  ])aternal  throne,  his  ])rincess  is 
ashamed  of  his  brigand  ass()(;i;ites  of  former  days.'  She  canie 
and  looked  ;it  iis  witli  a  feeble  lillle  smile  ms  w c  sat  smokintr, 
and  let  tlu;  <l;iyliglit  in  on  ns  from  tlie  open  door,  :md  hinted 
to  Mr.  Cliv(!  that  it  was  time  to  go  to  be<l. 

So  (/liv(;  Newcome  lay  in  a  ])ed  of  down,  and  tossi'd  and 
tund)led  there.  He  went  to  line  dinners,  and  sat  silent  over 
them  ;  ro<le  fiiu!  hors^'s,  and  black  Care  jumped  up  Ix  liind  tlie 
moody  hors<'man.  \\v  was  cut  off  in  a  great  measure  from  tli«' 
friends  of  his  yonlli,  oi"  saw  them  by  a  kind  of  sleallli  and 
sulTeranct!  ;  was   very  lonely,  poor  fellow,  I  am  afraid,  now 
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that  people  were  testimonializing  his  wife,  and  many  an  old 
comrade  growling  at  his  haughtiness  and  prosperity. 

In  former  days,  Avhen  his  good  father  recognized  the  differ- 
ence which  fate,  and  time,  and  temper  had  set  between  him 
and  his  son  we  have  seen  with  what  a  gentle  acquiescence  the 
old  man  submitted  to  his  inevitable  fortune,  and  how  humbly 
he  bore  that  stroke  of  separation  which  afflicted  the  boy  lightly 
enough,  but  caused  the  loving  sire  so  much  pain.  Then  there 
was  no  bitterness  between  them,  in  spite  of  the  fatal  division; 
but  now  it  seemed  as  if  tliere  was  anger  on  Thomas  Newcome's 
part  because,  though  come  togetlier  again,  they  were  not 
united;  though  with  every  outward  appliance  of  happiness  Clive 
was  not  happy.  What  young  man  on  earth  could  look  for 
more  ? — a  sweet  young  wife,  a  handsome  home,  of  which  the 
only  encumbrance  was  an  old  father,  who  would  give  his  last 
drop  of  blood  in  his  son's  behalf.  And  it  was  to  bring  about 
this  end  that  Thomas  Newcome  had  toiled  and  had  amassed  a 
fortune  !  Could  not  Clive,  with  his  talents  and  education,  go 
down  once  or  twice  a  week  to  the  City,  and  take  a  decent  part 
in  the  business  by  which  his  wealth  was  secured  ?  He  appeared 
at  the  various  board  rooms  and  City  conclaves,  yawned  at  the 
meetings,  and  drew  figures  on  the  blotting  paper  of  the  Com- 
pany ;  had  no  interest  in  its  transactions,  no  heart  in  its  affairs; 
went  away  and  galloped  his  horse  alone,  or  returned  to  his 
painting  room,  put  on  his  old  velvet  jacket,  and  worked  with 
his  palettes  and  brushes.  Palettes  and  brushes  !  Could  he 
not  give  up  these  toys  when  he  was  called  to  a  much  higher 
station  in  the  world  ?  Could  he  not  go  talk  with  Rosey — 
drive  with  Rosey,  kind  little  soul,  whose  whole  desire  was  to 
make  him  happy?  Such  thoughts  as  these,  no  doubt,  dark- 
ened the  Colonel's  mind,  and  deepened  the  furrows  round  his 
old  eyes.  So  it  is:  we  judge  men  by  our  own  standards — judge 
our  nearest  and  dearest  often  wrong. 

Many  and  many  a  time  did  Clive  try  and  talk  with  the  little 
Rosey  who  chirped  and  prattled  so  gayly  to  his  father.  Many 
a  time  would  she  come  and  sit  by  his  easel,  and  try  her  little 
powers  to  charm  him,  bring  him  little  tales  about  their  acquaint- 
ances, stories  about  this  ball  and  that  concert,  practice  artless 
smiles  upon  him,  gentle  little  bouderies,  tears,  perhaps  fol- 
lowed by  caresses  and  reconciliation — at  the  end  of  which  he 
would  return  to  his  cigar,  and  she,  with  a  sigh  and  a  heavy 
heart,  to  the  good  old  man  who  had  bidden  her  to  go  and  talk 
with  him.  He  used  to  feel  that  his  father  had  sent  her  ;  the 
thought  came  across  him  in  their  conversations,  and  straiglit- 
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way  his  heart  would  shut  up  and  his  face  grow  gloomy.  They 
were  not  made  to  mate  with  one  another.   That  was  the  truth. 

Just  before  the  testimonial  Mr.  Clive  was  in  constant 
attendance  at  home,  and  very  careful  and  kind  and  happy  with 
his  wife,  and  the  whole  family  party  went  very  agreeably. 
Doctors  were  in  constant  attendance  at  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome's 
door  ;  prodigious  care  was  taken  by  the  good  Colonel  in  wrap- 
ping her  and  in  putting  her  little  feet  on  sofas,  and  in  leading 
her  to  her  carriage.  The  Campaigner  came  over  in  immense 
flurry  from  Edinburgh  (where  Uncle  James  was  now  very  com- 
fortably lodged  in  Picardy  Place,  with  the  most  agreeable 
society  round  about  him),  and  all  this  circle  was  in  a  word  very 
close  and  happy  and  intimate.  But  woe  is  me  !  Thomas  New- 
come's  fondest  hopes  were  disappointed  this  time  ;  his  little 
grandson  lived  but  to  see  the  light  and  leave  it  ;  and  sadly, 
sadly,  those  preparations  were  put  away,  those  poor  little  robes 
and  caps,  those  delicate  muslins  and  cambrics  over  which  many 
a  care  had  been  forgotten,  many  a  fond  praj^er  thought,  if  not 
uttered.  Poor  little  Rosey  !  she  felt  the  grief  very  keenly  ; 
but  she  rallied  from  it  very  soon.  In  a  very  few  montlis  her 
•cheeks  were  blooming  and  dimpling  with  smiles  again,  and 
she  was  telling  us  how  her  party  was  an  omnium  gatherum. 

The  Campaigner  had  ere  this  returned  to  the  scene  of  her 
Northern  exploits,  not,  I  believe,  entirely  of  the  worthy 
woman's  own  free  will.  Assuming  the  command  of  the  house- 
hold, while  her  daughter  kept  her  sofa,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  had 
set  that  establisliment  into  uproar  and  mutiny.  She  had 
offended  the  butler,  outraged  the  housekeeper,  wounded  the 
sensibilities  of  the  footmen,  insulted  the  doctor,  and  trampled 
on  the  inmost  corns  of  the  nurse.  It  was  surprising  what  a 
change  a|)j)eare(l  in  tlie  (/ampaigner's  conduct,  and  how  little, 
in  former  days.  Colonel  Newcomc  had  known  lier.  What 
the  Emperor  Na{)ol('on  I  said  r(?specting  our  Russian 
enemies  might  b(!  applied  to  this  la<ly — (iratt(>z  la,  and  she 
appeared  a  'J'artar.  (livi;  and  his  father  had  a  little  comfort 
and  conversation  in  conspiring  against  her.  The  old  man 
never  dariul  to  try,  but  was  j)l('as(Ml  with  the  younger's  spirit 
and  gallant  ry  in  the  scrips  of  liiial  ac^tions,  which,  conimeiicing 
over  ])oor  little  liosey's  ))rostrate  body  in  the  dr(»ssing  room, 
were  continued  in  tlie  drawing  room,  resumed  with  terrible 
vigor  on  tlu;  enemy's  part  in  1Im»  dining  room,  and  (Mided,  to 
th(!  triumph  of  the  whole  estahlishmi'nt ,  at  the  outside  of  the 
hall  door. 

When  the  routed  Tartar  force  had  lied  back  to  its  native 
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North  Rosey  made  a  confession,  which  Clive  told  me  after- 
ward, bursting  with  bitter  laughter.  *  You  and  papa  seem  to 
be  very  much  agitated,'  she  said.  (Rosey  called  the  Colonel 
papa  in  the  absence  of  the  Campaigner.)  *  I  do  not  mind  it  a 
bit,  except  just  at  first,  when  it  made  me  a  little  nervous. 
Mamma  used  always  to  be  so  ;  she  used  to  scold  and  scold  all 
day,  both  me  and  Josey,  in  Scotland  till  grandmamma  sent 
her  away  ;  and  then  in  Fitzroy  Square,  and  then  in  Brussels 
she  used  to  box  my  ears  and  go  into  such  tantrums  ;  and  I 
think,'  adds  Rosey,  with  one  of  her  sweetest  smiles,  '  she  had 
quarreled  with  Uncle  James  before  she  came  to  us.' 

*  She  used  to  box  Rosey's  ears,'  roars  out  poor  Clive,  *  and 
go  into  such  tantrums  in  Fitzro}'"  Square  and  Brussels  after- 
ward, and  the  pair  would  come  down  with  their  arms  round 
each  other's  waists,  smirking  and  smiling  as  if  they  had  done 
nothing  but  kiss  each  other  all  their  mortal  lives  !  This  is 
what  we  know  about  women — this  is  what  we  get,  and  find 
years  afterward,  when  we  think  we  have  married  a  smiling, 
artless  young  creature  !  Are  you  all  such  hypocrites,  Mrs. 
Pendennis? '  and  he  pulled  his  mustaches  in  his  wrath. 

*  Poor  Clive,'  says  Laura  very  kindly.  *  You  would  not 
have  had  her  tell  tales  of  her  mother,  would  you  ?' 

*  Oh,  of  course  not,'  breaks  out  Clive  ;  'that  is  what  you  all 
say,  and  so  you  are  hypocrites  out  of  sheer  virtue.' 

It  was  the  first  time  Laura  had  called  him  Clive  for  many  a 
day.  She  was  becoming  reconciled  to  him.  We  had  our  own 
opinion  about  the  young  fellow's  marriage. 

And,  to  sum  up  all,  upon  a  casual  rencounter  with  the  young 
gentleman  in  question,  whom  we  saw  descending  from  a  han- 
som at  the  steps  of  the  Flag,  Pall  Mall,  I  opined  that  dark 
thoughts  of  Hoby  had  entered  into  Newcome's  mind.  Othello- 
like he  scowled  after  that  unconscious  Cassio  as  the  other 
passed  into  the  club  in  his  lacquered  boots. 

CHAPTER  LXIV. 

ABSIT  OMEN. 

At  the  first  of  the  Black  wall  festivals  Hobson  Newcome 
was  present,  in  spite  of  the  quarrel  which  had  taken  place 
between  his  elder  brother  and  the  chief  of  the  firm  of  Hobson 
Brothers  &  Newcome.  But  it  was  the  individual  Barnes  and 
the  individual  Thomas  who  had  had  a  dilference  together  ; 
the  Bundelcund  Bank  was  not  at  variance  with  its  chief  house 
of  commission  in  London  ;  no  man  drank  prosperity  to  the 
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B.  B.  C.  upon  occasion  of  this  festival  with  greater  fervor 
than  Hobson  Newcome,  and  the  manner  in  which  he  just 
slightly  alluded,  in  his  own  little  speech  of  thanks,  to  the 
notorious  differences  between  Colonel  Newcome  and  his 
nephew,  praying  that  these  might  cease  some  day,  and  mean- 
while that  the  confidence  between  the  great  Indian  establish- 
ment and  its  London  agents  might  never  diminish,  was  appre- 
ciated and  admired  by  six-and-thirty  gentlemen,  all  brimful 
of  claret  and  enthusiasm,  and  in  that  happy  state  of  mind  in 
which  men  appreciate  and  admire  everything. 

At  the  second  dinner,  when  the  testimonial  was  presented, 
Hobson  was  not  present.  Nor  did  his  name  figure  among 
those  engraven  on  the  trunk  of  Mrs.  Newcome's  allegorical 
silver  cocoanut  tree.  As  we  traveled  homeward  in  the  omni- 
bus Fred  Bayham  noticed  the  circumstance  to  me.  '  I  have 
looked  over  the  list  of  names,'  says  he,  '  not  merely  that  on 
the  trunk,  sir,  but  the  printed  list;  it  was  rolled  up  and  placed 
in  one  of  the  nests  on  the  top  of  the  tree.  Why  is  Hobson's 
name  not  there  ?    Ha  !  it  mislikes  me,  Pendennis.' 

F.  B.,  who  was  now  very  great  about  City  affairs,  discoursed 
about  stocks  and  companies  with  immense  learning,  and 
gave  me  to  understand  that  he  had  transacted  one  or  two 
little  operations  in  Capel  Court  on  his  own  account,  with 
great  present,  and  still  larger  prospective  advantages  to  him- 
self. It  is  a  fact  that  Mr.  Ridley  was  paid,  and  that  F.  B.'s 
costume,  though  still  eccentric,  was  comfortable,  cleanly,  and 
variegated.  He  occupied  the  apartments  once  tenanted  by 
the  amiable  Honeyman.  He  lived  in  ease  and  comfort  there. 
*  You  don't  suppose,'  says  lie,  '  tliat  the  wretched  stipend  I 
draw  from  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  enables  me  to  maintuiii  this 
kind  of  thing  ?  F.  B.,  sir,  lias  a  station  in  the  world  ;  F.  B. 
moves  among  moneyers  and  C/ity  nobs,  and  eats  kibobs  with 
wealthy  nabobs.  He  may  marry,  sir,  and  settle  in  life.'  Wo 
cordially  wished  every  worldly  prosperity  to  the  brave  F.  B, 

Happening  to  descry  him  one  day  in  the  park,  I  remarked 
that  his  countenance  won^  an  ominous  and  tragit^  appearance, 
which  seemed  to  deepen  as  lu;  ncared  me,  I  thought  he  had 
been  toying  affably  with  a  nursery  maid  tlie  moment  before, 
who  stood  with  some  of  her  little  (charges  watching  tiie  yachts 
upon  the  Serpentine.  Ilowheit,  espying  my  approach,  l'\  l>. 
strode  away  from  the  maiden  and  her  innocent  <'t»mp;inions, 
and  advanced  to  greet  his  old  ac(piaintaiu'e,  enveloping  hia 
face  with  sha<les  of  funereal  gloom. 

*  Yon  Wi're  the  ehihln  n  of  my  good  frientl  Colonel   !Iu«  k:i. 
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back  of  the  Bomba}^  Marines  !  Alas  !  unconscious  of  tbeir 
doom,  the  little  infants  play.  I  was  watching  them  at  their 
sports.  There  is  a  pleasing  young  woman  in  attendance  upon 
the  poor  children.  They  were  sailing  their  little  boats  upon 
the  Serpentine — racing  and  laughing  and  making  meriy  ;  and 
as  I  looked  on  Master  Hastings  Huckaback's  boat  went  down! 
Absit  omen,  Pendennis  !  I  was  moved  by  the  circumstance. 
F.  B.  hopes  that  the  child's  father's  argosy  may  not  meet  with 
shipwreck  ! '  ,  . 

'  You  mean  the  little  yellow-faced  man  whom  we  met  at 
Colonel  Newcome's  ? '  says  Mr.  Pendennis. 

*  I  do,  sir,'  growled  F.  B.  *  You  know  that  he  is  a  brother 
director  with  our  Colonel  in  the  Bundelcund  Bank  ? ' 

'  Gracious  Heavens  ! '  I  cried  in  sincere  anxiety,  *  nothing 
has  happened,  I  hope,  to  the  Bundelcund  Bank  ?  ' 

'  No,'  answers  the  other,  '  nothing  has  happened  ;  the  good 
ship  is  safe,  sir,  as  yet.  But  she  has  narrowly  escaped  a  great 
danger.  Pendennis,'  cries  F.  B.,  gripping  my  arm  with  great 
energy,  Hhere  was  a  traitor  in  her  crew — she  has  weathered 
the  storm  nobly — who  would  have  sent  lier  on  the  rocks,  sir, 
who  would  have  scuttled  her  at  midnight.' 

'Pray  drop  your  nautical  metaphors,  and  tell  me  what  you 
mean,'  cries  F.  B.'s  companion,  and  Bayham  continued  his 
narration. 

'  Were  you  in  the  least  conversant  with  City  affairs,'  he 
said,  '  or  did  you  deign  to  visit  the  spot  where  mercliants 
mostly  congregate,  you  would  liave  heard  the  story,  wliich  was 
over  the  whole  City  yesterday,  and  spread  dismay  from  Thread- 
needle  Street  to  Leadenhall.  The  story  is  that  the  firm  of 
Hobson  Brothers  &  Newcome  yesterday  refused  acceptance  of 
thirty  thousand  pounds'  worth  of  bills  of  the  Bundelcund 
Banking  Company  of  India. 

'  The  news  came  like  a  thunderclap  upon  the  London 
Board  of  Directors,  who  had  received  no  notice  of  the  inten- 
tions of  Hobson  Brothers,  and  caused  a  dreadful  panic  among 
the  shareholders  of  the  concern.  The  board  room  was  besieged 
by  colonels  and  captains,  widows  and  orphans  ;  within  an  hour 
after  protest  the  bills  were  taken  up,  and  you  will  see  in  the 
City  article  of  the  Globe  this  very  evening  an  announcement 
that  henceforward  the  house  of  Baines  &  Jolly  of  Fog  Court 
will  meet  engagements  of  the  Bundelcund  Banking  Company 
of  India,  being  provided  with  ample  funds  to  do  honor  to  every 
possible  liability  of  that  company.  But  the  shares  fell,  sir,  in 
consequence  of  the  panic.    I  hope  they  will  rally.    I  trust  and 
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believe  they  will  rally.  For  our  good  Colonel's  sake,  and  that 
of  his  friends  ;  for  the  sake  of  tlie  innocent  children  sporting  by 
the  Serpentine  yonder. 

*  I  had  my  suspicions  when  they  gave  that  testimonial,'  said 
F.  B.  'In  my  experience  of  life,  sir,  I  always  feel  rather  shy 
about  testimonials,  and  when  a  party  gets  one,  somehow  look 
out  to  hear  of  his  smashing  the  next  month.  Ahsit  omen  !  I  will 
say  again.    I  like  not  the  going  down  of  yonder  little  yacht.' 

The  Globe  sure  enough  contained  a  paragraph  that  evening 
announcing  the  occurrence  which  Mr.  Bayham  had  described, 
and  the  temporary  panic  which  it  had  occasioned,  and  con- 
taining an  advertisement  stating  that  Messrs.  Baines  &  Jolly 
would  henceforth  act  as  agents  of  the  Indian  Company.  Legal 
proceedings  were  presently  threatened  by  the  solicitors  of  the 
Company  against  the  banking  firm  which  had  caused  so  much 
mischief.  Mr.  Hobson  Newcome  was  absent  abroad  when  the 
circumstance  took  place,  and  it  was  known  that  the  protest  of 
the  bills  was  solely  attributable  to  his  nephew  and  partner. 
But  after  the  break  between  the  two  firms  there  was  a  rupture 
between  Hobson's  family  and  Colonel  Newcome.  The  exas- 
perated Colonel  vowed  that  his  brother  and  his  nephew  were 
traitors  alike,  and  would  have  no  further  dealings  with  one  or 
the  other.  Even  poor  innocent  Sam  Newcome,  coming  up  to 
London  from  Oxford,  where  he  had  been  plucked,  and  offering 
a  hand  to  Clive,  was  frowned  away  by  our  Colonel,  who  spoke 
in  terms  of  great  displeasure  to  his  son  for  taking  the  least 
notice  of  the  young  traitor. 

Our  Colonel  wasclianged — changed  in  his  heart,  clianged  in 
his  whole  demeanor  toward  the  world,  and  above  all  toward 
Ills  son,  for  whom  he  had  made  so  many  kind  sacrifices  in  iiia 
old  days.  We  have  said  how,  ever  since  (Mive's  iiiarriaLje,  a  tacit 
strife  had  been  growing  up  between  fatlierand  sou.  The  hoy's 
evident  unhaf)pin('SH  was  like  a  reproacli  to  his  father.  His 
very  silence  angered  the  old  man.  His  want  of  (iontidence 
daily  chafed  and  aiinoycil  him.  Al  the  head  <»ral:irgi'  fortune, 
which  he  rightly  j)ersiste<l  in  spending,  he  felt  iingry  with  him- 
self because  lie  coiild  not  enjoy  it,  angry  wit li  liis  son,  who 
should  have  helped  him  in  the  ad  in  in  ist  rat  ion  of  his  new  estate, 
and  wlio  was  l>iil  a  list  less,  useless  nu'inber  (►f  the  little  eonlVtl- 
eracy,  a  living  jtrotest  against  all  the  schemes  of  t  he  good  nian's 
past  life.  The  catastrophe  in  tlu?  City  again  Inought  father 
and  son  together  somewhat,  and  the  vindi<'t  i veness  of  both  was 
roused  by  liarnes'  treason.  Time  was  when  the  Colone  l  hin\- 
self  would  have  viewed  his  kinsman  more  charitably,  but  fato 
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and  circumstance  had  angered  that  originally  friendly  and  gen- 
tle disposition  ;  hate  and  suspicion  had  mastered  him,  and  if  it 
cannot  be  said  that  his  new  life  had  changed  him,  at  least  it 
had  brought  out  faults  for  which  there  had  hitherto  been  no 
occasion,  and  qualities  latent  before.  Do  we  know  ourselves, 
or  what  good  or  evil  circumstance  may  bring  from  us  ?  Did 
Cain  know,  as  he  and  his  younger  brother  played  round  their 
mother's  knee,  that  the  little  hand  which  caressed  Abel  should 
one  day  grow  larger  and  seize  a  brand  to  slay  him  ?  Thrice  for- 
tunate he  to  whom  circumstance  is  made  easy,  whom  fate  visits 
with  gentle  trial,  and  kindly  Heaven  keeps  out  of  temptation. 

In  the  stage  which  the  family  feud  now  reached,  and  which 
the  biographer  of  the  Newcomes  is  bound  to  describe,  there  is 
one  gentle  moralist  who  gives  her  sentence  decidedly  against 
Clive's  father  ;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  a  rough  philosopher 
^nd  friend  of  mine,  whose  opinions  used  to  have  some  weight 
with  me,  stoutly  declares  that  they  were  right.  *  War  and 
justice  are  good  things,'  says  George  Warrington,  rattling  his 
olenched  fist  on  the  table.  '  I  maintain  them,  and  the  common 
sense  of  the  world  maintains  them,  against  the  preaching  of  all 
the  Honeymans  that  ever  puled  from  the  pulpit.  I  have  not 
the  least  objection  in  life  to  a  rogue  being  hung.  When  a 
scoundrel  is  whipped  I  am  pleased,  and  say  serve  him  right. 
If  any  gentleman  will  horsewhip  Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  Baronet, 
I  shall  not  be  shocked,  but,  on  the  contrary,  go  home  and  order 
an  extra  mutton  chop  for  dinner.' 

'Ah  !  revenge  is  wrong.  Pen,'  pleads  the  other  counselor. 
*  Let  alone  that  the  wisest  and  best  of  all  judges  has  condemned 
it.  It  blackens  the  hearts  of  men.  It  distorts  their  views  of 
right.  It  sets  them  to  devise  evil.  It  causes  them  to  think 
unjustly  of  others.  It  is  not  the  noblest  return  for  injury,  not 
even  the  bravest  way  of  meeting  it.  The  greatest  courage  is 
to  bear  persecution,  not  to  answer  when  you  are  reviled,  and 
when  a  wrong  has  been  done  you  to  forgive.  I  am  sorry  for 
wliatyou  call  the  Colonel's  triumph  and  his  enemy's  humiliation. 
Let  Barnes  be  as  odious  as  you  will,  he  ought  never  to  have 
humiliated  Ethel's  brother  ;  but  he  is  weak.  Other  gentlemen 
as  well  are  weak,  Mr.  Pen,  although  you  are  so  much  cleverer 
than  women.  I  have  no  patience  with  the  Colonel,  and  I  beg 
you  to  tell  him,  whether  he  asks  you  or  not,  that  he  has  lost  my 
good  graces,  and  that  I  for  one  will  not  huzzah  at  what  his 
friends  and  flatterers  call  his  triumphs,  and  that  I  don't  think 
in  this  instance  he  has  acted  like  the  dear  Colonel,  and  the  good 
Colonel,  and  the  good  Christian,  that  I  once  thought  him." 
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We  must  now  tell  what  the  Colonel  and  Clive  have  been 
doing,  and  what  caused  two  such  different  opinions  respecting 
their  conduct  from  the  two  critics  just  named.  The  refusal  of 
the  London  banking  house  to  accept  the  bills  of  the  great  In- 
dian Company  of  course  affected  very  much  the  credit  of  that 
Company  in  this  country.  Sedative  announcements  were  issued 
by  the  Directors  in  London ;  brilliant  accounts  of  the  Company's 
affairs  abroad  were  published  ;  proof  incontrovertible  was  given 
that  the  B.  B.  C.  was  never  in  so  flourishing  a  state  as  at  that 
time  when  Hobson  Brothers  had  refused  its  drafts  ;  but  there 
could  be  no  question  that  the  Company  had  received  a  severe 
wound  and  was  deeply  if  not  vitally  injured  by  the  conduct 
of  the  London  firm. 

The  propensity  to  sell  out  became  quite  epidemic  among 
the  shareholders.  Everybody  was  anxious  to  realize.  Why, 
out  of  the  thirty  names  inscribed  on  poor  Mrs.  Clive's  cocoa- 
nut  tree  no  less  than  twenty  deserters  might  be  mentioned,  or 
at  least  who  would  desert  could  they  find  an  opportunity  of 
doing  so  with  arms  and  baggage.  Wrathfully  the  good  Colo- 
nel scratched  the  names  of  those  faithless  ones  out  of  his 
daughter's  visiting-book  ;  haughtily  he  met  them  in  the  street  ; 
to  desert  the  B.  B.  C.  at  the  hour  of  peril  was,  in  his  idea,  like 
applying  for  leave  of  absence  on  the  eve  of  an  action.  lie  would 
not  see  that  tlie  question  was  not  one  of  sentiment  at  all,  but 
of  cliances  and  arithmetic  ;  he  would  not  liear  with  patience  of 
men  quitting  the  ship,  as  he  called  it.  '  They  may  go  sir,'  says 
he,  '  but  let  them  never  more  be  officers  of  mine.'  With  scorn 
and  indignation  he  paid  off  one  or  two  timid  friends,  who  were 
anxious  to  fly,  and  purchased  their  shares  out  of  his  own  pocket. 
But  his  purse  was  not  long  enough  for  this  kind  of  amusement. 
What  monciy  he  had  was  invested  in  the  Company  already,  and 
Ins  name  further  pledged  lor  meeting  the  oiigagements  from 
which  their  late  J^ondon  bankers  had  witlidrawn. 

Those  gentlemen,  in  the  meanwhile,  spoke  of  their  differ- 
ences with  th(!  Indian  W.iuk  as  quite  natural,  and  hniLrhi'd  at 
the  absurd  (rhargcs  of  jxTsonal  hostility  which  jxjor  'I'lionias 
Newconu;  publicly  preferred.  '  1  fere  is  a  hot-headed  old  Indian 
dnigoon,*  Hays  Sir  Harnes,  '  who  knows  no  more  about  Imsi- 
ne.ss  than  I  do  ai)out,  (cavalry  tacti(rs  or  II indostaiuM'  ;  who  gets 
into  a  partnership  along  with  other  dragoons  and  In«linn  wise- 
acreH,\v  ith  some  uncommonly  wily  old  native  practitioners;  and 
they  pay  gre.it  <lividends,  :ind  they  set  u|)  a  bank.  Of  conrse 
we  will  do  these  people's  business  as  long  as  we  are  covere<l, 
'jut  I  have  already  told  tlieir  manager  that  we  would  run  na 
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risk  whatever,  and  close  the  account  the  very  moment  it  did 
not  suit  us  to  keep  it  ;  and  so  we  parted  company  six  weeks  ago, 
since  when  there  has  been  a  panic  in  the  Company — a  panic 
which  has  been  increased  by  Colonel  Newcome's  absurd  swag- 
ger and  folly.  He  says  I  am  his  enemy  ;  enemy  indeed  !  So 
I  am  in  private  life,  but  what  has  that  to  do  with  business? 
In  business,  begad,  there  are  no  friends  and  no  enemies  at  all. 
I  leave  all  my  sentiment  on  the  other  side  of  Temple  Bar.' 

So  Thomas  Newcome,  and  Clive  the  son  of  Thomas,  had 
wrath  in  their  hearts  against  Barnes,  their  kinsman,  and 
desired  to  be  revenged  upon  him,  and  were  eager  after  his 
undoing,  and  longed  for  an  opportunity  when  they  might 
meet  him  and  overcome  him  and  put  him  to  shame. 

When  men  are  in  this  frame  of  mind,  a  certain  personage 
is  said  always  to  be  at  hand  to  help  tbem  and  give  them  occa- 
sion for  indulging  in  their  pretty  little  passion.  What  is  sheer 
hate  seems  to  the  individual  entertaining  the  sentiment  so  like 
indignant  virtue  that  he  often  indulges  in  the  propensity  to  the 
full,  nay  lauds  himself  for  the  exercise  of  it.  I  am  sure  if 
Thomas  Newcome,  in  his  present  desire  for  retaliation  against 
Barnes,  had  known  the  real  nature  of  his  sentiments  toward 
that  worthy,  his  conduct  would  have  been  different,  and  we 
should  have  heard  of  no  such  active  hostilities  as  ensued. 

CHAPTER  LXV. 

IN  WHICH  MRS.  CLIVE  COMES  INTO  HER  FORTUNE. 

In  speaking  of  the  affairs  of  the  B.  B.  C,  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come  always  took  care  to  maintain  his  candid  surprise  relating 
to  the  proceedings  of  that  Company.  He  set  about  evil  reports 
against  it !  He  endeavor  to  do  it  wrong — absurd  !  If  a 
friend  were  to  ask  him  (and  it  was  quite  curious  what  a  number 
did  manage  to  ask  him)  whether  he  thought  the  Company  was 
an  advantageous  investment,  of  course  he  would  give  an 
answer.  He  could  not  say  conscientiously  he  thought  so — 
never  once  had  said  so — in  the  time  of  their  connection,  which 
had  been  formed  solely  with  a  view  of  obliging  his  amiable 
uncle.  It  was  a  quarrelsome  Company  ;  a  dragoon  Company, 
a  Company  of  gentlemen  accustomed  to  gunpowder,  and  fed 
on  mulligatawny.  He,  forsooth,  be  hostile  to  it !  There  were 
some  Companies  that  required  no  enemies  at  all,  and  would  be 
pretty  sure  to  go  to  the  deuce  their  own  way. 

Thus,  and  with  this  amiable  candor,  spake  Barnes,  about  a 
commercial  speculation,  the  merits  of  which  he  had  a  right  to 
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canvass  as  well  as  any  other  citizen.  As  for  Uncle  Ilobson, 
Lis  conduct  was  characterized  by  a  tinaidity  which  one  would 
scarcely  have  expected  from  a  gentleman  of  his  florid,  jolly 
countenance,  active  habits,  and  generally  manly  demeanor. 
He  kept  away  from  the  cocoanut  feast,  as  we  have  seen  ;  he 
protested  privily  to  the  Colonel  that  his  private  good  will  con- 
tinued undiminished  ;  but  he  was  deeply  grieved  at  the  B.  B. 
C.  affair,  which  took  place  while  he  was  on  tlie  Continent — 
confound  the  Continent,  but  ray  wife  would  go — and  wliich  was 
entirely  without  his  cognizance.  The  Colonel  received  his. 
brother's  excuses,  first  with  awful  bows  and  ceremony,  and 
finally  with  laughter.  '  My  good  Hobson,'  said  he,  with  tlie 
most  insufferable  kindness, '  of  course  you  intend  to  be  friendly; 
of  course  the  affair  was  done  without  your  knowledge.  We 
understand  that  sort  of  thing.  London  bankers  have  no  hearts 
— for  these  last  fifty  years  past  that  I  have  known  you  and  your 
brother,  and  my  amiable  nephew,  the  present  commanding- 
officer,  has  there  been  anything  in  your  conduct  that  has  led 
me  to  suppose  you  had  ? '  and  herewith  Colonel  Newcome 
burst  out  into  a  laugh.  It  was  not  a  pleasant  laugh  to  hear. 
Worthy  Hobson  took  his  hat  and  walked  away,  brushing  it 
round  and  round,  and  looking  very  confused.  The  Colonel 
strode  after  him  downstaiis,  and  made  him  an  awful  bow  at 
the  hall  door.  Never  again  did  Hobson  Newcome  set  foot  in 
that  Tyburnian  mansion. 

During  the  whole  of  that  season  of  the  testimonial  the 
cocoanut  figured  in  an  extraordinary  number  of  banquets. 
The  Colonel's  lioH{)itaiities  were  more  profuse  than  ever,  and 
Mrs.  Clive's  toilets  more  brilliant.  Clive,  in  his  confidential 
conversations  with  his  fri(!n<ls,  was  very  dismal  and  gloomy. 
Wiien  I  asked  City  news  of  our  well-informed  friend  F,  1>.,  I 
am  sorry  to  sa}'^  his  countenance  be(^;llne  funereal.  The  B.  1>. 
C.  shares,  wiiich  had  been  at  an  immense  premium  twelve 
months  since,  were  now  shjwly  falling,  falling. 

*I  wish,'  said  Mr.  Sherrielc  to  nie,  'tlie  Colonel  would  realiz(» 
even  now,  like  that  Mr.  iiatray  who  has  just  conie  out  of  the 
ship,  and  brought  a  hundred  thousand  pounds  with  him.' 

*  Come  out  of  the  ship  !  V(MI  little  know  the  Coloiud,  INIi'. 
Sherri(d<,  if  you  think  lir  will  evci-  do  that.' 

Mr.  Rat  ray,  thoiJgli  hf  I'ct iifiicd  to  Murojie,  gave  tlu>  most, 
cluHfring  ae(M)inilM  of  the  li.  I».  ( '.  It  was  in  tht'  n>ost  llourishing 
Rtate.  Shares  sun'  to  get  up  again.  He  had  soM  out  entirely 
on  account  of  iiis  liver.     Must  corn*'  home  -tlu'  d»)etor  paid  so. 

SotJie  montliH  afterward,  anotiier  direcitor,  ISIr,  Hedges,  eanut 
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home.  Both  of  these  gentlemen,  as  we  know,  entertained  the 
fashionable  world,  got  seats  in  Parliament,  purchased  pZaces 
in  the  country,  and  were  greatly  respected.  Mr.  Hedges  came 
out,  but  his  wealthy  partner,  Mr.  McGaspey,  entered  into  the 
B.  B.  C.  The  entry  of  Mr.  McGaspey  into  the  affairs  of  the 
Company  did  not  seem  to  produce  very  great  excitement  in 
England.  The  shares  slowly  fell.  However,  there  was  a  pro- 
digious indigo  crop.  The  London  manager  was  in  perfect 
good-humor.  In  spite  of  this  and  that,  of  defections,  of 
unpleasan tries,  of  unfavorable  whispers,  and  doubtful  friends — 
Thomas  Newcome  kept  his  head  high,  and  his  face  was  always 
kind  and  smiling,  except  when  certain  family  enemies  were 
mentioned,  and  he  frowned  like  Jove  in  anger. 

We  have  seen  how  ver}'^  fond  little  Rosey  was  of  her  mamma, 
of  her  uncle,  James  Binnie,  and  now  of  her  papa,  as  she  affec- 
tionately stj'led  Thomas  Newcome.  This  affection,  I  am  sure, 
the  two  gentlemen  returned  with  all  their  hearts,  and  but  that 
they  were  much  too  generous  and  simple-minded  to  entertain 
such  a  feeling,  it  may  be  wondered  that  the  two  good  old 
boys  were  not  a  little  jealous  of  one  another.  Howbeit  it  does 
not  appear  that  they  entertained  such  a  feeling  ;  at  least  it 
never  interrupted  the  kindly  friendship  between  them,  and 
Olive  was  regarded  in  the  light  of  a  son  by  both  of  them,  and 
each  contented  himself  with  his  moiety  of  the  smiling  little 
girl's  affection. 

As  long  as  they  were  with  her,  the  truth  is  little  Mrs.  Clive 
was  very  fond  of  people,  very  docile,  obedient,  easily  pleased, 
brisk,  kind,  and  good-humored.  She  charmed  her  two  old 
friends  with  little  songs,  little  smiles,  little  kind  offices,  little 
caresses  ;  and  having  administered  Thomas  Newcome's  cigar 
to  him  in  the  daintiest,  prettiest  way  she  would  trip  off  to  drive 
with  James  Binnie,  or  sit  at  his  dinner,  if  he  was  indisposed, 
and  be  as  gay,  neat-handed,  watchful,  and  attentive  a  child  as 
any  old  gentleman  could  desire. 

She  did  not  seem  to  be  very  sorry  to  part  with  mamma,  a 
want  of  feeling  which  that  lady  bitterly  deplored  in  her  subse- 
quent conversation  with  her  friends  about  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome. 
Possibly  there  were  reasons  why  Rosey  should  not  be  very 
much  vexed  at  quitting  mamma ;  but  surely  she  might  have 
dropped  a  little  tear  as  she  took  leave  of  kind,  good  old  James 
Binnie.  Not  she.  The  gentleman's  voice  faltered,  but  hers 
did  not  in  the  least.  She  kissed  him  on  the  face,  all  smiles, 
and  blushes,  and  happiness ;  tripped  into  the  railway  carriage 
with  her  husband  and  father-in-law  at  Brussels,  leaving  the 
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poor  old  uncle  very  sad.  Our  women  said,  I  know  not  why, 
that  little  Rosey  had  no  heart  at  all.  Women  are  accustomed 
to  give  such  opinions  respecting  the  wives  of  their  newly  mar- 
ried friends.  I  am  bound  to  add  (and  I  do  so  during  Mr. 
Clive  Newcome's  absence  from  England,  otherwise  I  should 
not  like  to  venture  upon  the  statement)  that  some  men  con- 
cur with  the  ladies'  opinion  of  Mrs.  Clive.  For  instance,  Cap- 
tains Goby  and  Hoby  declare  that  her  treatment  of  the  latter, 
her  encouragement  and  desertion  of  him  when  Clive  made  his 
proposals^  were  shameful. 

At  this  time  Rosey  was  in  a  pupillary  state.  A  good, 
obedient  little  girl,  her  duty  was  to  obey  the  wishes  of  her  dear 
mamma.  How  show  her  sense  of  virtue  and  obedience  better 
than  by  promptly  and  cheerfully  obejnng  mamma,  and,  at  the 
orders  of  that  experienced  Campaigner,  giving  up  Bobby 
Hoby,  and  going  to  England  to  a  fine  house,  to  be  presented 
at  Court,  to  have  all  sorts  of  pleasure  with  a  handsome  young 
husband  and  a  kind  father-in-law  by  her  side  ?  No  wonder 
Rosey  was  not  in  a  very  active  state  of  grief  at  parting  from 
Uncle  James.  He  strove  to  console  himself  with  these  consider- 
ations when  he  had  returned  to  the  empty  house,  where  she  had 
danced,  and  smiled,  and  warbled  ;  and  he  looked  at  the  chair 
she  sat  in  ;  and  at  the  great  mirror  which  had  so  often  retlected 
her  fresh  pretty  face — the  great  callous  mirror,  wiiich  now 
only  framed  upon  its  shining  sheet  the  turban,  and  (he  ring- 
lets, and  the  plump  person,  and  the  resolute  smile  of  the  old 
Campaigner. 

After  that  parting  witli  her  uncle  at  the  Brussels  railway, 
Rosey  never  again  beheld  him.  He  passed  into  the  Cam- 
I)aigner's  keeping,  from  wiiich  alone  he  was  rescui'd  by  the 
summons  of  pallid  death.  He  met  the  summons  like  a  phi- 
losopher ;  rejected  rather  testily  all  the  njoi  tnary  consolations 
wiiich  his  n('|)hew-in-l:i\v,  Josey's  husiiand,  tlionght  proper  to 
bring  to  his  biidside  ;  and  uttered  o|)inions  which  scandalized 
tliat  divine.  IJnl,  as  he  left  Mrs.  IM'Craw  only  live  hundred 
pounds,  tliri(H'  that  snin  to  his  sister,  an<l  the  rcniaindt'r  of  his 
property  to  his  beloved  niece,  Rosa  .Macki'ii/.ie,  now  Ki>sa 
Vew(X)me,  let  us  trust  that  Dr.  M'Craw,  hurt  and  angry  at 
the  ill-f.'ivor  shown  to  his  wife,  his  third  young  wife,  his  best 
beloved  Josey,  at  tiie  impatience  witli  which  t lie  deceasiil  had 
always  received  iiis,  Dr.  .M'( 'raw's  own  sermons — let  us  hope, 
I  say,  that  the  reverend  gentleman  was  mistaken  in  his  views 
resjM'cting  j>resenl  position  of  INIr.  James  Hinnie's  soul  ; 
and  that  Heaven  may  have  some  ri'gions  yet  ai  <  r^sil.K'  to 
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James  which  Dr.  M'Craw's  intellect  had  not  yet  explored. 
Look,  gentlemen  !  Does  a  week  pass  without  the  announce- 
ment of  the  discovery  of  a  new  comet  in  the  sky,  a  new  star 
in  the  heaven,  twinkling  dimly  out  of  a  yet  farther  distance, 
and  only  now  becoming  visible  to  human  ken  though  existent 
forever  and  ever  ?  So  let  us  hope  divine  truths  may  be  shin- 
ing, and  regions  of  light  and  love  extant,  which  Geneva 
glasses  cannot  yet  perceive,  and  are  beyond  the  focus  of 
Roman  telescopes. 

I  think  Clive  and  the  Colonel  were  more  affected  by  the 
news  of  James'  death  than  Rosey,  concerning  whose  won- 
derful strength  of  mind  good  Thomas  Newcome  discoursed  to 
ray  Laura  and  me,  when,  fancying  that  my  friend's  wife 
needed  comfort  and  consolation,  Mrs.  Pendennis  went  to  visit 
her.  *0f  course  we  shall  have  no  more  parties  this  year,' 
sighed  Rosey.  She  looked  very  pretty  in  her  black  dress. 
Clive,  in  his  hearty  way,  said  a  hundred  kind  feeling  things 
about  the  departed  friend.  Thomas  Newcome's  recollections 
of  him,  and  regret,  were  no  less  tender  and  sincere.  *  See,'  says 
he,  *  how  that  dear  child's  sense  of  duty  makes  her  hide  her 
feelings  !  Her  grief  is  most  deep,  but  she  wears  a  calm  counte- 
nance. I  see  her  looking  sad  in  private,  but  I  no  sooner  speak 
than  she  smiles.'  *I  think,'  said  Laura,  as  we  came  away, 
*  that  Colonel  Newcome  performs  all  the  courtship  part  of  the 
marriage,  and  Clive,  poor  Clive,  though  he  spoke  very  nobly 
and  generously  about  Mr.  Binnie,  I  am  sure  it  is  not  his  old 
friend's  death  merely  which  makes  him  so  unhappy.' 

Poor  Clive,  by  right  of  his  wife,  was  now  rich  Clive  ;  the 
little  lady  having  inherited  from  her  kind  relative  no  incon- 
siderable sum  of  money.  In  a  very  early  part  of  this  story, 
mention  has  been  made  of  a  small  sum  producing  one  hundred 
pounds  a  year,  which  Clive's  father  had  made  over  to  the  lad 
when  he  sent  him  from  India.  This  little  sum  Mr.  Clive  had 
settled  upon  his  wife  before  marriage,  being  indeed  all  he  had 
of  his  own  ;  for  the  famous  bank  shares  which  his  father  pre- 
sented to  him  were  only  made  over  formally  when  the  young 
man  came  to  London  after  his  marriage,  and  at  the  paternal 
request  and  order  appeared  as  a  most  inefficient  director  of  the 
B.  B.  C.  Now  Mrs.  Newcome,  of  her  own  inheritance,  pos- 
sessed not  only  B.  B.  C.  shares,  but  moneys  in  bank  and  shares 
in  East  India  Stock,  so  that  Clive  in  the  right  of  his  wife  had 
a  seat  in  the  assembly  of  East  India  shareholders,  and  a  voice 
in  the  election  of  directors  of  that  famous  company.  I  promise 
you  Mrs.  Clive  was  a  personage  of  no  little  importance.  She 
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carried  her  little  head  with  an  aplomb  and  gravity  which 
amused  some  of  us.  F.  B.  bent  his  most  respectfully  down 
before  her  ;  she  sent  him  on  messages,  and  deigned  to  ask  him 
to  dinner.  He  once  more  wore  a  cheerful  countenance  ;  the 
clouds  which  gathered  o'er  the  sun  of  Newcome  were  in  the 
bosom  of  the  ocean  buried,  Bayham  said,  by  James  Binnie's 
brilliant  behavior  to  his  niece. 

Clive  was  a  proprietor  of  East  India  Stock,  and  had  a  vote 
in  electing  the  directors  of  that  company  ;  and  who  so  fit  to  be 
a  director  of  its  affairs  as  Thomas  Newcome,  Esq.,  Companion 
of  the  Bath,  and  so  long  a  distinguished  officer  in  its  army  ? 
To  hold  this  position  of  director  used,  up  to  very  late  days, 
to  be  the  natural  ambition  of  many  East  Indian  gentlemen. 
Colonel  Nevvcome  had  often  thought  of  offering  himself  as  a 
candidate,  and  now  openly  placed  himself  on  the  lists,  and  pub- 
licly announced  his  intention.  His  interest  was  rather  power- 
ful through  the  Indian  bank,  of  which  he  was  a  director,  and 
many  of  the  shareholders  of  which  were  proprietors  of  the  East 
India  Company.  To  have  a  director  of  the  B.  B.  C.  also  a 
member  of  the  parliament  in  Leadenhall  Street,  would  natu- 
rally be  beneficial  to  the  former  institution.  Thomas  Newcome's 
prospectuses  were  issued  accordingly,  and  his  canvass  received 
with  tolerable  favoi-. 

Within  a  very  sliort  time  another  candidate  appeared  in  the 
field — a  retired  Bombay  lawyer,  of  considerable  repute  and 
large  means  ;  at  the  head  of  this  gentleman's  committee  ap- 
peared the  names  of  Tlobson  Brothers  &  Newcome,  very  formi- 
dable personages  at  the  East  India  irouse,with  whiclithe  bank  of 
IFobson  Hrotiiers  have  had  dealings  for  half  a  century  past,  and 
where  the  old  lady  who  founded  or  consolidated  that  family 
had  had  three  stars  before  lier  own  venerable  name,  which  had 
descended  upon  her  son  Sir  Brian  and  her  grandson  Sir  Barnes. 

War  was  thus  openly  declared  between  Thomas  Newcomo 
and  his  ne[)hew.  The  canvass  on  both  sides  was  very  hot  and 
eager.  Tlie  number  of  promises  was  ])retty  e(iu:il.  The  elec- 
tion was  not  to  come  off  3'et  lor  a  while  ;  lor  aspirants  to  tiie 
honorable  oflice  of  director  used  to  aimounce  their  wishes  years 
Itefoie  th(;y  could  Ix'  fuHlllcd,  :uid  returned  again  and  again  to 
the  (U)ntest  before  they  fin:illy  won  il.  Ilowbcit,  (lie  Coloiu^Ps 
j»msp(!Ct8  were  very  fair,  and  a  prodigious  indigo  crop  came 
to  favor  the  15.  B.  C/,  witii  tiu^  most  brilliant  report  froni  tho 
board  at  (^ahMitta.  'IMie  Hh.ircs,  still  soTMcwh.-it  sluggish,  rose 
again,  tlu^  ( \)loners  hopes  with  thern,  and  t  he  courage  of  gent  h^- 
inen  at  liome  who  luid  invested  their  money  in  the  transaction. 
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We  were  sitting  one  day  round  the  Colonel's  dinner  table  ; 
it  was  not  one  of  the  cocoanut-tree  days,  that  emblem  was 
locked  up  in  the  butler's  pantry,  and  only  beheld  the  lamps  on 
occasions  of  state.  It  was  a  snug  family  party  in  the  early  part 
of  the  year,  when  scarcely  anybody  was  in  town  ;  only  George 
Warrington,  and  F.  B.,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pendennis  ;  and,  the 
ladies  having  retired,  we  were  having  such  a  talk  as  we  used  to 
enjoy  in  quite  old  days,  before  marriages  and  cares  and  divi- 
sions had  separated  us. 

F.  B.  led  the  conversation.  The  Colonel  received  his  re- 
marks with  great  gravity,  and  thought  him  an  instructive  per- 
sonage. Others  considered  him  rather  as  amusing  than  instruct- 
ive, and  so  his  eloquence  was  generally  welcome.  The  can- 
vass for  the  directorship  was  talked  over.  The  improved  affairs 
of  a  certain  great  Banking  Company,  which  shall  be  nameless, 
bnt  one  which  F.  B.  would  take  the  likerty  to  state,  would,  in 
his  opinion,  unite  foi'ever  the  mother  country  to  our  great 
Indian  possessions  ;  the  prosperity  of  this  great  Company  was 
enthusiastically  drunk  by  Mr.  Bayham  in  some  of  the  very 
best  claret.  The  conduct  of  the  enemies  of  that  Company 
was  characterized  in  terms  of  bitter,  but  not  undeserved,  satire. 
F.  B.  rather  liked  to  air  his  oratory,  and  neglected  few  oppor- 
tunities for  making  speeches  after  dinner. 

The  Colonel  admired  his  voice  and  sentiments  not  the  less, 
perhaps,  because  the  latter  were  highly  laudatory  of  the  good 
man.  And  not  from  interest,  at  least,  as  far  as  he  himself  knew 
— not  from  any  mean  or  selfish  motives,  did  F.  B.  speak.  He 
called  Colonel  Newcome  his  friend,  his  benefactor  ;  kissed  the 
hem  of  his  garment;  he  wished  fervently  that  he  could  have 
been  the  Colonel's  son  ;  he  expressed  repeatedly  a  desire  that 
someone  would  speak  ill  of  the  Colonel,  so  that  he,  F.  B., 
might  have  the  opportunity  of  polishing  tliat  individual  off  in 
about  two  seconds.  He  revered  the  Colonel  with  all  his  heart  ; 
nor  is  any  gentleman  proof  altogether  against  this  constant 
regard  and  devotion  from  another. 

The  Colonel  used  to  wag  his  head  wisely,  and  say  Mr.  Bay- 
ham's  suggestions  were  often  exceedingly  valuable  ;  as  indeed 
the  fact  was,  though  his  conduct  was  no  more  of  a  piece  with 
his  opinions  than  those  of  some  other  folks  occasionally  are, 

*  Wliat  the  Colonel  ought  to  do,  sir,  to  help  him  in  the 
direction,'  says  F.  B.,  *  is  to  get  into  Parliament.  The  House 
of  Commons  would  aid  him  into  the  Court  of  Directors,  and  the 
Court  of  Directors  would  help  him  in  the  House  of  Commons.' 

*  Most  wisely  said,'  says  Warrington. 
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The  Colonel  declined.  '  I  have  long  had  the  House  of 
Commons  in  my  eye,'  he  said  ;  '  but  not  for  me,  I  wanted  my 
boy  to  go  there.  It  would  be  a  proud  day  for  me  if  I  could  see 
him  there.' 

*I  can't  speak,'  says  Clive,  from  his  end  of  the  table.  'I 
don't  understand  about  parties,  like  F.  B.  here.' 

'  I  believe  I  do  know  a  thing  or  two,'  Mr,  Bayham  here 
politely  interposes. 

*  And  politics  do  not  interest  me  in  the  least,'  Clive  sighs 
out,  drawing  pictures  with  liis  fork  on  his  napkin,  and  not 
lieeding  the  other's  interruption. 

'  I  wish  I  knew  what  would  interest  him,'  his  father  whis- 
pers to  me,  who  happened  to  be  at  his  side,  '  He  never  cares 
to  be  out  of  his  painting  room  ;  and  he  doesn't  seem  to  be  very 
happy  even  in  there.  I  wish  to  God,  Pen,  I  knew  what  had 
come  over  the  boy.'  I  thought  I  knew  ;  but  what  was  the 
use  of  telling,  now  there  was  no  remedy. 

'  A  dissolution  is  expected  every  day,'  continued  F.  B. 
'The  papers  are  full  of  it.  Ministers  cannot  go  on  with  this 
majority — cannot  possibly  go  on,  sir,  I  have  it  on  the  best 
authority  ;  and  men  who  are  anxious  about  their  seats  are 
writing  to  their  constituents,  or  are  subscribing  at  missionary 
meetings,  or  are  gone  down  to  lecturing  at  Athenaeums,  and 
that  sort  of  thing.' 

Here  Warrington  burst  out  into  a  laugliter  much  louder  than 
the  occasion  of  the  speech  of  F.  B.  seemed  to  warrant  ;  and 
the  Colonel,  turning  round  with  some  dignity,  asked  the  cause 
of  George's  amusement. 

'  What  do  you  think  your  darling,  Sir  Barnes  Newcome 
Newcome,  has  been  doing  during  the  recess  ?'  cries  Warring- 
ton. 'I  had  a  letter  from  my  liberal  and  punctual  employer, 
Thomas  Potts,  Escjuire,  of  the  N<  ircouic  Iiide}H  tuhut^  who 
states,  in  language  scarcely  respectable,  that  8ir  I  lames  New- 
come  Newcome  is  trying  to  come  the  religious  do<lge,  as  Mr. 
Potts  calls  it.  TI(!  profcHHcs  to  Ix*  stricken  down  by  grief  on 
account  of  late  faniil}'  eircumstaiices  ;  wears  black,  and  puts 
on  the  most  piteous  asnect,  and  asks  ministers  of  various 
denominations  to  tea  with  him  ;  and  the  last announcenienf  is 
the  most  stupendous  of  all.  Stop,  I  have  it  in  niv  great- 
coat,' AikI,  ringing  the  bell,  (leorgt' orders  a  serv.int  to  i)ring 
him  a  newspajxT  from  his  greatcoat  i)ocket.  'Here  it  is, 
actually  in  print,'  Warrington  continues,  and  reads  to  us  : 
***  Newcome  At  lieujeuin.  1,  f<M- the  benefit  of  the  N»'wroTn« 
Orphan  Children's  Home,  and  U,  for  the  benefit  of  the  New- 
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come  Soup  Association,  without  distinction  of  denomination. 
Sir  Barnes  Newcorae  Newcome,  Bart.,  proposes  to  give  two 
lectures,  on  Friday  the  23rd,  and  Friday  the  30th,  instant.  No. 
1,  The  Poetry  of  Childhood  :  Dr.  Watts,  Mrs.  Barbauld, 
Jane  Taylor.  No.  2,  The  Poetry  of  Womanhood  and  the 
Affections  :  Mrs.  Hemans,  L.  E.  L.  Threepence  will  be 
charged  at  the  doors,  which  will  go  to  the  use  of  the  above 
two  admirable  societies."  Potts  wants  me  to  go  down  and 
hear  him.  He  has  an  eye  to  business.  He  has  had  a  quarrel 
with  Sir  Barnes,  and  wants  me  to  go  down  and  hear  him,  and 
smash  him,  he  kindly  says.  Let  us  go  down,  Clive.  You 
shall  draw  your  cousin  as  you  have  drawn  his  villainous  little 
niug  a  hundred  times  before  ;  and  I  will  do  the  smashing  part, 
and  we  will  have  some  fun  out  of  the  transaction.' 

'  Besides,  Florae  will  be  in  the  country  ;  going  to  Rosebury 
is  a  journey  worth  the  taking,  I  can  tell  you  ;  and  we  have  old 
Mrs.  Mason  to  go  and  see,  who  sighs  after  you,  Colonel.  My 
wife  went  to  see  her,'  remarks  Mr.  Pendennis,  'and  ' 

'  And  Miss  Newcome,  I  know,'  says  the  Colonel. 

*  She  is  away  at  Brighton,  with  her  little  charges,  for  sea 
air.    My  wife  heard  from  her  to-day.' 

'  Oh,  indeed.  Mrs.  Pendennis  corresponds  with  her?'  says 
our  host,  darkling  under  his  eyebrows  ;  and,  at  this  moment, 
my  neighbor,  F.  B.,  is  kind  enough  to  scrunch  my  foot  under 
the  table  with  the  weight  of  his  heel,  as  much  as  to  warn  me, 
by  an  appeal  to  my  own  corns,  to  avoid  treading  on  so  deli- 
cate a  subject  in  that  house.  '  Yes,'  said  I,  in  spite,  perhaps 
in  consequence,  of  this  interruption.  *  My  wife  does  corre- 
spond with  Miss  Ethel,  who  is  a  noble  creature,  and  whom  those 
who  know  her  know  how  to  love  and  admire.  She  is  very 
much  changed  since  you  knew  her,  Colonel  Newcorae  ;  since 
the  misfortunes  in  Sir  Barnes'  family,  and  the  differences 
between  you  and  him.  Very  much  changed,  and  very  much 
improved.  Ask  my  wife  about  her,  who  knows  her  most  inti- 
mately and  hears  from  her  constantly.' 

'  Very  likely,  very  likely,'  cried  the  Colonel  hurriedly. 
*  I  hope  she  is  improved,  with  all  my  heart.  I  am  sure  there 
was  room  for  it.  Gentlemen,  shall  we  go  up  to  the  ladies  and 
liave  some  coffee  ?'  And  herewith  the  colloquy  ended,  and 
the  party  ascended  to  the  drawing  room. 

The  party  ascended  to  the  drawing  room,  where  no  doubt 
both  the  ladies  were  pleased  by  the  invasion  which  ended  their 
talk.  My  wife  and  the  Colonel  talked  apart,  and  I  saw  the 
latter  looking  gloomy,  and  the  former  pleading  very  eagerly, 
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and  using  a  great  deal  of  action,  as  the  little  hands  are  wont  to 
do,  when  the  mistress's  heart  is  very  much  moved.  I  was  sure 
slie  was  pleading  Ethel's  cause  with  her  uncle. 

So  indeed  she  was.  And  Mr.  George,  too,  knew  what  her 
thoughts  were.  *  Look  at  her  ! '  he  said  to  me.  '  Don't  you  see 
what  she  is  doing  ?  She  believes  in  that  girl  whom  you  all  said 
Clive  took  a  fancy  to  before  he  married  his  present  little  placid 
wife ;  a  nice  little  simple  creature,  who  is  worth  a  dozen  Ethels.' 

'  Simple  certainly,'  says  Mr.  P.,  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulder. 

*  A  simpleton  of  twenty  is  better  than  a  roue  of  twenty. 
It  is  better  not  to  have  thought  at  all,  than  to  have  thought 
such  things  as  must  go  through  a  girl's  mind  whose  life  is 
passed  in  jilting  and  being  jilted  ;  whose  eyes,  as  soon  as  they 
are  opened,  are  turned  to  the  main  chance,  and  are  taught  to 
leer  at  an  earl,  to  languish  at  a  marquis,  and  to  grow  blind 
before  a  commoner.  I  don't  know  about  fashionable  life. 
Heaven  help  us  !  (you  young  Brummell  !  I  see  the  reproach 
in  your  face  !)  Why,  sir,  it  absolutely  appears  to  me  as  if  this 
little  hop-o'-my-thumb  of  a  creature  has  begun  to  give  herself 
airs  since  her  marriage  and  her  carriage.  Do  you  know,  I 
rather  thought  she  patronized  me  ?  Are  all  women  spoiled  by 
their  contact  with  the  world,  and  their  bloom  rubbed  off  in  the 
market  ?  I  know  one  who  seems  to  nie  to  remain  pure  !  to  be 
sure  I  only  know  her,  and  this  little  person,  and  Mrs.  Flanagan, 
our  laundress,  and  my  sisters  at  home,  who  don't  count.  But 
that  Miss  Newcome  to  whom  once  you  introduced  me  ?  Oh, 
the  cockatrice  !  only  that  poison  don't  affect  your  wife,  the 
other  would  kill  her.  I  hope  the  Colonel  will  not  believe  a 
word  which  Laura  says.'  And  my  wife's  tete-d-tete  with  our 
host  coming  to  an  end  about  this  time,  Mr.  Warrington  in  high 
spirits  goes  up  to  the  ladies,  reca])itulates  the  news  of  Barnes' 
lecture,  recites,  'How  dotli  the  little  busy  bee,' and  gives  a 
quasi-satirical  comment  upon  that  well-known  poem,  whicli 
bewild(!rs  Mrs,  Clive,  until,  set  on  by  tho  laughter  of  tlie  lest 
of  the  audience,  she  laughs  very  freely  at  that  0(hl  man,  and 
calls  him  'You  droll  satiri(;al  creature,  you  !'  an<l  says  '  she  never 
was  so  much  aujused  in  her  life.     Were  you,  Mrs.  I*endennis?' 

Meanwhile  (^live,  who  has  ix'cn  silt ing  apart,  moodily  biting 
his  nails,  not  listening  to  V.  B.'s  remarks,  has  broken  into  a 
laugh  once  or  twice,  and  gone  to  a  writing-book,  on  which, 
while  C(M)rge  is  still  <lisscrt ing,  Clive  is  drawiiig. 

At  tile  (Mid  of  (he  olher's  speech,  I'\  15.  goes  up  to  the 
draughtsman,  looks  over  his  shoulder,  makes  one  or  two  violent 
efforts  as  of  inward  convulsion,  and  linally  explodes  in  an 
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enormous  guffaw.  *  It's  capital  !  By  Jove,  it's  capital  !  Sir 
Barnes  would  never  dare  to  face  his  constituents  with  that 
picture  of  him  hung  up  in  Newcome  ! ' 

And  F.  B.  holds  up  the  drawing,  at  which  we  all  laugh 
except  Laura.  As  for  the  Colonel,  he  paces  up  and  down  the 
room,  holding  the  sketch  close  to  his  eyes,  holding  it  away 
from  him,  patting  it,  clapping  his  son  delightedly  on  his  shoul- 
der. *  Capital !  capital !  We'll  have  the  picture  printed  by 
Jove,  sir  ;  show  vice  its  own  image  ;  and  shame  the  viper  in 
his  own  nest,  sir.    That's  what  we  will.' 

Mrs.  Pendennis  came  away  with  rather  a  heavy  heart  from 
this  party.  She  chose  to  interest  herself  about  the  right  or 
wrong  of  her  friends  ;  and  her  mind  was  disturbed  by  the 
Colonel's  vindictive  spirit.  On  the  subsequent  day  we  had 
occasion  to  visit  our  friend  J.  J.  (who  was  completing  the 
sweetest  little  picture,  No.  263  in  the  Exhibition,  *  Portrait  of 
a  Lady  and  Child '),  and  we  found  that  Clive  had  been  with 
the  painter  that  morning  likewise  ;  and  that  J.  J.  was  acquainted 
with  his  scheme.  That  he  did  not  approve  of  it  we  could  read 
in  the  artist's  grave  countenance.  *  Nor  does  Clive  approve 
of  it  either  ! '  cried  Ridley,  with  greater  eagerness  than  he 
usually  displayed,  and  more  openness  than  he  was  accustomed 
to  exhibit  in  judging  unfavorably  of  his  friends. 

*  Among  them  they  have  taken  him  away  from  his  art,' 
Ridley  said.  *  They  don't  understand  him  when  he  talks  about 
it  ;  they  despise  him  for  pursuing  it.  Why  should  I  wonder  at 
that  ?  My  parents  despised  it  too,  and  ray  father  was  not  a 
grand  gentleman  like  the  Colonel,  Mrs.  Pendennis.  Ah  !  why 
did  the  Colonel  ever  grow  rich  ?  Why  had  not  Clive  to  work 
for  his  bread,  as  I  have  ?  He  would  have  done  something  that 
was  worthy  of  him  then  ;  now  his  time  must  be  spent  in  dan- 
cing attendance  at  balls  and  operas,  and  yawning  at  City  board- 
rooms. They  call  that  business  ;  they  think  he  is  idling  when 
he  comes  here,  poor  fellow  !  As  if  life  was  long  enough  for  our 
art ;  and  the  best  labor  we  can  give,  good  enough  for  it !  He 
went  away  groaning  this  morning,  and  quite  saddened  in  spir- 
its. The  Colonel  wants  to  set  up  himself  for  Parliament,  or  to 
set  Clive  up  ;  but  he  says  he  won't.  I  hope  he  won't :  do  not 
you,  Mrs.  Pendennis  ?  ' 

The  painter  turned  as  he  spoke  ;  and  the  bright  northern 
light  which  fell  upon  the  sitter's  head  was  intercepted,  and 
lighted  up  his  own  as  he  addressed  us.  Out  of  that  bright  light 
looked  his  pale,  thoughtful  face,  and  long  locks  and  eager 
brown  eyeb.    The  palette  on  his  arm  was  a  great  shield  painted 
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of  many  colors  ;  he  carried  his  maul-stick  and  a  sheaf  of 
brushes  along  with  it,  the  weapons  of  his  glorious  but  harmless 
war.  With  these  he  achieves  conquests  wherein  none  are 
wounded  save  the  envious  ;  with  that  he  shelters  him  against 
how  much  idleness,  ambition,  temptation  !  Occupied  over  that 
consoling  work,  idle  thoughts  cannot  gain  the  mastery  over 
]jim  ;  selfish  wishes  or  desires  are  kept  at  bay.  Art  is  truth, 
and  truth  is  religion  ;  and  its  study  and  practice  a  daily  work 
of  pious  duty.  What  are  the  world's  struggles,  brawls,  suc- 
cesses, to  that  calm  recluse  pursuing  his  calling?  See  twin- 
kling in  the  darkness  round  his  chamber,  numberless  beautiful 
trophies  of  the  graceful  victories  which  he  has  won — sweet 
flowers  of  fancy  reared  by  him — kind  shapes  of  beauty  which 
he  has  devised  and  molded.  The  world  enters  into  the  artist's 
studio,  and  scornfully  bids  him  a  price  for  his  genius,  or  makes 
dull  pretense  to  admire  it.  What  know  you  of  his  art  ?  You 
cannot  read  the  alphabet  of  that  sacred  book,  good  old  Thomas 
Newcome  !  What  can  you  tell  of  its  glories,  joys,  secrets,  con« 
solations?  Between  his  two  best  beloved  mistresses,  poor 
Clive's  luckless  father  somehow  interposes  ;  and  with  sorrow- 
ful, even  angry  protests.  In  place  of  art  the  Colonel  brings 
him  a  ledger  ;  and  in  lieu  of  first  love,  shows  him  Rosey. 

No  wonder  that  Clive  hangs  his  head  ;  rebels  sometimes, 
desponds  always  ;  he  has  positivel}'  determined  to  refuse  to 
stand  for  Newcome,  Ridley  says.  Laura  is  glad  of  his  refusal, 
and  begins  to  think  of  him  once  more  as  of  the  Clive  of  old 
days. 

CHAPTER  LXVI. 

IN  WHICH  THE  COLONEL  AND  THE  NEWCOME  ATHEN^UM  ARK 

nOTH  LECTURED. 

At  breakfast  with  liis  family,  on  the  morning  after  the  little 
entertainment  to  which  we  were  bidden  in  tlie  last  chapter, 
Colonel  New(;orn(!  was  full  of  the  projected  invasion  of  Harnes' 
territories,  and  delii^^hted  totliiiik  that  there  was  an  opportunity 
of  at  last  huiiiiiialing  t  hat  rascal. 

*  Clive  does  not  tiiink  he  is  a  rascal  at  all,  papa,'  cries 
Rosey,  from  behind  her  t<'a  urn  ;  'that  is,  you  said  you  thought 
papa  judged  hint  too  harshly  ;  you  know  you  did,  this  nu)rn- 
ing  !  '  And  fr<>ni  her  husband's  angry  glances  shv  flies  to  his 
father's  for  protection.  Those  were  even  fiercer  than  Clive's. 
lievenge  flashecl  from  beneath  'I'homas  Newconie's  gri/./.h'«l 
eyebrows,  aiui  gl:mce<l  in  the  diicct  ion  where  ('live  sat.  'I'heu 
the  Colonel's  face  Ihuhed  up,  and  he  cast  iiis  eyos  down  to 
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ward  his  teacup,  which  he  lifted  with  a  tremhling  hand.  The 
father  and  son  loved  each  otlier  so  that  each  was  afraid  of  the 
other.  A  war  between  two  such  men  is  dreadful  ;  pretty  little 
pink-faced  Rosey,  in  a  sweet  little  morning  cap  and  ribbons, 
her  pretty  little  fingers  twinkling  with  a  score  of  rings,  sat 
simpering  before  her  silver  tea  urn,  which  reflected  her  pretty 
little  pink  baby  face.  Little  artless  creature  !  What  did  she 
know  of  the  dreadful  wounds  which  her  little  words  inflicted  in 
the  one  generous  breast  and  the  other  ? 

*My  boy's  heart  is  gone  from  me,'  thinks  poor  Thomas 
Newcome.  *  Our  family  is  insulted,  our  enterprises  ruined,  by 
the  traitor,  and  my  son  is  not  even  angry  !  he  does  not  care 
for  the  success  of  our  plans — for  the  honor  of  our  name  even. 
I  make  him  a  position  of  which  any  young  man  in  England 
might  be  proud,  and  Clive  scarcely  deigns  to  accept  it.' 

'  My  wife  appeals  to  my  father,'  thinks  poor  Clive  ;  '  it  is 
from  him  she  asks  counsel,  and  not  from  me.  Be  it  about  the 
ribbon  in  her  cap,  or  any  other  transaction  in  our  lives,  she 
takes  her  color  from  his  opinion,  and  goes  to  him  for  advice, 
and  I  have  to  wait  till  it  is  given,  and  conform  myself  to  it.  If 
I  differ  from  the  dear  old  father,  I  wound  him  ;  if  I  yield  up 
my  opinion,  as  I  do  always,  it  is  with  a  bad  grace,  and  I  wound 
him  still.  With  the  best  intentions  in  the  world,  what  a  slave's 
life  it  is  that  he  has  made  for  me  ! ' 

*  How  interested  you  are  in  your  papers,'  resumes  the 
sprightly  Rosey.  "What  can  you  find  in  those  horrid  pol- 
itics ? '  Both  gentlemen  are  looking  at  their  papers  with  all 
their  might,  and  no  doubt  cannot  see  one  single  word  which 
those  brilliant  and  witty  leading  articles  contain, 

*  Clive  is  like  you,  Rosey,'  says  the  Colonel,  laying  his 
paper  down,  *  and  does  not  care  for  politics.' 

*  He  only  cares  for  pictures,  papa,'  says  Mrs.  Clive.  *  He 
would  not  drive  with  me  yesterday  in  the  park,  but  spent 
hours  in  his  room,  while  you  were  toiling  in  the  City,  poor 
papa  ! — spent  hours  painting  a. horrid  beggar-man  dressed  up 
as  a  monk.  And  this  morning,  he  got  up  quite  early,  quite 
early,  and  has  been  out  ever  so  long,  and  only  came  in  for 
breakfast  just  now  !  just  before  the  bell  rung.' 

'  I  like  a  ride  before  breakfast,'  says  Clive. 

'  A  ride  !  I  know  where  jon  have  been,  sir  !  He  goes 
away,  morning  after  morning,  to  that  little  Mr.  Ridley's — his 
chum,  papa,  and  he  comes  back  with  his  hands  all  over  horrid 
paint.    He  did  this  morning  :  you  know  you  did,  Clive.' 

*  I  did  not  keep  anyone  waiting,  Rosey,'  says  Clive.    '  I 
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like  to  have  two  or  three  hours  at  my  painting  when  I  can 
spare  them.'  Indeed,  the  poor  fellow  used  to  run  away  of 
summer  mornings  for  Ridley's  instructions,  and  gallop  home 
again,  so  as  to  be  in  time  for  the  family  meal. 

'Yes,'  cries  Rosey,  tossing  up  the  cap  and  ribbons,  *  he 
gets  up  so  early  in  the  morning  that  at  night  he  falls  asleep 
after  dinner  ;  very  pleasant  and  polite,  isn't  he,  papa  ?' 

*  I  am  up  betimes  too,  my  dear,'  says  the  Colonel  (many 
and  many  a  time  he  must  have  heard  Clive  as  he  left  the 
house)  ;  *  I  have  a  great  many  letters  to  write,  affairs  of  the 
greatest  importance  to  examine  and  conduct.  Mr.  Betts  from 
the  City  is  often  with  me  for  hours  before  I  come  down  to  your 
breakfast  table.  A  man  who  has  the  affairs  of  such  a  great 
bank  as  ours  to  look  to,  must  be  up  with  the  lark.  We  are 
all  early  risers  in  India.' 

*  You  dear  kind  papa  ! '  says  little  Rosey,  with  unfeigned 
admiration  ;  and  she  puts  out  one  of  the  plump  white  little 
jeweled  hands,  and  pats  the  lean  brown  paw  of  the  Colonel 
which  is  nearest  to  her. 

*  Is  Ridley's  picture  getting  on  well,  Clive  ?  '  asks  the  Colo- 
nel, trying  to  interest  himself  about  Ridley  and  his  picture. 

'  Very  well  ;  it  is  beautiful  ;  he  has  sold  it  for  a  great 
price  ;  they  must  make  him  an  Academician  next  year,' 
replies  Clive. 

*  A  most  industrious  and  meritorious  young  man  ;  he  deserves 
every  honor  tliat  may  happen  to  him,'  says  the  old  soldier. 
*  Rosey,  my  dear,  it  is  time  that  you  should  ask  Mr.  Ridley  to 
dinner,  and  Mr.  Smee  and  some  of  those  gentlemen.  We 
will  drive  this  afternoon  and  see  your  portrait.' 

'Clive  does  not  go  to  sleep  after  dinner  when  Mr.  Ridley 
comes  here,'  cries  Rosey. 

'  No  ;  I  think  it  is  njy  turn  then,'  says  the  Colonel,  with  a 
glance  of  kindnc^sH.  The  a!)ger  has  disappeared  from  under 
his  brows  ;  at  that  nioincnt  the  mcnaeed  battle  is  j)OHt poned. 

*  And  yet  I  know  that  h  must  come,'  says  poor  Clive,  tt>ll- 
ing  me  the  story  as  he  hangs  on  my  arm,  aiul  we  pace  through 
the  park.  * 'I'lx'  Colonel  and  I  are  walking  on  a  mine,  and 
that  ])o()r  little  wiH'  of  njinc  is  jxM-pct nally  flinging  little  sholls 
to  lire  it.  I  sometimes  wish  it  were  blown  up,  and  I  wen*  »h)ne 
for,  Pen.  I  don't  think  my  widow  would  break  iier  heart  al)out 
me.  No  ;  I  have  no  right  to  say  that;  it's  a  shame  to  say 
that;  sIk'  tiies  her  very  bi'st  to  please  n>e,  poor  little  «lear. 
It's  the  fault  of  my  temper,  j>erhaj)s,  that  she  can't.  Huttlu'V 
neither  underHtand  me,  <lon'tyou  see  ?    The  Colonel  can't  help 
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thinking  I  am  a  degraded  being,  because  I  am  fond  of  painting. 
Still,  dear  old  boy,  he  patronizes  Ridley  ;  a  man  of  genius, 
whom  those  sentries  ought  to  salute,  by  Jove,  sir,  when  he 
passes.  Ridley  patronized  by  an  old  officer  of  Indian  dra- 
goons, a  little  bit  of  a  Rosey,  and  a  fellow  who  is  not  fit  to  lay 
liis  palette  for  him  !  I  want  sometimes  to  ask  J.  J.'s  pardon, 
after  the  Colonel  has  been  talking  to  him  in  his  confounded 
condescending  way,  uttering  some  awful  bosh  about  the  fine 
arts.  Rosey  follows  him,  and  trips  round  J.  J.'s  studio,  and 
pretends  to  admire,  and  says,  "  How  soft  ;  how  sweet  ! "  recall- 
ing some  of  mamma-in-law's  dreadful  expressions,  which  make 
me  shudder  when  I  hear  them.  If  my  poor  old  father  had  a 
confidant  into  whose  arm  he  could  hook  his  own,  and  whom  he 
could  pester  with  his  family  griefs  as  I  do  you,  the  dear  old 
boy  would  have  his  dreary  story  to  tell  too.  I  hate  banks, 
bankers,  Bundelcund,  indigo,  cotton,  and  the  whole  business. 
I  go  to  that  confounded  board,  and  never  hear  one  syllable  that 
the  fellows  are  talking  about.  I  sit  there  because  he  wishes 
me  to  sit  there  ;  don't  you  think  he  sees  that  my  heart  is  out 
of  the  business  ;  that  I  would  rather  be  at  home  in  my  painting 
room  ?  We  don't  understand  each  other,  but  we  feel  each  other 
as  it  were  by  instinct.  Each  thinks  in  his  own  way,  but  knows 
what  the  other  is  thinking.  We  fight  mute  battles,  don't  you 
see  ?  and  our  thoughts,  though  we  don't  express  them,  are  per- 
ceptible to  one  another,  and  come  out  from  our  eyes,  or  pass  out 
from  us  somehow,  and  meet,  and  fight,  and  strike,  and  wound.' 

Of  course  Olive's  confidant  saw  how  sore  and  unhappy  the 
poor  fellow  was,  and  commiserated  his  fatal  but  natural  condi- 
tion. The  little  ills  of  life  are  the  hardest  to  bear,  as  we  all 
very  well  know.  What  would  the  possession  of  a  hundred 
thousand  a  year,  or  fame,  and  the  applause  of  one's  country- 
men, or  the  loveliest  and  best-beloved  woman — of  any  glory, 
and  happiness,  or  good-fortune,  avail  to  a  gentleman,  for  in- 
stance, who  was  allowed  to  enjoy  them  only  with  the  condition 
of  wearing  a  shoe  with  a  couple  of  nails  or  sharp  pebbles 
inside  it?  All  fame  and  happiness  would  disappear,  and 
plunge  down  that  shoe.  All  life  would  rankle  round  those  little 
nails.  I  strove,  by  such  philosophic  sedatives  as  confidants  are 
wont  to  apply  on  these  occasions,  to  soothe  my  poor  friend's 
anger  and  pain  ;  and  I  dare  say  the  little  nails  hurt  the  patient 
just  as  much  as  before. 

Clive  pursued  his  lugubrious  talk  through  the  park,  and 
continued  it  as  far  as  the  modest  furnished  house  which  we 
then  occupied  in  the  Pimlico  region.    It  so  happened  that  the 
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Colonel  and  Mrs.  Clive  also  called  upon  us  that  day,  and  found 
this  culprit  in  Laura's  drawing  room,  when  they  entered  it, 
descending  out  of  that  splendid  barouche  in  which  we  have 
already  shown  Mrs.  Clive  to  the  public. 

'  He  has  not  been  here  for  months  before  ;  nor  have  you, 
Rosey ;  nor  have  you.  Colonel ;  though  we  have  smothered 
our  indignation,  and  been  to  dine  with  you,  and  to  call  ever  so 
many  times  ! '  cries  Laura. 

The  Colonel  pleaded  his  business  engagements  ;  Rosa,  that 
little  woman  of  the  world,  had  a  thousand  calls  to  make,  and 
who  knows  how  much  to  do,  since  she  came  out  ?  She  had 
been  to  fetch  papa  at  Bays',  and  the  porter  had  told  the  Colonel 
that  Mr.  Clive  and  Mr.  Pendennis  had  just  left  the  club 
together. 

*  Clive  scarcely  ever  drives  with  me,'  said  Rosa  ;  '  papa 
almost  always  does.' 

*  Rosey's  is  such  a  swell  carriage  that  I  feel  ashamed,'  says 
Clive. 

*  I  don't  understand  you  young  men.  I  don't  see  why  you 
need  be  ashamed  to  go  on  the  Course  with  your  wife  in  her 
carriage,  Clive,'  remarks  the  Colonel. 

'  The  Course  !  the  Course  is  at  Calcutta,  papa  ! '  cries  Rosey. 
*  We  drive  in  the  Park.' 

'  We  have  a  park  at  Barrackpore  too,  my  dear,'  says  papa. 

'And  he  calls  his  grooms  saices  !  He  said  he  was  going  to 
send  away  a  saice  for  being  tipsy,  and  I  did  not  know  in  the 
least  what  he  could  mean,  Laura  !  ' 

'Mr.  Newcome  !  you  must  go  and  drive  on  the  Course  with 
Rosa,  now  ;  and  the  Colonel  ninat  sit  an<l  talk  with  me,  whom 
he  has  not  been  to  see  for  such  a  long  time.'  Clive  presently 
went  off  in  state  by  Rosey's  side,  and  then  Laura  showed 
Colonel  Newcome  his  beautiful  white  eashnicro  shawl  round  a 
successor  of  that  litt  hj  person  who  had  first  been  w  rapped  in 
that  web,  now  a  stout  young  gentleman  whose  noise  could  be 
clearly  heard  in  the  upper  regions. 

'  I  wish  you  could  come  »lo\vn  with  us,  Arthur,  upon  our 
electioneering  visit.' 

'That  of  which  you  were  talking  last  night  ?  Are  you  bent 
uj)on  it?' 

'  Ves,  I  am  determirH'<l  on  it,.' 

Tjaura  lu^ard  a  (child's  cry  at  this  moment,  and  left  tlie  room 
with  a  partinij^  glance  at,  her  husband,  who  in  fact  had  talked 
over  the  matt(;r  with  Mr^  l*endennis,  and  agreed  with  her  in 
opinion. 
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As  the  Colonel  had  opened  the  question,  I  ventured  to 
make  a  respectful  remonstrance  against  the  scheme.  Vindic- 
tiveness  on  the  part  of  a  man  so  simple  and  generous,  so  fair 
and  noble  in  all  his  dealings  as  Thomas  Newcome,  appeared  in 
my  mind  unworthy  of  him.    Surely  his  kinsman  had  sorrow 
and  humiliation  enough  already  at  home.    Barnes'  further 
punishment,  we  thought,  might  be  left  to  time,  to  remorse,  to 
the  Judge  of  right  and  wrong  ;  who  better  understands  than 
we  can  do  our  causes  and  temptations  toward  evil  actions,  who 
reserves  the  sentence  for  his  own  tribunal.   But  when  angered 
the  best  of  us  mistake  our  own  motives,  as  we  do  those  of  the 
enemy  who  inflames  us.  What  may  be  private  revenge,  we  take 
to  be  indignant  virtue  and  just  revolt  against  wrong.  The 
Colonel  would  not  hear  of  counsels  of  moderation  such  as  I 
bore  him  from  a  sweet  Christian  pleader.    'Remorse!'  he 
cried  out  with  a  laugh,  *  that  villain  will  never  feel  it  until  he 
is  tied  up  and  whipped  at  the  cart's  tail  !    Time  change  that 
rogue  !    Unless  he  is  wholesomely  punished,  he  will  grow  a 
greater  scoundrel  every  year.    I  am  inclined  to  think,  sir,' 
says  he,  his  honest  brows  darkling  as  he  looked  toward  me, 
*  that  you  too  are  spoiled  by  this  wicked  world  and  these  heart- 
less, fashionable,  fine  people.    You  wish  to  live  well  with  the 
enemy,  and  with  us  too,  Pendennis.    It  can't  be.    He  who  is 
not  with  us  is  against  us.    I  very  much  fear,  sir,  that  the 
women,  the  women,  you  understand,  have  been  talking  you 
over.    Do  not  let  us  speak  any  more  about  this  subject,  for  I 
don't  wish  that  my  son  and  my  son's  old  friend  should  have 
a  quarrel.'    His  face  became  red,  his  voice  quivered  with  agi- 
tation, and  he  looked  with  glances  which  I  was  pained  to 
behold  in  those  kind  old  eyes  ;  not  because  his  wrath  and  sus- 
picion visited  myself,  but  because  an  impartial  witness,  nay, 
a  friend  to  Thomas  Newcome  in  that  family  quarrel,  I  grieved 
to  think  that  a  generous  heart  was  led  astray,  and  to  see  a 
good  man  do  wrong.    So  with  no  more  thanks  for  his  inter- 
ference than  a  man  usually  gets  who  meddles  in  domestic 
strifes,  the  present  luckless  advocate  ceased  pleading. 

To  be  sure  the  Colonel  and  Clive  had  other  advisers,  who 
did  not  take  the  peaceful  side.  George  Warrington  was  one 
of  these  ;  he  was  for  war  d  V outrance  with  Barnes  Newcome  ; 
for  keeping  no  terms  with  such  a  villain.  He  found  a  pleasure 
in  hunting  him  and  whipping  him.  '  Barnes  ought  to  be 
punished,'  George  said,  *  for  his  poor  wife's  misfortune  ;  it  was 
Barnes'  infernal  cruelty,  wickedness,  selfishness,  which  had 
driven  her  into  misery  and  wrong.'    Mr.  Warrington  went 
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down  to  Newcorae,  and  was  present  at  the  lecture  whereof 
mention  has  been,  made  in  a  preceding  chapter,  I  am  afraid 
his  behavior  was  very  indecorous  ;  he  laughed  at  the  pathetic 
allusions  of  the  respected  member  for  Newcome  ;  he  sneered 
at  the  sublime  passages  ;  he  wrote  an  awful  critique  in  the 
Newcome  Independent  two  days  after,  whereof  the  irony  was 
so  subtle  that  half  the  readers  of  the  paper  mistook  his  grave 
scorn  for  respect  and  his  gibes  for  praise. 

Clive,  his  father,  and  Frederick  Bayliam,  their  faithful  aid- 
de-camp,  were  at  Newcome  likewise  when  Sir  Barnes'  oration 
was  delivered.  At  first  it  was  given  out  at  Newcome  that  the 
Colonel  visited  the  place  for  tlie  purpose  of  seeing  his  dear  old 
friend  and  pensioner,  Mrs.  Mason,  who  was  now  not  long  to 
enjoy  his  bounty,  and  so  old  as  scarcely  to  know  her  bene- 
factor. Only  after  her  sleep,  or  when  the  sun  warmed  her  and 
the  old  wine  with  which  he  supplied  her,  was  the  good  old 
woman  able  to  recognize  her  Colonel.  She  mingled  father  and 
son  together  in  her  mind.  A  lady,  who  now  often  came  in  to 
her,  thought  she  was  wandering  in  her  talk  when  the  poor  old 
woman  spoke  of  a  visit  slie  had  had  from  her  boy  ;  and  then 
the  attendant  told  Miss  Newcome  that  such  a  visit  had  actually 
taken  place,  and  that  but  yesterday  Clive  and  his  father  liad 
been  in  that  room  and  occupied  the  chair  where  she  sat. 
*  The  young  lady  was  taken  quite  ill,  and  seemed  ready  to 
faint  almost,'  Mrs,  Mason's  servant  and  spokeswoman  told 
Colonel  Newcome  when  that  gentleman  arrived  shortly  after 
Ethel's  departure,  to  see  his  old  nurse.  *  Indeed  !  ho  was  very 
sorry.'  The  maid  told  many  stories  about  ^Vliss  Xewconie's 
goodness  and  charity;  liowshewas  constantly  visiting  the  j)oor 
now  ;  how  she  was  forever  engaged  in  good  works  for  the 
young,  the  sick,  and  the  aged.  She  had  had  a  drendful  mis- 
fortune in  love  ;  she  was  going  to  be  married  to  a  young 
marquis,  richer  even  than  Princre  de  Montcontour  down  at 
Rosebury  ;  but  it  was  all  broke  off  on  account  of  that  dreadful 
affair  at  the  Hall. 

'Was  she  very  good  to  the  poor?  did  kIic  come  often  to 
Bee  her  graiidfalhcr's  old  friend?  it  was  noyinon' 1  han  she  ought 
to  do,'  Colonel  Ncwcotne  said  ;  wilhou^  however,  (hinkinLT  lit 
to  tell  his  iiifoi  in.'iut,  that  lie  iiad  himself  met  his  iTu'ce  Kthel 
five  minutes  before  lie  ha<l  entered  Mrs.  Mmhojj'h  dijor. 

Tiie  poor  thing  was  in  <liH('ourse  with  !Mr.  Harris,  the 
surgeon,  and  talking  (as  best  she  might ,  for  lu)  doubt  the  in  w  s 
whi(Oi  she  had  just  heard  had  agitated  her),  about  blankets  and 
arrowroot,  wine  and  nu'dieanients  for  her  j»oor,  when  nIio  saw 
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her  uncle  coming  toward  her.  She  tottered  a  step  or  two 
forward  to  meet  him  ;  held  both  her  hands  out  and  called  his 
name  ;  but  he  looked  her  sternly  in  the  face,  took  off  his  hat 
and  bowed,  and  passed  on.  He  did  not  think  fit  to  mention 
the  meeting  even  to  his  son  Clive  ;  but  we  may  be  sure  Mr. 
Harris,  the  surgeon,  spoke  of  the  circumstance  that  night  after 
the  lecture  at  the  club,  where  a  crowd  of  gentlemen  were 
gathered  together,  smoking  their  cigars,  and  enjoying  them- 
selves according  to  their  custom,  and  discussing  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome's  performance. 

According  to  established  usage  in  such  cases,  our  esteemed 
representative  was  received  by  the  committee  of  the  Newcome 
Athenseum  assembled  in  their  committee  room,  and  thence 
marshaled  by  the  chairman  and  vice  chairman  to  his  rostrum 
in  the  lecture  hall,  round  about  which  the  magnates  of  the 
institution  and  the  notabilities  of  the  town  were  rallied  on  this 
public  occasion.  The  Baronet  came  in  some  state  from  his 
own  house,  arriving  at  Newcome  in  his  carriage  with  four 
horses,  accompanied  by  mj  lady  his  mother,  and  Miss  Ethel 
his  beautiful  sister,  who  was  now  mistress  at  the  Hall.  His 
little  girl  was  brought — five  years  old  now  ;  she  sat  on  her 
aunt's  knee,  and  slept  during  a  greater  part  of  the  performance. 
A  fine  bustle,  we  may  be  sure,  was  made  on  the  introduction 
of  these  personages  to  their  reserved  seats  on  the  platform, 
where  they  sat  encompassed  by  others  of  the  great  ladies  of 
Newcome  to  whom  they  and  the  lecturer  were  especially  gra- 
cious at  this  season.  Was  not  Parliament  about  to  be  dis- 
solved, and  were  not  the  folks  at  Newcome  Park  particularly 
civil  at  that  interesting  period  ?  So  Barnes  Newcome  mounts 
his  pulpit,  bows  round  to  the  crowded  assembly  in  acknowledg- 
ment of  their  buzz  of  applause  or  recognition,  passes  his  lily- 
white  pocket-handkerchief  across  his  thin  lips,  and  dashes  off 
into  his  lecture  about  Mrs.  Hemans  and  the  poetry  of  the 
affections.  A  public  man,  a  commercial  man  as  we  well  know, 
yet  his  heart  is  in  his  home,  and  his  joy  in  his  affections  ;  the 
presence  of  this  immense  assembly  here  this  evening  ;  of  the 
industrious  capitalists  ;  of  the  inteligent  middle  class  ;  of  the 
pride  and  mainstay  of  England,  the  operatives  of  Newcome  ; 
these  surrounded  by  their  wives  and  their  children  (a  graceful 
bow  to  the  bonnets  to  the  right  of  the  platform)  show  that  they 
too  have  hearts  to  feel,  and  homes  to  cherish  ;  that  they,  too, 
feel  the  love  of  women,  the  innocence  of  children,  the  love  of 
song  !  Our  lecturer  then  makes  a  distinction  between  man's 
poetry  and  woman's  poetry,  charging  considerably  in  favor  of 
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the  latter.  We  show  that  to  appeal  to  the  affections  is  after 
all  the  true  office  of  the  bard  ;  to  decorate  the  homely  thresh- 
old, to  wreathe  flowers  round  the  domestic  hearth,  the  delight- 
ful duty  of  the  Christian  singer.  We  glance  at  Mrs.  Hemans' 
biography,  and  state  where  she  was  born,  and  under  what 
circumstances  she  must  have  at  first,  etc.,  etc.  Is  this  a  correct 
account  of  Sir  Barnes  Newcome's  lecture  ?  I  was  not  present, 
and  did  not  read  the  report.  Yery  likely  the  above  may  be  a 
reminiscence  of  that  mock  lecture  which  Warrington  delivered 
in  anticipation  of  the  Baronet's  oration. 

After  he  had  read  for  about  five  minutes  it  was  remarked 
the  Baronet  suddenlj^stopped  and  became  exceedingly  confused 
over  his  manuscript ;  betaking  himself  to  his  auxiliary  glass  of 
water  before  he  resumed  his  discourse,  which  for  a  long  time 
was  languid,  low,  and  disturbed  in  tone.  This  period  of  dis- 
turbance, no  doubt,  must  have  occurred  when  Sir  Barnes  saw 
before  him  F.  Bayham  and  Warrington  seated  in  the  amphi- 
theater ;  and,  by  the  side  of  those  fierce  scornful  countenances, 
Clive  Newcome's  pale  face. 

Clive  Newcome  was  not  looking  at  Barnes.  His  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  the  lady  seated  not  far  from  the  lecturer — upon 
Ethel,  with  her  arm  round  her  little  niece's  shoulder,  and  her 
thick  black  ringlets  drooping  down  over  a  face  paler  than 
Clive's  own. 

Of  course  she  knew  that  Clive  was  present.  She  was  aware 
of  him  as  she  entered  the  hall  ;  saw  him  at  the  very  first 
moment  ;  saw  nothing  but  hlni,  I  dare  say,  though  her  eyes 
were  shut  and  her  head  was  turned  now  toward  lior  mother, 
and  now  bent  down  on  Iier  little  niece's  golden  curls.  And 
the  past  and  its  dear  histories,  and  yontli  and  its  hopes  and 
passions,  and  tones  and  looks  forever  ecilioing  in  the  iieart,  and 
present  in  the  memory — these,  no  doubt,  poor  Clive  saw  aiul 
heard  as  he  looked  across  the  great  gulf  of  time  and  parting 
and  grief,  an<l  beheld  tluMVoinan  he  had  IovcmI  for  many  years. 
There  she  sits  ;  the;  same,  but  chajiged  ;  as  gone  from  him  as 
if  she  were  (lea<l,  departed  indeed  into  anotiu'r  sphere,  ami 
entered  into  a  kind  of  death.  If  there  is  no  love  more  in 
yond(»r  heart,  it  is  but  a  corpse  unburied.  Strew  roun<l  it  the 
flowers  of  youtli.  Wasii  it  with  tears  of  passion.  Wrap  it 
and  envelop  it  witli  fond  devotion.  Hn  ak,  heart,  and  liing 
yourself  on  the  bier,  and  kiss  her  coM  lips  and  press  her  hand  ! 
It  falls  back  dead  on  the  cold  breast  again.  Tlu*  beaut  if  ul 
lips  have  never  a  blush  or  a  smile,  (-over  them  and  l;iy  them 
in  the  ground,  and  so  take  thy  hat-band  ofl',  good  friend,  and 
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go  to  thy  business.    Do  you  suppose  you  are  the  only  man 

who  has  had  to  attend  such  a  funeral  ?  You  will  find  some 
men  smiling  and  at  work  the  day  after.  Some  come  to  the 
grave  now  and  again  out  of  the  world,  and  say  a  brief  prayer, 
and  a  *  God  bless  her  ! '  With  some  men,  she  gone,  and  her 
viduous  mansion  your  heart  to  let,  her  successor  the  new 
occupant  poking  in  all  the  drawers,  and  corners,  and  cup- 
boards of  the  tenement,  finds  her  miniature  and  some  of  her 
dusty  old  letters  hidden  away  somewhere,  and  says — Was 
this  the  face  he  admired  so?  Why,  allowing  even  for  tlie 
painter's  flattery,  it  is  quite  ordinary,  and  the  eyes  certainly 
do  not  look  straight.  Are  these  the  letters  you  thought  so 
charming  ?  Well,  upon  my  word,  I  never  read  anything 
more  commonplace  in  my  life.  See,  here's  a  line  half  blotted 
out.  Oh,  I  suppose  she  was  crying  then — some  of  her  tears, 
idle  tears.  .  .  Hark,  there  is  Barnes  Newcome's  eloquence 
still  plashing  on  like  water  from  a  cistern — and  our  thoughts, 
where  have  they  wandered  ?  far  away  from  the  lecture — as  far 
away  as  Olive's  almost.  And  now  the  fountain  ceases  to 
trickle  ;  the  mouth  from  which  issued  that  cool  and  limpid  flux 
ceases  to  smile  ;  the  figure  is  seen  to  bow  and  retire  ;  a  buzz, 
a  hum,  a  whisper,  a  scuffle,  a  meeting  of  bonnets  and  wagging 
of  feathers  and  rustling  of  silks  ensue.  '  Thank  you  !  delight- 
ful, I  am  sure  ! '  *  I  really  was  quite  overcome.'  ^Excellent.' 
*  So  much  obliged,'  are  rapid  phrases  heard  among  the  polite 
on  the  platform.  While  down  below,  *  Yaw  !  quite  enough  of 
that,^  *  Mary  Jane,  cover  your  throat  up,  and  don't  kitch  cold, 
and  don't  push  me^  please,  sir.'  *' '  Arry  !  coom  along  and 
'av  a  pint  a'  ale,'  etc.,  are  the  remarks  heard,  or  perhaps  not 
heard,  by  Clive  Newcome  as  he  watches  at  the  private  entrance 
of  the  Athenaeum,  where  Sir  Barnes'  carriage  is  waiting  with 
its  flaming  lamps  and  domestics  in  state  liveries.  One  of  them 
comes  out  of  the  building  bearing  the  little  girl  in  his  arms,  and 
lays  her  in  the  carriage.  Then  Sir  Barnes,  and  Lady  Ann,  and 
the  Mayor,  Then  Ethel  issues  forth,  and  as  she  passes  under 
the  lamps  beholds  Olive's  face  as  pale  and  sad  as  her  own. 

Shall  we  go  visit  the  lodge  gates  of  Newcome  Park  with 
the  moon  shining  on  their  carving  ?  Is  there  any  pleasure  in 
walking  by  miles  of  gray  paling  and  endless  palisades  of  firs? 
Oh,  you  fool,  what  do  you  hope  to  see  behind  that  curtain  ? 
Absurd  fugitive,  whither  would  you  run  ?  Oan  you  burst  the 
tether  of  fate?  and  is  not  poor  dear  little  Rosey  Mackenzie 
sitting  yonder  waiting  for  you  by  the  stake  ?  Go  home,  sir  ; 
and  don't  catch  cold.    So  Mr.  Olive  returns  to  the  King's 
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Arms,  and  up  to  his  bedroom,  and  be  bears  Mr.  F.  Baybam's 
deep  voice  as  he  passes  by  the  Boscawen  Room,  where  the 
jolly  Britons  are  as  usual  assembled. 

CHAPTER  LXVII. 

NEWCOME   AND  LIBERTY. 

We  have  said  that  the  Baronet's  lecture  was  discussed 
in  the  midnight  senate  assembled  at  the  King's  Arms, 
where  Mr.  Tom  Potts  showed  the  orator  no  mercy.  The 
senate  of  the  King's  Arms  was  hostile  to  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come.  Many  other  Newcomites  besides  were  savage  and 
inclined  to  revolt  against  the  representative  of  their  borough. 
As  these  patriots  met  over  tlieir  cups,  and  over  the  bumper  of 
friendship  uttered  the  sentiments  of  freedom,  they  had  often 
asked  of  one  another,  where  should  a  man  be  found  to  rid 
Newcome  of  its  dictator?  Generous  hearts  writhed  under 
the  oppression  ;  patriotic  eyes  scowled  when  Barnes  Newcome 
went  by.  With  fine  satire,  Tom  Potts  at  Brown  the  hatter's 
shop,  who  made  the  hats  for  Sir  Barnes  Newcome's  domestics, 
proposed  to  take  one  of  the  beavers — a  gold-laced  one  witli  a 
cockade  and  a  cord — and  set  it  up  in  the  market  place  and  bid 
all  Newcome  come  bow  to  it  as  to  the  hat  of  Gessler.  '  Don't 
you  thinlc,  Potts,'  says  F.  Bayham,  who  of  course  was  admitted 
into  the  King's  Arms  club,  and  ornamented  that  assembl}'  by 
his  presence  and  discourse, '  don't  you  think  the  Colonel  would 
make  a  good  William  Tell  to  combat  against  that  Gessler?' 
Ha  !  Proposal  received  with  acclamation — eagerly  a(loj)ted  by 
Charles  Tuck(!r,  Esq.,  attorney-at-law,  who  would  not  have  the 
slightest  objection  to  (rondwct  Colonel  Newcome's  or  any  other 
gentleman's  electioiuiering  business  in  Newcome  or  elsewhere. 

Like  those  three  gentlemen  in  the  i)lays  and  ])icture8  of 
William  Tcill  who  conspire  under  the  moon,  callino:  upon 
liberty  and  resolving  to  elect  Tell  as  their  especial  champion — 
like  Arnold,  Melchthal,  an<l  Werner — Tom  Potts,  Fred  Bay- 
ham,  and  (Jharles  Tucker,  Es(jrs.,  conspired  rouiui  a  punch- 
bowl, and  d<'terr>nned  thiit.  'I'hoinas  Neuconu'  should  be 
requ(?st(;d  to  free  his  country.  Adejtutation  lidni  the  electorn 
of  Newcome,  that  is  to  say,  these  very  g«'nl  h  nien,  waitcti  <>n 
the  (/olonel  in  his  a|)artment  tlu»  v<'ry  next  moiiiing,  and  set 
before  him  the  state  of  th(^  borough  ;  Harnes  Ni'wconje's 
tyranny  under  which  it.  groaiUMl  ;  an<l  tin'  yearning  of  all 
honest  men  to  })e  free  from  that  usurpation.  'I'honias  New- 
como  receive<l  the  deputation  with  gr«  at  solemnity  and  jiolitc' 
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iiess,  crossed  his  legs,  folded  his  arms,  smoked  his  cheroot,  and 
listened  most  decorously  as  now  Potts,  now  Tucker  expounded 
to  him  ;  Bayham  giving  the  benefit  of  his  emphatic  *  hear, 
hear '  to  their  statements,  and  explaining  dubious  phrases  to 
the  Colonel  in  the  most  affable  manner. 

Whatever  the  conspirators  had  to  say  against  poor  Barnes, 
Colonel  Newcome  was  only  too  ready  to  believe.  He  had 
made  up  his  mind  that  that  criminal  ought  to  be  punished  and 
exposed.  The  lawj^er's  covert  innuendoes,  who  was  ready  to 
insinuate  any  amount  of  evil  against  Barnes  which  could 
safely  be  uttered,  were  by  no  means  strong  enough  for 
Thomas  Newcome.  Sharp  practice!  exceedingly  alive  to 
his  own  interests — reported  violence  of  temper  and  tenacity 
of  money" — say  swindling  at  once,  sir — say  falsehood  and 
rapacity — say  cruelty  and  avarice,'  cries  the  Colonel — '  I 
believe,  upon  my  honor  and  conscience,  that  unfortunate 
young  man  to  be  guilty  of  every  one  of  those  crimes.' 

Mr.  Bayham  remarks  to  Mr.  Potts  that  our  friend  the 
Colonel,  when  he  does  utter  an  opinion,  takes  care  there  shall 
be  no  mistake  about  it. 

*And  I  took  care  there  should  be  no  mistake  before  I 
uttered  it  at  all,  Bayham  ! '  cries  F.  B.'s  patron.  '  As  long  as 
I  was  in  any  doubt  about  this  young  man  I  gave  the  criminal 
the  benefit  of  it,  as  a  man  who  admires  our  glorious  constitu- 
tion should  do,  and  kept  my  own  counsel,  sir.' 

*  At  least,'  remarks  Mr.  Tucker,  '  enough  is  proven  to  show 
that  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  Newcome,  Baronet,  is  scarce  a  per- 
son fit  to  represent  this  great  borough  in  Parliament.' 

*  Represent  Newcome  in  Parliament  I  It  is  a  disgrace  to 
that  noble  institution  the  English  House  of  Commons,  that 
Barnes  Newcome  should  sit  in  it.  A  man  whose  word  you 
cannot  trust ;  a  man  stained  with  every  private  crime.  What 
right  has  he  to  sit  in  the  assembly  of  the  legislators  of  the 
land,  sir  ? '  cries  the  Colonel,  waving  his  hand  as  if  addressing 
a  chamber  of  deputies. 

*  You  are  for  upholding  the  House  of  Commons  ? '  inquires 
the  lawyer. 

'  Of  course,  sir,  of  course.' 

'And  for  increasing  the  franchise,  Colonel  Newcome,  I 
should  hope  ?  '  continues  Mr.  Tucker. 

*  Every  man  who  can  read  and  write  ought  to  have  a  vote, 
sir  ;  that  is  my  opinion  ! '  cries  the  Colonel. 

'He's  a  Liberal  to  the  backbone,'  says  Potts  to  Tucker. 
'  To  the  backbone  ! '  responds  Tucker  to  Potts.    *  The 
Colonel  will  do  for  us.  Potts.' 
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'  We  want  such  a  man,  Tucker  ;  the  Independent  has  been 
crying  out  for  such  a  man  for  years  past.  We  ought  to  have 
a  Liberal  as  second  representative  of  this  great  town — not  a 
sneaking  half-and-half  Ministerialist  like  Sir  Barnes,  a  fellow 
with  one  leg  in  the  Carlton  and  the  other  in  Brookes'.  Old 
Mr.  Bunce  we  can't  touch.  His  place  is  safe  ;  he  is  a  good 
man  of  business  ;  we  can't  meddle  with  Mr.  Bunce — I  know 
that,  who  know  the  feeling  of  the  country  pretty  well.' 

^  Pretty  well  I  Better  than  any  man  in  Newcome,  Potts  !  * 
cries  Mr.  Tucker. 

*  But  a  good  man  like  the  Colonel — a  good  Liberal  like 
the  Colonel — a  man  who  goes  in  for  household  suffrage  ' 

*  Certainly,  gentlemen.' 

*And  the  general  great  Liberal  principles — we  know,  of 
course — such  a  man  would  assuredly  have  a  chance  against  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  at  the  coming  election,  could  we  find  such  a 
man — a  real  friend  of  the  people  ! ' 

*  I  know  a  friend  of  the  people  if  ever  there  was  one,'  F. 
Bayham  interposes. 

*  A  man  of  wealth,  station,  experience  ;  a  man  who  has 
fought  for  his  country  ;  a  man  who  is  beloved  in  this  place  as 
you  are,  Colonel  Newcome  ;  for  your  goodness  is  known,  sir — 
yoiL  are  not  ashamed  of  your  origin,  and  there  is  not  a  Nevv- 
comite  old  or  young  but  knows  how  admirably  good  you  have 
been  to  your  old  friend,  Mrs.  Whatd'youcall'em.' 

*  Mrs.  Mason,'  from  F.  B. 

*  Mrs.  Mason.  If  such  a  man  as  you,  sir,  would  consent  to 
put  himself  in  nomination  at  the  next  election,  every  true 
Liberal  in  the  place  would  rush  to  support  you,  and  crush  the 
oligarch  who  riders  over  the  liberties  of  this  borough  ! ' 

'Something  of  this  sort,  gentlemen,  I  own  to  you  had 
crossed  my  mind,'  'I'liomas  Niiwcome  remarked.  '  When  I 
saw  that  (lisgracc^  to  my  name,  and  the  name  of  my  father's 
birthpla(;e,  represcuiting  tlio  borough  in  T*:irli:inu'nt ,  I  thotiglit 
for  the  (iredit  of  the  town  and  tlu;  family,  the  Monihcr  for  Now- 
come  at  loMst  might  be  an  iioncst  man.  I  am  an  old  soldier, 
have  j)aHH('(l  all  n>y  lif(i  in  India;  and  am  lililc  con vcrsant  with 
affairs  at  home  Icricsof  '*  You  arc,  you  arc  "  ].  1  lio|)c<l  (hat  niv 
son,  Mr,  Clivc  A(MVConu',  might  hav»'  hccn  found  (|ualilitMl  to 
contest  this  borough  against  his  unworthy  cousin,  and  possibly 
to  sit,  as  your  representative  in  Parliament.  The  wealtii  \  have 
ba<l  th(!  good  fortune  lo  atnass  will  descend  to  him  iiatinalh,, 
and  at  no  very  distant  jteriod  of  time,  for  1  am  ni'arly  sovenly 
years  of  age,  gentlemen.' 
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The  gentlemen  are  astonished  at  this  statement. 

*  But,'  resumed  the  Colonel,  '  my  son  Clive,  as  friend  Bay« 
ham  knows,  and  to  my  own  regret  and  mortification,  as  I 
don't  care  to  confess  to  you,  declares  he  has  no  interest  in 
politics,  nor  desire  for  public  distinction — prefers  his  own 
pursuits — and  even  these  I  fear  do  not  absorb  him — declines 
the  offer  which  1  made  him,  to  present  himself  in  opposition  to 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome.  It  becomes  men  in  a  certain  station, 
as  I  think,  to  assert  that  station  ;  and  though  a  few  years  back 
I  never  sliould  have  thought  of  public  life  at  all,  and  proposed 
to  end  ray  days  in  quiet  as  a  retired  dragoon  officer,  since — 
since  it  has  pleased  heaven  to  increase  very  gi  eatly  my  pecu- 
niary means,  to  place  me  as  a  director  and  manager  of  an 
important  banking  company,  in  a  station  of  great  public 
responsibility,  I  and  my  brother  directors  have  thought  it  but 
right  that  one  of  us  should  sit  in  Parliament,  if  possible,  and  I 
am  not  a  man  to  shirk  from  that  or  from  any  other  duty.' 

*  Colonel,  will  you  attend  a  meeting  of  electors  which  we 
will  call,  and  say  as  much  to  them  and  as  well  ?  '  cries  Mr. 
Potts.  'Shall  I  put  an  announcement  in  my  paper  to  the 
effect  that  you  are  ready  to  come  forward  ? ' 

*I  am  prepared  to  do  so,  my  good  sir.' 

And  presently  this  solemn  palaver  ended. 

Besides  the  critical  article  upon  the  Baronet's  lecture,  of 
which  Mr.  Warrington  was  the  author,  there  appeared  in  the 
leading  columns  of  the  ensuing  number  of  Mr.  Potts'  Independ- 
ent some  remarks  of  a  very  smashing  or  hostile  nature  against 
the  Member  for  Newcome.  '  This  gentleman  has  shown  such 
talent  in  the  lecturing  business,'  the  Independent  said,  '  that  it 
is  a  great  pity  he  should  not  withdraw  himself  from  politics, 
and  cultivate  what  all  Newcome  knows  are  the  arts  which  he 
understands  best  ;  namely,  poetry  and  the  domestic  affections. 
The  performance  of  our  talented  representative  last  night  was 
so  pathetic  as  to  bring  tears  into  the  eyes  ol  several  of  our 
fair  friends.  We  have  heard,  but  never  believed  until  now, 
that  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  possessed  such  a  genius  for  making 
women  cry.  Last  week  we  had  the  talented  Miss  Noakes  from 
Slowcome,  reading  Milton  to  us  ;  how  far  superior  was  the 
eloquence  of  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  Newcome,  Bart.,  even  to 
that  of  the  celebrated  actress  !  Bets  were  freelj^  offered  in  the 
room  last  night  that  Sir  Barnes  would  heat  any  woman — bets 
which  were  not  taken,  as  we  scarcely  need  say,  so  well  do  our 
citizens  appreciate  the  character  of  our  most  excellent,  our 
admirable  representative.   Let  the  Baronet  stick  to  his  lectures, 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


685 


.-and  let  Newcome  relieve  him  of  his  political  occupations.  He 
is  not  fit  for  thera,  he  is  too  sentimental  a  man  for  us  ;  the  men 
of  Newcome  want  a  sound  practical  person  ;  the  Liberals  of 
Nevvcome  have  a  desire  to  be  represented.  When  we  elected 
Sir  Barnes,  he  talked  liberally  enough,  and  we  thought  he  would 
do,  but  you  see  the  honorable  Baronet  is  so  poetical !  we  ought 
to  have  known  that,  and  not  to  have  believed  him.  Let  us  have 
a  straightforward  gentleman.  If  not  a  man  of  words,  at  least 
let  us  have  a  practical  man.  If  not  a  man  of  eloquence,  one  at 
any  rate  whose  word  we  can  trust,  and  we  can't  trust  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome's;  we  have  tried  him,  and  we  can't  really.  Last  night, 
wlien  the  ladies  were  crying,  we  could  not  for  the  souls  of  us 
help  laughing.  We  hope  we  know  how  to  conduct  ourselves  as 
gentlemen.  We  trust  we  did  not  interrupt  the  harmony  of  the 
evening  ;  but  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  prating  about  children  and 
virtue,  and  aifection  and  poetry,  this  is  really  too  strong. 

'  The  Independent,  faithful  to  its  name,  and  ever  actuated  by 
principles  of  honor,  has  been,  as  our  thousands  of  readers 
know,  disposed  to  give  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  Newcome,  Bart., 
a  fair  trial.  When  he  came  forward  after  his  father's  death, 
we  believed  in  his  pledges  and  promises,  as  a  retrencher  and 
reformer,  and  we  stuck  by  him.  Is  there  any  man  in  Newcome 
except,  perhaps,  our  twaddling  old  contemporary  the  Sentinel 
who  believes  in  Sir  B.  N.  any  more  ?  We  say  no,  and  we  now 
give  the  readers  of  the  Independent,  and  the  electors  of  this 
borough,  fair  notice,  that  when  the  dissolution  of  Parliament 
takes  place,  a  good  man,  a  true  man,  a  man  of  experience,  no 
dangerous  radical,  or  brawling  tap  orator — Mr.  Ilicks'  friends 
well  understand  whom  we  mean — but  a  gentleman  of  Liberal 
principles,  well-won  wealth,  and  deserved  station  and  honor, 
will  ask  the  electors  of  Newcome  wlietlier  they  are  oi*  are  not 
discontented  with  their  present  unworthy  Member.  The  Inde- 
pendent, for  one,  says,  we  know  men  of  your  family,  we 
know  in  it  men  who  would  do  honor  to  any  name  ;  but  you.  Sir 
J^arnes  Newcome  New(!oine,  i>:irt.,  we  trust  no  more.' 

In  the  electioneering  matter,  which  had  oeeasioned  my  un- 
lucky interference,  and  that  subsecjuent  little  coolness  upon  the 
good  Colonel's  p;irt,  CMive  Newcome  had  himself  shown  that 
the  scheme  was  not  to  his  liking  ;  had  then  sulnnitted  as  his 
custom  was  ;  and  doing  so  with  a  bud  grace,  as  also  was  to  bo 
expected,  had  got  little  thanks  for  his  ()h(Mlience.  Thomas 
NewconuMvas  hurt  at  his  son's  faiiit-hearledness,  ami  of  course 
litlle  Rosey  was  displeased  at  his  hanging  back,  lie  set  olT  iu 
ibis  father's  train,  a  silent,  unwilling  partisan,    Thomas  No>v* 
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come  had  the  leisure  to  survey  Olive's  glum  face  opposite  to 
him  during  the  whole  of  their  journey,  and  to  chew  his  mus- 
taches, and  brood  upon  his  wrath  and  wrongs.  His  life  had 
been  a  sacrifice  for  that  boy  !  What  darling  schemes  had  he 
not  formed  in  his  behalf,  and  how  superciliously  did  Clive  meet 
his  projects  !  The  Colonel  could  not  see  the  harm  of  which 
he  had  himself  been  the  author.  Had  he  not  done  everything 
in  mortal's  power  for  his  son's  happiness,  and  how  many  young 
men  in  England  were  there  witli  such  advantages  as  this  moody, 
discontented,  spoiled  bo}^  ?  As  Clive  backed  out  of  the  contest, 
of  course  his  father  urged  it  only  the  more  vehemently.  Clive 
slunk  away  from  committees  and  canvassing,  and  lounged  about 
the  Newcome  manufactories,  while  his  father,  with  anger  and 
bitterness  in  his  heart,  remained  at  the  postof  honor, as  he  called 
it,  bent  on  overcoming  his  enemy  and  carrying  his  point  against 
Barnes  Newcome.  *  If  Paris  will  not  fight,  sir,'  the  Colonel 
said,  with  a  sad  look  following  his  son,  '  Priam  must.'  Good 
old  Priam  believed  his  cause  to  be  a  perfectly  just  one,  and 
that  duty  and  his  honor  called  upon  him  to  draw  the  sword. 
So  there  was  difference  between  Thomas  Newcome  and  Clive 
his  son.  I  protest  it  is  with  pain  and  reluctance  I  have  to 
write  that  the  good  old  man  was  in  error — that  there  was  a 
wrongdoer,  and  that  Atticus  was  he. 

Atticus,  be  it  remembered,  thought  himself  compelled  by 
the  very  best  motives.  Thomas  Newcome,  the  Indian  banker, 
was  at  war  with  Barnes,  the  English  banker.  The  latter  had 
commenced  the  hostilities  by  a  sudden  and  cowardly  act  of 
treason.  There  were  private  wrongs  to  envenom  the  contest, 
but  it  was  the  mercantile  quarrel  on  whicli  the  Colonel  chose  to 
set  his  declaration  of  war.  Barnes'  first  dastardly  blow  had 
occasioned  it,  and  his  uncle  was  determined  to  carry  it  through. 
This  I  have  said  was  also  George  Warrington's  judgment,  who 
in  the  ensuing  struggle  between  Sir  Barnes  and  his  uncle,  acted 
as  a  very  warm  and  eflicient  partisan  of  the  latter.  *  Kinsman- 
ship  ! '  says  George.  *  What  has  old  Tom  Newcome  ever  had 
from  his  kinsman  but  cowardice  and  treachery  ?  If  Barnes  had 
held  up  his  finger  the  young  one  might  have  been  happy  ;  if  he 
could  have  effected  it,  the  Colonel  and  his  bank  would  have 
been  ruined.  I  am  for  war,  and  for  seeing  the  old  boy  in  Par- 
liament. He  knows  no  more  about  politics  than  I  do  about 
dancing  the  polka  ;  but  there  are  five  hundred  wiseacres  in  that 
assembly  who  know  no  more  than  he  does,  and  an  honest  man 
taking  his  seat  there,  in  place  of  a  confounded  little  rogue,  at 
least  makes  a  change  for  the  better,' 
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I  dare  say  Thomas  Newcorae,  Esq.,  would  by  no  means 
have  concurred  in  the  above  estimate  of  his  political  knowl- 
edge, and  thought  himself  as  well  informed  as  another.  He 
used  to  speak  with  the  greatest  gravity  about  our  constitution 
as  the  pride  and  envy  of  the  world,  though  he  surprised  you 
as  much  by  the  latitudinarian  reforms  which  he  was  eager  to 
press  forward,  as  by  the  most  singular  old  Tory  opinions 
which  he  advocated  on  other  occasions.  He  was  for  having 
every  man  to  vote  ;  every  poor  man  to  labor  short  time  and 
get  high  wages  ;  every  poor  curate  to  be  paid  double  or  treble  ; 
every  bishop  to  be  docked  of  his  salary  and  dismissed  from 
the  House  of  Lords.  But  he  was  a  stanch  admirer  of  that 
assembly,  and  a  supporter  of  the  rights  of  the  Crown.  He 
was  for  sweeping  off  taxes  from  the  poor,  and  as  money  must 
be  raised  to  carry  on  government,  he  opined  that  the  rich 
should  pay.  He  uttered  all  these  opinions  with  the  greatest 
gravity  and  emphasis  before  a  large  assembly  of  electors  and 
others  convened  in  the  Newcome  Town  Hall,  amid  the  roars 
of  applause  of  the  non-electors,  and  the  bewilderment  and 
consternation  of  Mr.  Potts  of  the  Independent,  who  had 
represented  the  Colonel  in  his  paper  as  a  safe  and  steady 
reformer.  Of  course  the  Sentinel  showed  him  up  as  a  most 
dangerous  radical,  a  sepoy  republican,  and  so  forth,  to  the 
wrath  and  indignation  of  Colonel  Newcome.  He  a  republican, 
he  scorned  the  name  !  He  would  die  as  he  had  bled  many  a 
time  for  his  sovereign.  He  an  enemy  of  our  beloved  Church  ! 
He  esteemed  and  honored  it  as  he  hated  and  abhorred  the 
superstitions  of  Rome.  (Yells  from  the  Irish  in  the  crowd.) 
He  an  enemy  of  the  House  of  Lords  !  He  held  it  to  he  the 
safeguard  of  the  constitution  and  the  legitimate  prize  of  our 
most  illustrious,  naval,  military,  and — and — legal  heroes. 
(Ironical  cheers.)  He  repelled  with  scorn  the  dastard  attacks 
of  the  journal  which  had  assailed  liini  ;  he  asked,  laying  his 
hand  on  his  heart,  if  as  a  gentleman,  an  officer  bearing  her 
Majesty's  commission,  he  could  be  guilty  of  a  desire  to  subvert 
her  empire  an<l  to  insult  the  dignity  of  her  crown? 

After  this  second  speech  at  the  Town  Hall  it  was  asserted 
by  a  considerable  party  in  Newcome  that  Ohl  Tom  (as  the 
mob  familiarly  called  him)  was  a  Tory,  whih'  an  e<|ual  number 
averred  that  he  was  a  liailical.  Mr.  Potts  trie*!  to  reconcile 
Iiis  statenients,  a  work  in  which  1  should  iliink  tlu'  talriit»'(l 
editor  of  the  Tndi'pcmU  nt  ha<l  no  little  difVicultv.  *  lie  know  s 
nothing  about  it,'  poor  Clivi"  said  with  a  sigh  ;  'his  politics 
are  all  sentiment  and  kindness  ;   hw  will  have  the  poor  man 
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paid  double  wages,  and  does  not  remember  that  the  employer 
would  be  ruined  :  you  have  heard  him,  Pen,  talking  in  this 
way  at  his  own  table,  but  when  he  comes  out  armed  cap-d- 
pledy  and  careers  against  windmills  in  public,  don't  you  see 
that  as  Don  Quixote's  son  I  had  rather  the  dear  brave  old 
gentleman  was  at  home  ? ' 

So  this  faineant  took  but  little  part  in  the  electioneering 
doings,  holding  moodily  aloof  from  the  meetings,  and  councils, 
and  public  houses  where  his  father's  partisans  were  assembled. 

CHAPTER  LXVIII. 

A  LETTER  AND  A  RECONCILIATION. 

Miss  Ethel  Newcome  to  Mrs.  Pendennis. 

Dearest  Laura  :  I  have  not  written  to  you  for  many  weeks  past.  There  have  been 
some  things  too'trivial,  and  some  too  sad,  to  write  about ;  some  things  I  know  I  shall 
write  of  if  I  begin,  and  yet  that  I  know  I  had  best  leave  ;  for  of  what  good  is  looking 
to  the  past  now  ?  Why  vex  you  or  myself  by  reverting  to  it  ?  Does  not  every  day 
bring  its  own  duty  and  task,  and  are  these  not  enough  to  occupy  one  ?  What  a  fright 
you  must  have  had  with  my  little  goddaughter  !  Thank  Heaven  she  is  well  now,  and 
restored  to  you.  You  and  your  husbaud,  I  know,  do  not  think  it  essential,  but  I  do, 
most  essential.,  and  am  very  grateful  that  slie  was  taken  to  church  before  her  illness. 

Is  Mr.  Pendennis  proceeding  with  his  canvass  ?  I  try  and  avoid  a  certain  subject, 
but  it  come.  You  know  who  is  canvassing  against  us  here.  My  poor  uncle  has 
met  with  very  considerable  success  amongst  the  lower  classes.  He  makes  them 
rambling  speeches  at  which  my  brother  and  his  friends  laugh,  but  which  the  people 
applaud.  I  saw  him  only  yesterday  on  the  balcony  of  the  King's  Arms,  speaking  to 
a  great  mob  who  were  cheering  vociferously  below.  I  had  met  him  before.  He 
would  not  even  stop  and  give  his  Ethel  of  old  days  his  hand.  I  would  have  given 
him  I  don't  know  what  for  one  kiss,  for  one  kind  word;  but  he  passed  on  and  would 
not  answer  me.  He  thinks  me— what  the  world  thinks  me,  worldly  and  heartless  ; 
what  I  was.  But  at  least,  dear  Laura,  you  know  that  I  always  truly  loved  him,  and  do 
now,  although  he  is  our  enemy,  tbough  he  believes  and  utters  the  most  cruel  things 
against  Barnes,  though  he  says  that  Barnes  Newcome,  my  father's  son,  my  brother, 
Laura,  is  not  an  honest  man.  Hard,  selfish,  worldly,  I  own  my  poor  brother  to  be, 
and  pray  Heaven  to  amend  him  ;  but  dishonest  !  and  to  be  so  maligned  by  the  person 
one  loves  best  in  the  world  !  This  is  a  hard  trial.  I  pray  a  proud  heart  may  be 
bettered  by  it. 

And  I  have  seen  my  cousin  :  once  at  a  lecture  which  poor  Barnes  gave,  and  who 
seemed  very  much  disturbed  on  perceiving  Clive ;  once  afterward  at  good  old  Mrs. 
Mason's,  whom  I  have  always  continued  to  visit  for  uncle's  sake.  The  poor  old  woman, 
whose  wits  are  very  nearly  gone,  held  both  our  hands,  and  asked  when  we  were  going 
to  be  married  ?  and  laughed,  poor  old  thing  !  I  cried  out  to  her  that  Mr.  Clive  had  a 
wife  at  home,  a  dear  young  wife,  I  said.  He  gave  a  dreadful  sort  of  laugh,  and  turned 
away  into  the  window.    He  looks  terribly  ill,  pale,  and  oldened. 

I  asked  him  a  great  deal  about  his  wife,  whom  I  remember  a  very  pretty,  sweet  look- 
ing girl  indeed,  at  my  Aunt  Hobson's,  but  with  a  not  agreeable  mother  as  I  thought 
then.  He  answered  me  by  monosyllables,  appeared  as  though  he  would  speak,  and 
then  became  silent.  I  am  pained,  and  vet  glad  that  I  saw  him.  I  said,  not  very  dis- 
tinctly, I  dare  say,  that  I  hoped  the  difference  between  Barnes  and  uncle  would  not 
extinguish  his  regard  for  mamma  and  me,  who  have  always  loved  him  ;  when  I  said 
loved  him,  he  gave  one  of  his  bitter  laughs  again  ;  and  so  he  did  when  I  said  I  hoped 
his  wife  was  well.  You  never  would  tell  me  much  about  Mrs.  Newcome  ;  and  I  fear 
fshe  does  not  make  my  cousin  happy.  And  yet  this  marriage  was  of  my  uncle's  making: 
another  of  the  unfortunate  marriages  in  our  family.  I  am  glad  that  I  paused  in  time, 
before  the  commission  of  that  sin.    I  strive  my  best  to  amend  my  temper,  my  inex- 

Serience,  my  shortcomings,  and  try  to  be  the  mother  of  my  poor  brother's  children, 
lut  Barnes  has  never  forgiven  me  my  refusal  of  Lord  Farintosh.  He  is  of  the  world 
still,  Laura.  Nor  must  we  deal  too  harshly  with  people  of  his  nature,  who  cannot  per- 
haps comprehend  a  world  beyond.  I  remember  in  old  days,  when  we  were  traveling  on 
the  Rhine,  in  the  happiest  days  of  my  whole  life,  I  used  to  hear  Clive,  and  his  friend  Mr. 
Ridley,  talk  of  art  and  of  nature  in  a  way  that  I  could  not  understand  at  first,  but  came 
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to  comprehend  better  rb  my  congin  taught  me  ;  and  eince  then,  T  pee  pictures,  and  land- 
scapes, and  flowers,  with  quite  different  eyes,  and  beautiful  secrets  as  it  were,  of  which 
I  had  no  idea  before.  The  sucret  of  all  secrets,  the  secret  of  the  other  life,  and  the 
better  world  beyond  ours,  may  not  this  be  unrevealed  to  some  ?  I  pray  for  them  all, 
dearest  Laura,  for  those  nearest  and  dearest  to  me,  that  the  truth  may  lighten  iheir 
darkness,  and  heaven's  great  mercy  defend  them  in  the  perils  and  dangers  of  their  night. 

My  boy  at  Sandhurst  has  done  very  well  indeed  ;  and  Egbert,  1  am  happy  to  say, 
thinks  of  taking  orders;  he  has  been  very  moderate  at  College.  Not  so  Alfred  ;  but  the 
Guards  area  sadly  dangerous  school  for  a  youns:  man  ;  I  have  promised  to  pay  his 
debts,  and  he  is  to  exchange  into  the  liue.  Mamma  is  coming  to  us  at  Christmas  wiMi 
Alice.  My  sister  is  very  pretty  indeed,  I  think,  and  I  urn  rejoiced  she  is  to  marry  young 
Mr.  Mumford,  who  has  a  tolerable  living,  and  who  has  been  attached  to  her  ever  since 
he  was  a  boy  at  Kugby  school. 

Little  Barnes  comes  on  bravely  with  his  Latin  ;  and  Mr.  Whitestock,  amost  excellent 
and  valuable  person  in  this  place,  where  there  is  so  much  Romanism  and  Dissent, 
speaks  highly  of  him.  Little  Clara  is  so  like  her  unhappy  mother  in  a  thousand  ways 
and  actions  that  I  am  shocked  often  ;  and  Kee  my  brother  starting  back  and  turning  his 
head  away,  as  if  suddenly  wounded.  1  have  heard  the  most  deplorable  accounts  of 
Lord  aud  Lady  Highgate.  Oh,  dearest  friend  and  si.«ter— save  you,  I  think  I  scarce 
know  anyone  that  is  happy  in  the  world  :  I  trust  you  may  continue  so— you  who  impart 
your  goodness  and  kindness  to  all  who  come  near  you — yon  in  whose  sweet,  serene 
happiness  I  am  thankful  to  be  allowed  to  repose  sometimes.  You  are  the  island  in  the 
desert,  Laura  !  and  the  birds  sing  there,  and  the  fountain  flows  ;  and  we  come  and 
repose  by  you  for  a  little  while,  and  to-morrow  the  march  begins  again,  and  the  toil, 
and  the  struggle,  and  the  desert.  Good  by,  fountain  I  Whisper  kisses  to  my  dearest 
little  ones  for  their  affectionate 


A  friend  of  his,  a  Mr.  Warrington,  has  epoken  against  ue  several  times  with  extra- 
ordinary ability  as  Barnes  owns.  Do  you  know  Mr.  W.?  He  wrote  a  dreadful  article 
in  the  Independent,  about  the  last  poor  lecture,  which  was  indeed  sad  sentimental 
commonplace;  and  the  critique  is  terribly  comicil.  I  could  not  help  laughing, 
remembering  some  passages  in  it,  when  Barnes  mentioned  it :  and  my  brother  became 
BO  angry  !  They  have  put  up  a  dreadful  caricature  of  B.  in  Newcome :  and  my  brother 
says  hedid  it,  but  I  hope  not.  It  is  very  droll,  though  ;  he  used  to  make  them  vory 
funnily.   I  am  glad  he  has  spirits  for  it.   Good- by,  again.  E.N. 

*  He  says  he  did  it  ! '  cries  Mr,  Pendeiinis,  laying  the  letter 
down.  '  Barnes  Newcome  would  scarcely  caricature  hiniaelf, 
my  dear  !  ' 

*  "  He  "  often  means — means  Clive,  I  think,'  says  Mrs. 
Pendennis,  in  an  offhand  nwuiner. 

*Oh  !  he  means  Clive,  does  he,  Laura  ?  ' 
'  Yes — and  you  mean  goose,  Mr.  Pendennis  !  '  that  saucy 
lady  replies. 

It  must  have  been  ahout  the  very  time  that,  tliis  letter  was 
written  tiiat  a  critical  conversation  occurred  hetween  (Mive  and 
bis  fatlier,  of  vvhicii  the  Ia<l  did  not  inform  uw  until  lutich  hitcr 
days;  as  w:is  tlic  case — the  reader  lias  been  more  than  once 
Ix^gi^ed  to  helieve — with  many  other  portions  of  this  l)io<^- 


One  nio^ht  the  ('oh)nel,  haviiii^  coine  home  from  a  rouiul  of 
elec-tioneerin*^  visits,  not  half  satislied  with  himself  ;  exeeed- 
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occasionally  tired)  finding  much  better  amusement  with  the 
'  Jolly  Britons  '  in  the  Boscawen  Room  below.  The  Colonel, 
as  an  electioneering  business,  had  made  his  appearance  in  the 
club.  But  that  ancient  Roman  warrior  had  frightened  those 
simple  Britons.  His  manners  were  too  awful  for  them  :  so 
were  Clive'swho  visited  them  also  under  Mr.  Pott's  introduc- 
tion ;  but  the  two  gentlemen,  each  being  full  of  care  and 
personal  annoyance  at  the  time,  acted  like  wet  blankets  upon 
the  Britons — whereas  F.  B.  warmed  them  and  cheered  them, 
affably  partook  of  their  meals  with  them,  and  graciously  shared 
their  cups.  So  the  Colonel  was  alone,  listening  to  the  far-off 
roar  of  the  Britons'  choruses  by  an  expiring  fire,  as  he  sat  by 
a  glass  of  cold  negus  and  the  ashes  of  his  cigar. 

I  dare  say  he  may  have  been  thinking  that  his  fire  was  well- 
nigh  out,  his  cup  at  the  dregs,  his  pipe  little  more  now  than 
dust  and  ashes — when  Clive,  candle  in  hand,  came  into  their 
sitting  room. 

As  each  saw  the  other's  face,  it  was  so  very  sad  and  worn 
and  pale  that  the  young  man  started  back  ;  and  the  elder, 
with  quite  the  tenderness  of  old  days,  cried,  *  God  bless  me, 
my  boy,  how  ill  you  look  !  Come  and  warm  yourself — look, 
the  fire's  out.    Have  something,  Clivy  !  ' 

For  months  past  they  had  not  had  a  really  kind  word.  The 
tender  old  voice  smote  upon  Clive,  and  he  burst  into  sudden 
tears.  They  rained  upon  his  father's  trembling  old  brown 
hand  as  he  stooped  down  and  kissed  it. 

*  You  look  very  ill  too,  father,'  says  Clive. 

*  111?  not  I ! '  cries  the  father,  still  keeping  the  boy's  hand 
under  both  his  own  on  the  mantel-piece.  *  Such  a  battered  old 
fellow  as  I  am  has  a  right  to  look  the  worse  for  wear  ;  but 
you,  boy,  why  do  you  look  so  pale  ? ' 

*  I  have  seen  a  ghost,  father,'  Clive  answered.  Thomas, 
however,  looked  alarmed  and  inquisitive  as  though  the  boy  was 
wandering  in  his  mind. 

'  The  ghost  of  ray  youth,  father,  the  ghost  of  my  happiness 
and  the  best  days  of  my  life,"  groaned  out  the  young  man.  *  I 
saw  Ethel  to-day.  I  went  to  see  Sarah  Mason, and  she  was  there.' 

*  I  had  seen  her,  but  I  did  not  speak  of  her,'  said  the  father. 
*  I  thought  it  was  best  not  to  mention  her  to  you,  my  poor 
boy.    And  are — are  you  fond  of  her  still,  Clive  ? ' 

'  Still !  once  means  always  in  these  things,  father,  doesn't 
it  ?    Once  means  to-day  and  yesterday  and  forever  and  ever.' 

*  Nay,  my  boy,  you  mustn't  talk  to  me  so,  or  even  to  your- 
self so.  You  have  the  dearest  little  wife  at  home,  a  dear  little 
wife  and  child.' 
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*  You  had  a  son,  and  have  been  kind  enough  to  him,  God 
knows.  You  had  a  wife  ;  but  that  doesn't  prevent  other — 
other  thoughts.  Do  you  know  you  never  spoke  twice  in  your 
life  about  my  mother  ?    You  didn't  care  for  her.' 

'  I — I  did  my  duty  by  her  ;  I  denied  her  nothing.  I  scarcely 
ever  had  a  word  with  her,  and  1  did  my  best  to  make  her 
happy,'  interposed  the  Colonel. 

'  I  know,  but  your  heart  was  with  the  other.  So  is  mine. 
It's  fatal  ;  it  runs  in  the  family,  father.' 

The  boy  looked  so  ineffably  wretched  that  the  father's  heart 
melted  still  more.  '  I  did  my  best,  Clive,'  the  Colonel  gasped 
out.  *  I  went  to  that  villain  Barnes  and  offered  him  to  settle 
every  shilling  I  was  worth  on  you — I  did — you  don't  know 
that — I'd  kill  myself  for  your  sake,  Clivy.  What's  an  old 
fellow  worth  living  for  ?  I  can  live  upon  a  crust  and  a  cigar. 
I  don't  care  about  a  carriage,  and  only  go  in  it  to  please  Rosey. 
I  wanted  to  give  up  all  for  you,  but  he  played  me  false,  that 
scoundrel  cheated  us  both  ;  he  did,  and  so  did  Ethel.' 

'  No,  sir  ;  I  may  have  thought  so  in  my  rage  once,  but  I 
know  better  now.  She  was  the  victim  and  not  the  agent. 
Did  Mme.  de  Florae  play  you  false  when  she  married  her 
husband  ?  It  was  lier  fate,  and  she  underwent  it.  We  all 
bow  to  it  ;  we  are  in  the  track,  and  the  car  passes  over  us. 
You  know  it  does,  father.'  The  Colonel  was  a  fatalist  :  he 
had  often  advanced  this  Oriental  creed  in  his  simple  dis- 
courses with  his  son  and  Clive's  friends. 

*  Besides,'  Clive  wont  on,  'Ethel  does  not  care  forme.  She 
received  me  to-day  (juite  coldly,  and  held  lier  iiand  out  as  if 
we  had  only  parted  last  year  I  I  suppose  she  likes  that  marquis 
who  jilted  her — (iod  l)less  her  !  How  shall  we  know  what 
wins  the  hearts  of  wonien  ?  She  has  mine.  There  was  my 
Fate.    Praise  be  to  Allah  !    It  is  over.' 

*  But  tliere's  that  villain  who  injured  you.  His  isn't  over 
yet,'  crie<l  th(!  Colonel,  clcnciiini^  iiis  tromhling  hand. 

*  Ah,  fath(!r  !  l^ct  ns  leave  him  to  Allah  too  !  Suppose 
Mme.  de  Florae  had  a  brother  who  insulti'd  you.  You  Kiunv 
you  wouldn't  have  revenijed  yourself.  You  would  have 
wounded  her  in  stiikinLC  hini.' 

*  You  called  out,  liarncs  yourself,  l><>y/  cried  the  father. 

*  Tiiat  was  for  another  eanse,  and  not  for  my  <juarrel.  And 
how  do  you  know  I  intended  to  lire?  \)y  Jove,  I  was  so  mis- 
erable that,  an  ounce  of  h  ad  would  have  doiuMne  littK>  harm  !' 

Tlu"!  fatiwr  saw  tlie  son's  mind  niore  clearlv  than  lu*  had 
ever  done  hitherto.    They  had  scarcely  ever  talked  upon  that 
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subject  which  the  Colonel  found  was  so  deeply  fixed  in  Clive'a 
heart.  He  thought  of  his  own  early  days,  and  how  he  had 
suffered,  and  beheld  his  son  before  him  racked  with  the  same 
cruel  pangs  of  enduring  grief.  And  he  began  to  own  that  he  had 
pressed  him  too  hastily  in  his  marriage  ;  and  to  make  an  allow- 
ance for  an  unhappiness  of  which  he  had  in  part  been  the  cause. 

'Mashallah!  Clive,  my  boy,'  said  the  old  man,  'what  is 
done  is  done.' 

*  Let  us  break  up  our  camp  before  this  place,  and  not  go  to 
war  with  Barnes,  father,'  said  Clive.  '  Let  us  have  peace — 
and  forgive  him,  if  we  can.' 

*  And  retreat  before  this  scoundrel,  Clive  ?  ' 

*  What  is  a  victory  over  such  a  fellow  ?  One  gives  a  chimney- 
sweep the  wall,  father.' 

*I  say  again — what  is  done  is  done.  I  have  promised  to 
meet  him  at  the  hustings,  and  I  will.  I  think  it  is  best ;  and 
you  are  right,  and  you  act  like  a  high-minded  gentleman — 
and  my  dear,  dear  old  boy — not  to  meddle  in  the  quarrel — 
though  I  didn't  think  so — and  the  difference  gave  me  a  great 
deal  of  pain — and  so  did  what  Pendennis  said — and  I'm  wrong 
— and  thank  God  I  am  wrong — and  God  bless  you,  my  own 
boy,'  the  Colone^I  cried  out  in  a  burst  of  emotion  ;  and  the 
two  went  to  their  bedrooms  together,  and  were  happier  as 
they  shook  hands  at  the  door  of  their  adjoining  chambers 
than  they  had  been  for  many  a  long  day  and  year. 

CHAPTER  LXIX. 

THE  ELECTION. 

Having  thus  given  his  challenge,  reconnoitered  the  enemy, 
and  pledged  himself  to  do  battle  at  the  ensuing  election,  our 
Colonel  took  leave  of  the  town  of  Newcome,  and  returned  to 
his  banking  affairs  in  London.  His  departure  was  as  that  of  a 
great  public  personage  ;  the  gentlemen  of  the  Committee  fol- 
lowed him  obsequiously  down  to  the  train.  '  Quick,'  bawls 
out  Mr.  Potts  to  Mr.  Brown,  the  station-master,  '  quick.  Mi-. 
Brown,  a  carriage  for  Colonel  Newcome  ! '  Half  a  dozen  hats 
are  taken  off  as  he  enters  into  the  carriage,  F.  Bayham  and  his 
servant  after  him,  witli  portfolios,  umbrellas,  shawls,  dispatch 
boxes.  Clive  was  not  there  to  act  as  his  father's  aid-de-carap. 
After  their  conversation  together  the  young  man  had  returned 
to  Mrs.  Clive  and  his  other  duties  in  life. 

It  has  been  said  that  Mr.  Pendennis  was  in  the  country, 
engaged  in  a  pursuit  exactly  similar  to  that  which  occupied 
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Colonel  Newcome.  The  menaced  dissolution  of  Parliament 
did  not  take  place  so  soon  as  we  expected.  The  Ministiy  still 
hung  together,  and  by  consequence  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  kept 
his  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons,  from  which  his  elder  kins- 
man was  eager  to  oust  him.  Away  from  London,  and  having 
but  a  few  correspondents,  save  on  affairs  of  business,  I  heard 
little  of  Clive  and  the  Colonel,  save  an  occasional  puff  of  one 
of  Colonel  Newcome's  entertainments  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette^ 
to  which  journal  F.  Bayham  still  condescended  to  contiibute  ; 
and  a  satisfactory  announcement  in  a  certain  part  of  that 
paper  that,  on  such  a  day,  in  Hyde  Park  Gardens,  Mrs.  Clive 
Newcome  had  presented  her  husband  with  a  son.  Clive  wrote 
to  me  presently  to  inform  me  of  the  circumstance,  stating  at 
the  same  time,  with  but  moderate  gratification  on  his  own  part, 
that  the  Campaigner,  Mrs.  Newcome's  mamma,  had  upon  this 
second  occasion  made  a  second  lodgment  in  her  daughter's 
house  and  bedchamber,  and  showed  herself  affably  disposed 
to  forget  the  little  unpleasantiies  which  had  clouded  over  the 
sunshine  of  her  former  visit. 

Laura,  with  a  smile  of  some  humor,  said  she  thought  now 
would  be  the  time  when,  if  Clive  could  be  spared  from  his 
bank,  he  might  pay  us  that  visit  at  Fairoaks  which  l)ad  been  due 
so  long,  and  hinted  that  change  of  air  and  a  temporary  absence 
from  Mrs,  Mackenzie  miglit  l)e  agreeable  to  my  old  friend. 

It  was  on  the  contrary  Mr.  Pendennis'  oj)inion  that  his  wife 
artfully  chose  that  period  of  time  when  little  Rosey  was,  ])er- 
force,  kept  at  home  and  occupied  witii  her  delightful  maternal 
duties,  to  invite  Clive  to  see  us,  Mrs,  Laura  fraiikly  ownod 
that  she  liked  our  Clive  better  without  liis  wife  than  with  her, 
and  never  ceased  to  regret  that  pretty  Rosey  had  not  bestowed 
her  little  hand  upon  ('aptain  Iloby,  as  she  had  been  very  well 
disposed  at  one  time  to  do.  Against  all  niarriagt's  of  inlerost 
this  sentimental  Laura  never  failed  to  utter  iiidignant  ])r()testa  ; 
and  Clive's  iiad  been  a  marriage  of  interest,  a  marriage  made 
up  ])y  tlic  old  jx'oplc,  a  marriage  to  which  thr  young  mai\  had 
only  yielded  out,  of  good-nature  and  ohedii  nee.  She  wouhl 
apostrophize  her  unconscious  younLT  <»iu's,  and  infoini  those 
innocent  babies  th.at  fli'  >/  should  nev»'r  he  made  to  marry  e\('e|)t 
for  love,  never — an  announcement  which  was  receiv<'d  with 
perfecrt  indifferen<M'  by  lilth'  Arthur  on  his  rockinir-horsi',  and 
little  Helen  smiling  and  crowing  in  her  mother's  lap. 

So  ('live  came  down  to  us  careworn  in  ap|icaiaiici-,  but  very 
pleased  and  hajt|>y,  he  said,  to  stay  for  ji  w li ile  w it  h  t  he  friends 
of  his  youth.     Weshowt'd  him  our  modest  rural  lions  ;  wo  g<»t 
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him  such  sport  and  company  as  our  quiet  neighborhood 
afforded,  we  gave  him  fishing  in  the  Brawl,  and  Laura  in  her 
pony  chaise  drove  him  to  Baymouth,  and  to  Clavering  Park 
and  town,  and  to  visit  the  famous  cathedral  at  Chatteris,  where 
she  was  pleased  to  recount  certain  incidents  of  her  husband's 
youth. 

Clive  laughed  at  my  wife's  stories  ;  he  pleased  himself  in 
our  home  ;  he  played  with  our  children,  with  whom  he  became 
a  great  favorite  ;  he  was  happier,  he  told  me  with  a  sigh,  than 
he  had  been  for  many  a  day.  His  gentle  hostess  echoed  the 
sigh  of  the  poor  young  fellow.  She  was  sure  that  his  pleasure 
was  only  transitory,  and  was  convinced  that  many  deep  cares 
weighed  upon  his  mind. 

Ere  long  my  old  schoolfellow  made  me  sundry  confessions, 
which  showed  that  Laura's  surmises  were  correct.  About  his 
domestic  affairs  he  did  not  treat  much  ;  the  little  boy  was  said 
to  be  a  very  fine  little  boy  ;  the  ladies  had  taken  entire  posses- 
sion of  him.  *  I  can't  stand  Mrs.  Mackenzie  any  longer,  I 
own,'  says  Clive  ;  *but  how  resist  a  wife  at  such  a  moment? 
Rosa  was  sure  she  would  die  unless  her  mother  came  to  her, 
and  of  course  we  invited  Mrs.  Mack.  This  time  she  is  all 
smiles  and  politeness  with  the  Colonel  :  the  last  quarrel  is  laid 
upon  me,  and  in  so  far  I  am  easy,  as  the  old  folks  get  on  pretty 
well  together.'  To  me,  considering  these  things,  it  was  clear 
that  Mr.  Clive  Newcome  was  but  a  very  secondary  personage 
indeed  in  his  father's  new  fine  house  which  he  inhabited,  and 
in  which  the  poor  Colonel  had  hoped  they  were  to  live  such  a 
happy  family. 

But  it  was  about  Clive  Newcome's  pecuniary  affairs  that  I 
felt  the  most  disquiet  when  he  came  to  explain  these  to  me. 
The  Colonel's  capital  and  that  considerable  sum  which  Mrs. 
Clive  had  inherited  from  her  good  old  uncle,  were  all  involved 
in  a  common  stock,  of  which  Colonel  Newcome  took  the  man- 
agement. *  The  governor  understands  business  so  well,  you 
see,'  says  Clive  ;  '  is  a  most  remarkable  head  for  accounts  ;  he 
must  have  inherited  that  from  my  grandfather,  you  know,  who 
made  his  own  fortune.  All  the  Newcomes  are  good  at  accounts 
except  me,  a  poor  useless  devil  who  knows  nothing  but  to  paint 
a  picture,  and  who  can't  even  do  that.'  He  cuts  off  the  head 
of  a  thistle  as  he  speaks,  bites  his  tawny  mustaches,  plunges 
his  hands  into  his  pockets  and  his  soul  into  reverie. 

*  You  don't  mean  to  say,'  asks  Mr.  Pendennis,  *  that  your 
wife's  fortune  has  not  been  settled  upon  herself  ? ' 

*  Of  course  it  has  been  settled  upon  herself ;  that  is,  it  is 
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entirely  her  own — you  know  the  Colonel  has  managed  all  the 
business,  he  understands  it  better  than  we  do.' 

'  Do  you  say  that  your  wife's  money  is  not  vested  in  the 
hands  of  trustees,  and  for  her  benefit  ? ' 

'My  father  is  one  of  the  trustees.  I  tell  3'^ou  he  manages 
the  whole  thing.  What  is  his  property  is  mine,  and  ever  has 
been  ;  and  I  might  draw  upon  him  as  much  as  I  liked  ;  and  you 
know  it's  five  times  as  great  as  ray  wife's.  What  is  his  is 
ours,  and  what  is  ours  is  his,  of  course  ;  for  instance,  the 
India  Stock,  which  poor  Uncle  James  left,  that  now  stands 
in  the  Colonel's  name.  He  wants  to  be  a  Director  ;  he  will  be 
at  the  next  election — he  must  have  a  certain  quantity  of  India 
Stock,  don't  you  see  ? ' 

'  My  dear  fellow,  is  there  then  no  settlement  made  upon 
your  wife  at  all  ?  ' 

'  You  needn't  look  so  frightened,'  says  Clive.  *  I  made  a 
settlement  on  her  :  with  all  my  worldly  goods  I  did  her  endow 
— three  thousand  three  hundred  and  thirty-three  pounds  six 
and  eightpence,  which  my  father  sent  over  from  India  to  my 
uncle,  years  ago,  when  I  came  home.' 

I  might  well  indeed  be  aghast  at  this  news,  and  had  yet 
further  intelligence  from  Clive,  which  by  no  means  contributed 
to  lessen  my  anxiety.  Tins  worthy  old  Colonel,  who  fancied 
himself  to  be  so  clever  a  man  of  business,  chose  to  conduct  it 
in  utter  ignorance  and  defiance  of  law.  If  anything  happened 
to  the  Bundelcund  Bank,  it  was  clear  that  not  only  every  shil- 
lingof  hisown  property  but  every  farthing  bequeathed  to  Kosey 
Mackenzie  would  be  lost ;  only  his  retiring  pension,  which  was 
luckily  considerable,  and  the  hundred  pounds  a  year  whicli 
Clive  had  settled  on  his  wife,  would  be  saved  out  of  the  ruin. 

And  now  (Miv(!  confided  to  me  his  own  serious  doubts  and 
misgivings  reganling  the  prosperity  of  the  Hank  itself.  He  did 
not  know  why,  but  he  couhl  not  help  fancying  that  things  were 
going  wrong.  Those  partners  who  had  coiuc  home,  having 
sold  out  of  the  iiaiik,  and  were  living  in  KiiLrlMud  so  splen- 
didly, why  had  they  ([uitttMl  it?  The  Colonel  s:iid  it  was  a 
proof  of  the  prosperity  of  the  company,  that  so  many  gentle- 
men w(>r(!  enriched  who  h.'id  taken  shares  in  it.  '  l>ut  when 
I  ask<'d  niy  f.ither,'  ('liv<'  (Continued,  '  why  he  did  not  himself 
withdraw,  th(Mle:irold  hoy's  eouiitt'iianec*  fell:  he  told  nu>  such 
things  w<'re  not  to  hv  <lone  every  <iay  ;  an<l  eiuled.as  usual,  by 
saying  that  I  do  not  uiKh'rsland  anything  ahout  husiness.  No 
more  I  do  ;  that  is  the  truth.  I  hale  tlu'  whole  eoucern,  IN  n  ! 
I  hate  that  great  tawdry  house  in  which  we  live  ;  and  (lu>so 
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fearfully  stupid  parties.  Oh,  how  I  wish  we  were  back  in  Fitz* 
roy  Square  !  But  who  can  recall  by-gones,  Arthur  ;  or  wrong 
steps  in  life  ?  We  must  make  the  best  of  to-day,  and  to-morrow 
must  take  care  of  itself.  "  Poor  little  child  !  "  I  could  not  help 
thinking,  as  I  took  it  crying  in  my  arms  the  other  day,  "  what 
has  life  in  store  for  you,  my  poor  weeping  baby  ?  "  My  mother- 
in-law  cried  out  that  I  should  drop  the  baby,  and  that  only  the 
Colonel  knew  how  to  hold  it.  My  wife  called  from  her  bed  ; 
the  nurse  dashed  up  and  scolded  me  ;  and  they  drove  me  out 
of  the  room  among  them.  By  Jove,  Pen,  I  laugh  when  some 
of  my  friends  congratulate  me  on  my  good  fortune  !  I  am  not 
quite  the  father  of  my  own  child,  nor  the  husband  of  my  own 
wife,  nor  even  the  master  of  my  own  easel.  I  am  managed  for, 
don't  you  see  !  boarded,  lodged,  and  done  for.  And  here  is  the 
man  they  call  happy.  Happy!  Oh  !  why  hadlnotyour  strength 
of  mind  ;  and  why  did  I  ever  leave  my  art,  my  mistress?* 

And  herewith  the  poor  lad  fell  to  chopping  thistles  again  ; 
and  quitted  Fairoaks  shortl}'',  leaving  his  friends  there  very 
much  disquieted  about  his  prospects,  actual  and  future. 

The  expected  dissolution  of  Parliament  came  at  length. 
All  the  country  papers  in  England  teemed  with  electioneering 
addresses ;  and  the  country  was  in  a  flutter  with  parti-colored 
ribbons.  Colonel  Thomas  Newcome,  pursuant  to  his  promise, 
offered  himself  to  the  independent  electors  of  Newcome  in  the 
Liberal  journal  of  the  family  town,  while  Sir  Barnes  Newcome, 
Baronet,  addressed  himself  tohisoldand  triedfriends,and  called 
upon  the  friends  of  the  constitution  to  rally  round  him,  in  the 
Conservative  print.  The  addresses  of  our  friend  were  sent  to 
us  at  Fairoaks  by  the  Colonel's  indefatigable  aid-de-camp,  Mr. 
Frederick  Bayham.  During  the  period  which  had  elapsed  since 
the  Colonel's  last  canvassing  visit  and  the  issuing  of  the  writs 
now  daily  expected  for  the  new  Parliament,  many  things  of 
great  importance  had  occurred  in  Tliomas  Newcome's  family—- 
events  which  were  kept  secret  from  his  biographer,  who  was, 
at  this  period  also,  pretty  entirely  occupied  with  his  own  affairs. 
These,  however,  are  not  the  present  subject  of  this  history, 
which  has  Newcome  for  its  business,  and  the  parties  engaged 
in  the  family  quarrel  there. 

There  were  four  candidates  in  the  field  for  the  representa- 
tion of  that  borough.  That  old  and  tried  Member  of  Parlia- 
ment, Mr.  Bunce,  was  considered  to  be  secure  ;  and  the  Bar- 
onet's seat  was  thought  to  be  pretty  safe  on  account  of  his 
influence  in  the  place.  Nevertheless,  Thomas  Newcome's  sup- 
porters were  confident  for  their  champion,  and  that  when  the 
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parties  came  to  the  poll,  the  extreme  Liberals  of  the  borough 
would  divide  their  votes  between  him  and  the  fourth  candidate, 
the  uncompromising  Radical,  Mr.  Barker. 

In  due  time  tlie  Colonel  and  his  staff  arrived  at  Newcome, 
and  resumed  the  active  canvass  which  they  had  commenced 
some  months  previously.  Clive  was  not  in  his  father's  suite 
this  time,  nor  Mr.  Warrington,  whose  engagements  took  liim 
elsewhere.  The  lawyer,  the  editor  of  the  Independent^  and  F. 
B.  were  the  Colonel's  cliief  men.  His  headquarters  (which  F. 
B.  liked  very  well)  were  at  the  hotel  where  we  last  saw  him, 
and  whence  issuing  with  his  aid-de-camp  at  his  heels,  the  Colo- 
nel went  round  to  canvass  personally,  according  to  his  own 
promise,  every  free  and  independent  elector  of  the  borough. 
Barnes  too  was  canvassing  eagerly  on  his  side,  and  was  most 
affable  and  active  ;  the  two  parties  would  often  meet  nose  to 
nose  in  the  same  street,  and  their  retainers  exchange  looks  of 
defiance.  With  Mr.  Potts  of  the  Independent^  a  big  man,  on  his 
left ;  with  Mr.  Frederick,  a  still  bigger  man,  on  his  right ;  his 
own  trusty  bamboo  cane  in  his  hand,  before  which  poor  Barnes 
had  shrunk  abashed  ere  now.  Colonel  Newcome  had  commonly 
the  best  of  these  street  encounters,  and  frowned  liis  nephew 
Barnes,  and  Barnes'  staff,  off  the  pavement.  With  the  non- 
electors  the  Colonel  was  a  decided  favorite  ;  the  boys  invari- 
ably hurrahed  him  ;  whereas  they  jeered  and  uttered  ironical 
cries  after  poor  Barnes,  asking,  '  Who  beat  his  wife?  Who 
drove  his  children  to  the  workhouse  ?'  and  other  unkind  personal 
questions.  The  man  upon  whom  the  libertine  Harnes  had 
inrtict('(l  so  cruel  an  injury  in  his  early  days  was  now  the  Baro- 
net's bitterest  en(!my.  He  assailed  him  witii  curses  and  threats 
when  they  met,  ami  leagiie(l  his  brother  workmen  against  him. 
Tiie  wretcluMl  Sir  ll.n  nes  owned  with  contrition  that  tlie  sins  of 
hisyouth  pursue<l  liiin  ;  his  enemy  scolled  at  the  idea  of  iiai  iies' 
repentanc(!  ;  he  was  not  uiovcmI  at  the  grief,  the  punishment  in 
his  owti  family,  1  h<' Innniliat ion  and  remorse  which  the  repent- 
ant prodigal  |»it,eonsly  ]>lea<le(i.  No  man  was  louder  in  his  cries 
of  mea  culpd  than  Harnes  ;  no  man  professed  a  more  e<lif\  ing 
repentance.  lie  was  hat.  in  hand  to  every  bla(?k  coat,  estab- 
lished or  dissenting.  Repentance  was  to  his  interest,  to  bo 
sure,  l)ut  yet  let  ns  hope  it.  was  sincere.  Then'  issomehvpoc- 
risy  of  which  one  does  not  like  even  to  entertaiii  the  thought  ; 
esp(!(;ially  tliat,  awful  falsehood  which  trades  witii  divine  tinth 
and  takes  tlu-  nanu'  of  Ih'aven  in  vain. 

'V\\{\  Roebuck  Inn,  at  Newcom»',  stands  in  the  market 
place,  directly  facing  the  ivijig's  .\rms,  wIumi',  as  wo  know, 
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ColoTiel  Newcome  and  uncompromising  toleration  held  their 
headquarters.  Immense  banners  of  blue  and  yellow  floated 
from  every  window  of  the  King's  Arms,  and  decorated  the 
balcony  from  which  the  Colonel  and  his  assistants  were  in  the 
habit  of  addressing  the  multitude.  Fiddlers  and  trumpeters, 
arrayed  in  his  colors,  paraded  the  town  and  enlivened  it  with 
their  melodious  strains.  Other  trumpetei's  and  fiddlers,  bear- 
ing the  true  blue  cockades  and  colors  of  Sir  Barnes  Newcome, 
Baronet,  would  encounter  the  Colonel'smusicians,  on  which  occa- 
sions of  meeting,  it  is  to  be  feared,  small  harmony  was  pro- 
duced. They  banged  each  other  with  their  brazen  instruments. 
The  warlike  drummers  thumped  each  other's  heads  in  lieu  of 
the  professional  sheepskin.  The  town-boys  and  street-black- 
guards rejoiced  in  tliese  combats,  and  exhibited  their  valor  on 
one  side  or  the  other.  The  Colonel  had  to  pay  a  long  bill  for 
broken  brass,  when  he  settled  the  little  accounts  of  the  election. 

In  after-times  F.  B.  was  pleased  to  describe  the  circum- 
stances of  a  contest  in  which  he  bore  a  most  distinguished  part. 
It  was  F.  B.'s  opinion  that  his  private  eloquence  brought  over 
many  waverers  to  the  Colonel's  side,  and  converted  numbers  of 
the  benighted  followers  of  Sir  Barnes  Newcome.  Bayham's 
voice  was  indeed  magnificent,  and  could  be  heard  from  the 
King's  Arms  balcony  above  the  shout  and  roar  of  the  mul- 
titude, the  gongs  and  bugles  of  the  oppositioi*  bands.  He  was 
untiring  in  his  oratory — undaunted  in  the  presence  of  the 
crowds  below.  He  was  immensely  popular,  F.  B.  Whether  he 
laid  his  hand  upon  his  broad  chest,  took  off  his  hat  and  waved 
it,  or  pressed  his  blue  and  yellow  ribbons  to  his  bosom,  the 
crowd  shouted,  *  Hurrah  !  silence  !  bravo  !  Bayham  forever  ! ' 
*  They  would  have  carried  me  in  triumph,'  said  F.  B.  ;  '  if  I 
had  but  the  necessary  qualification,  I  might  be  Member  for 
Newcome  this  day  or  any  other  I  choose.' 

I  am  afraid,  in  his  conduct  of  the  Colonel's  election,  Mr. 
Bayham  resorted  to  acts  of  which  his  principal  certainly  would 
disapprove,  and  engaged  auxiliaries  whose  alliance  was  scarcely 
creditable.  Whose  was  the  hand  which  flung  the  potato  which 
struck  Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  Baronet,  on  the  nose  as  he  was 
haranguing  the  people  from  the  Roebuck?  How  came  it  that 
whenever  Sir  Barnes  and  his  friends  essayed  to  speak,  such  an 
awful  yelling  and  groaning  took  place  in  the  crowd  below  that 
the  words  of  those  feeble  orators  were  inaudible  ?  Who  smashed 
all  the  front  windows  of  the  Roebuck  ?  Colonel  Newcome 
had  not  words  to  express  his  indignation  at  proceedings  so 
unfair.    When  Sir  Barnes  and  his  staff  were  hustled  in  the 
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market  place  ancl  most  outrageously  shoved,  jeered,  and  jolted, 
the  Colonel  from  the  King's  Arms  organized  a  rapid  sally, 
which  he  himself  headed  with  hisbamboo  cane ;  cut  out  Sir  Barnes 
and  his  followers  from  the  hands  of  the  mob  and  addressed 
those  ruffians  in  a  noble  speech, of  which  the  bamboo  cane — Eng- 
lishman— shame — fair-plaj^jWere  the  most  emphatic  expressions. 
The  mob  cheered  Old  Tom  as  they  called  him — they  made  way 
for  Sir  Barnes,  who  shrunk  pale  and  shuddering  back  into  his 
hotel  again — who  always  persisted  in  saying  that  that  old  vil- 
lain of  a  dragoon  had  planned  both  the  assault  and  the  rescue. 

'  When  the  dregs  of  the  people — the  scum  of  the  rabble, 
sir,  banded  together  by  the  myrmidons  of  Sir  Barnes  Newcome, 
attacked  us  at  the  King's  Arms,  and  smashed  ninety-six 
pounds'  worth  of  glass  at  one  volley,  besides  knocking  off  the 
gold  unicorn's  head  and  the  tail  of  the  British  lion  ;  it  was  fine, 
sir,'  F.  B.  said,  *  to  see  how  the  Colonel  came  forward,  and  the 
coolness  of  the  old  boy  in  the  midst  of  the  action.  He  stood 
there  in  front,  sir,  with  his  old  hat  off,  never  so  much  as  once 
bobbing  his  old  head,  and  I  think  bespoke  rather  better  under 
tire  than  he  did  when  there  was  no  danger.  Between  ourselves, 
he  aint  much  of  a  speaker,  the  old  Colonel  ;  he  hems  and  liahs, 
and  repeats  himself  a  good  deal.  He  hasn't  the  gift  of  natural 
eloquence  which  some  men  have,  Pendennis.  You  should  have 
heard  my  speech,  sir,  on  the  Thursda}^  in  the  Town  Hall — that 
was  something  like  a  speech.  Potts  was  jealous  of  it,  and 
always  reported  me  most  shamefully.' 

In  spite  of  his  respectful  behavior  to  the  gentlemen  in  black 
coats,  his  soup  tickets  and  liis  flannel  tickets,  his  own  jtathetic 
lectures  and  his  sedulous  attendance  at  other  folks'  sermons, 
j)Oor  l^arnes  could  wot  kcej)  up  his  credit  with  the  serious  inter- 
est at  Newcome,  and  the  nu'etiiig-houses  and  iheir  respective 
pastors  and  fr('<|uenters  turned  tlieir  backs  upon  him.  '^J'lio 
case  against  him  was  too  flagrant  :  his  enemy,  the  factory-man, 
worked  it  with  an  extraordinary  skill,  malice,  and  ]>ert  inacity. 
Not  a  single  man,  woman,  or  child  in  Newcome,  hut  was  made 
acquainte<l  with  Sir  Barnes'  early  peccadillo.  Ivihald  ballads 
were  liowle*!  througli  tlu^  streets  describing  liis  sin,  and  liis 
deserved  ]Minisliinent.  Vov  very  sliame,  the  reverend  dissent- 
ing gentlemen  were  obliged  to  icjrain  from  voting  I'or  hin\  ; 
such  as  venl tired,  believing  in  the  sincerily  of  his  repentance, 
to  give  him  tln'ir  voie<'S,  were  yelled  away  from  the  polling 
places.  A  very  great  number,  whowould  have  been  his  rriemls, 
were  compelled  to  bow  to  decency  and  public  o]»inion,  and 
Bupj)()rt  the  Colonel. 
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Hooted  away  from  tlie  hustings  and  the  public  places 
whence  the  rival  candidates  addressed  the  free  and  independent 
electors,  this  wretched  and  persecuted  Sir  Barnes  invited  his 
friends  and  supporters  to  meet  him  at  the  Athenaeum  Room 
— scene  of  his  previous  eloquent  performances.  But  though 
this  apartment  was  defended  by  tickets,  the  people  burst  into 
it ;  and  Nemesis,  in  the  shape  of  the  persevering  factory-man, 
appeared  before  the  scared  Sir  Barnes  and  his  puzzled  com- 
mittee. The  man  stood  up  and  bearded  the  pale  Baronet.  He 
liad  a  good  cause,  and  was  in  truth  a  far  better  master  of 
debate  than  our  banking  friend,  being  a  great  speaker  among 
his  brother  operatives,  by  whom  political  questions  are  dis- 
cussed, and  the  conduct  of  political  men  examined,  with  a 
ceaseless  interest  and  with  an  ardor  and  eloquence  which  are 
often  unknown  in  what  is  called  superior  society.  This  man 
and  his  friends  round  about  him  fiercely  silenced  the  clamor  of 

*  Turn  him  out,'  with  which  his  first  appearance  was  assailed 
by  Sir  Barnes'  hangers-on.  He  said,  in  the  name  of  justice  he 
would  speak  up  ;  if  they  were  fathers  of  families,  and  loved 
their  wives  and  daugliters,  he  dared  them  to  refuse  him  a  hear- 
ing. Did  they  love  their  wives  and  their  children  ?  it  was  a 
shame  that  they  should  take  such  a  man  as  that  yonder  for  their 
representative  in  Parliament.  But  the  greatest  sensation  he 
made  was  when  in  the  middle  of  his  speech,  after  inveighing 
against  Barnes'  cruelty  and  parental  ingratitude,  he  asked, 

*  Where  were  Barnes'  children  ? '  and  actually  thrust  forward 
two,  to  the  amazement  of  the  committee  and  the  gliastly  aston- 
ishment of  the  guilty  Baronet  himself. 

'  Look  at  them,'  says  the  man  ;  '  they  are  almost  in  rags, 
they  have  to  put  up  with  scanty  and  hard  food  ;  contrast  them 
with  his  other  children,  whom  you  see  lording  it  in  gilt  car- 
riages, robed  in  purple  and  fine  linen,  and  scattering  mud  from 
their  wheels  over  us  humble  people  as  we  walk  the  streets  ; 
ignorance  and  starvation  is  good  enough  for  these,  for  those 
others  nothing  can  be  too  fine  or  too  dear.  What  can  a 
factory-girl  expect  from  such  a  fine  high-bred,  white-handed, 
aristocratic  gentleman  as  Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  Baronet,  but 
to  be  cajoled,  and  seduced,  and  deserted,  and  left  to  starve  ! 
When  she  has  served  my  lord's  pleasure,  her  natural  fate  is  to 
be  turned  into  the  street  ;  let  lier  go  and  rot  there,  and  her 
children  beg  in  the  gutter.' 

*  This  is  the  most  shameful  imposture,'  gasps  out  Sir 
Barnes  ;  '  these  children  are  not — are  not  ' 

The  man  interrupted  him  with  a  bitter  laugh.    *No,'  says 
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he,  '  they  are  not  his  ;  that's  true  enough,  friends.  It's  Tom 
Martin's  girl  and  boy,  a  precious  |>p.ir  of  lazy  little  scamps. 
Rut,  at  first,  he  thought  they  were  his  children.  See  how  much 
he  knows  about  them  !  He  hasn't  seen  his  children  for  years  ; 
he  would  have  left  them  and  their  mother  to  starve,  and  did, 
but  for  shame  and  fear.  The  old  man,  his  father,  pensioned 
them,  and  he  hasn't  the  heart  to  stop  their  wages  now.  Men 
of  Newcome,  will  you  have  this  man  to  represent  you  in  Parlia- 
ment ? '  And  the  crowd  roared  out  *  No  ; '  and  Barnes  and  his 
shamefaced  committee  slunk  out  of  the  place,  and  no  wonder 
the  dissenting  clerical  gentlemen  were  sh}^  of  voting  for  him. 

A  brilliant  and  picturesque  diversion  in  Colonel  Newcome's 
favor  was  due  to  the  inventive  genius  of  his  faithful  aid-de- 
camp, F.  B.  On  the  polling-day,  as  the  carnages  full  of 
voters  came  up  to  the  market  place,  there  appeared  nigh  to 
tlie  booths  an  open  barouche,  covered  all  over  with  ribbon, 
and  containing  Frederick  Bayham,  Esq.,  profusely  decorated 
with  the  Colonel's  colors,  and  a  very  old  woman  and  her 
female  attendant,  who  were  similarly  ornamented.  It  was 
good  old  Mrs.  Mason,  who  was  pleased  witli  the  drive  and  the 
sunshine,  tliough  she  scarcely  understood  the  meaning  of  the 
turmoil,  with  her  maid  by  her  side,  delighted  to  wear  such 
ribbons  and  sit  in  such  a  post  of  honor.  Rising  up  in  the 
carriage,  F.  B.  took  off  his  hat,  bade  liis  men  of  brass  be 
silent,  who  were  accustomed  to  bray  *See  the  Conquering 
Hero  comes,'  whenever  the  Colonel,  or  Mr.  Bayham,  his  bril- 
liant aid-de-camp,  made  their  api)earance  ;  bidding,  we  say, 
the  musicians  and  the  universe  to  ])e  silent,  F.  li.  rose  and 
made  the  citizens  of  Newcome  a  splendid  speech.  Good  old 
unconscious  Mrs.  Mason  was  the  theme  of  it,  and  the  (\)loners 
virtues  and  faithful  gratitude  in  tending  her.  'She  was  his 
father's  old  friend.  She  was  Sir  Barni's  Newcome's  grand- 
father's old  friend.  She  had  lived  for  more  than  forty  years 
at  Sir  liarnes  Ncwcoine's  door,  and  how  often  had  he  l)ei'n  to 
se(!  her  ?  Did  he  go  every  week  ?  No.  Kveiy  month?  No. 
Every  year  ?  No.  Never  in  th(»  whole  course  of  his  life  had  he 
set  his  foot  into  her  <loors  ! '  (lioud  yells  and  cries  of  *  Shame!  ') 
*  Never  had  he  donc^  her  one  siii<^Ie  act  of  kindness.  \\'lH>reart 
for  years  and  years  past.,  when  he  was  away  in  India,  heroically 
lighting  the  battles  of  his  ("ountry,  when  he  was  distinguishing 
himself  at  Assaye,  and  —  and  —  Nl uliiL^'atawny  and  Seringapa- 
tanj,  in  the  hottest  of  the  H'^ht  and  the  liercest  of  tli«'  (lander, 
in  tlu^  most,  terrible  moment  of  the  contlict,  an*l  tlu'  crowning 
glory  of  the   victory,  the  good,   the   brave,  the  kind  old 
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Colonel — why  should  he  say  Colonel  ?  why  should  he  not  say 
Old  Tom  at  once  (immense  roars  of  applause)  *  always 
remembered  his  dear  old  nurse  and  friend.  Look  at  that 
shawl,  boys,  which  she  has  got  on  !  My  belief  is  that  Colonel 
Newcome  took  the  shawl  in  single  combat,  and  on  horseback, 
from  the  prime  minister  of  Tippoo  Sahib.'  (Immense  cheers 
and  cries  of  *  Bravo,  Bayham  ! ')  *Look  at  that  brooch  the 
dear  old  thing  wears  ! '  (He  kissed  her  hand  whilst  so  apos- 
trophizing her.)  *Tom  Newcome  never  brags  about  his  mill- 
tary  achievements ;  he  is  the  most  modest  as  well  as  the 
bravest  man  in  the  world.  What  if  I  were  to  tell  vou  that 
he  cut  that  brooch  from  the  throat  of  an  Indian  rajah  ?  He's 
man  enough  to  do  it.'  (*  He  is  !  he  is  ! '  from  all  parts  of  the 
crowd.)  *  What,  you  want  to  take  the  horses  out,  do  you  ?' 
(to  the  crowd,  who  were  removing  those  quadrupeds.)  '  I 
aint  going  to  prevent  you  ;  I  expected  as  much  of  you.  Men 
of  Newcome,  I  expected  as  much  of  you,  for  I  know  you  !  Sit 
still  old  lady  ;  don't  be  frightened,  ma'  am,  they  are  only  going 
to  pull  you  to  the  King's  Arms,  and  show  you  to  the  Colonel.' 

This,  indeed,  was  the  direction  in  which  the  mob  (whether 
inflamed  by  spontaneous  enthusiasm,  or  excited  by  cunning 
agents  placed  among  the  populace  by  F.  B.,  I  cannot  say), 
now  took  the  barouche  and  its  three  occupants.  With  a 
myriad  roar  and  shout  the  carriage  was  dragged  up  in  front 
of  the  King's  Arms,  from  the  balconies  of  which  a  most 
satisfactory  account  of  the  polling  was  already  placarded. 
The  extra  noise  and  shouting  brought  out  the  Colonel,  who 
looked  at  first  with  curiosity  at  the  advancing  procession,  and 
then,  as  he  caught  sight  of  Sarah  Mason,  with  a  blush  and  a 
bow  of  his  kind  old  head, 

*  Look  at  him,  boys  ! '  cried  the  enraptured  F.  B.,  pointing 
up  to  the  old  man.  *  Look  at  him  ;  the  dear  old  boy  !  Isn't 
he  an  old  trump?  which  will  you  have  for  your  Member, 
Barnes  Newcome  or  Old  Tom  ?  ' 

And,  as  might  be  supposed,  an  immense  shout  of  *  Old  Tom! ' 
arose  from  the  multitude  ;  in  the  midst  of  which,  blushing 
and  bowing  still,  the  Colonel  went  back  to  his  committee 
room  ;  and  the  bands  played  '  See  the  Conquering  Hero ' 
louder  than  ever  ;  and  poor  Barnes,  in  the  course  of  his  duty, 
having  to  come  out  upon  his  balcony  at  the  Roebuck 
opposite,  was  saluted  with  a  yell  as  vociferous  as  the  cheer 
for  the  Colonel  had  been  ;  and  old  Mrs.  Mason  asked  what 
the  noise  was  about ;  and  after  making  several  vain  efforts, 
in  durab  show,  to  the  crowd,  Barnes  slunk  back  into  his  hole 
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again  as  pale  as  the  turnip  which  was  flung  at  his  head  ;  and 
the  horses  were  brought,  and  Mrs.  Mason  driven  home,  and 
the  day  of  election  came  to  an  end. 

Reasons  of  personal  gratitude,  as  we  have  stated  already, 
prevented  his  Highness  the  Prince  de  Montcontour  from  taking 
a  part  in  this  family  contest.  His  brethren  of  the  House  of 
Iligg,  however,  very  much  to  Florae's  gratification,  gave  their 
second  votes  to  Colonel  Newcome,  carrying  with  them  a  very 
great  number  of  electors  ;  we  know  that  in  the  present  Parlia- 
ment, Mr.  Higg  and  Mr.  Bunce  sit  for  the  Borough  of  New- 
come.  Having  had  monetary  transactions  with  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come,  and  entered  largely  into  railway  speculations  with  him, 
the  Messrs.  Higg  had  found  reason  to  quarrel  with  the  Baronet; 
accuse  him  of  sliarp  practices  to  the  present  day,  and  have  long 
stories  to  tell  which  do  not  concern  us  about  Sir  Barnes'  strata- 
gems,grasping,and  extortion.  They  and  their  following, desert- 
ing Sir  Barnes,  whom  they  had  supported  in  previous  elections, 
voted  for  the  Colonel,  although  some  of  the  opinions  of  that 
gentleman  were  rather  too  extreme  for  such  sober  persons. 

Not  exactly  knowing  what  his  politics  were  when  he  com- 
menced the  canvass,  I  can't  say  to  what  opinions  the  poor  Colo- 
nel did  not  find  himself  committed  by  the  time  when  the  elec- 
tion was  over.    The  worthy  gentleman  felt  himself  not  a  little 
humiliated  by  what  he  had  to  say  and  unsay,  by  having  to 
answer  questions,  to  submit  to  familiarities,  to  shake  hands, 
which,  to  say  truth,  he  did  not  care  for  grasping  at  all.  His 
habits  were  aristocratic  ;  his  education  had  been  military  ;  the 
kindest  and  simplest  soul  alive,  he  yet  disliked  all  familiarity, 
and  expected  from  common  jx'ople  the  sort  of  dt  fercnce  which 
he  had  received  from  his  men  in  the  regiment.    The  cojitest 
saddened  and  mortified  him  ;  he  felt  that  he  was  usiiig  wrong 
means  to  obtain  an  eiul  that  perhaps  was  not  riu^ht  (lor  so  his 
secret  consciences  must  have  told  him);  ho  was  derogating  from 
his  own  honor  in  tampering  with  political  opinions,  submitting 
to  familiarities,  coTideseMMidini^  to  stand  by  while  his  agents 
solicited  vulgar  sulTraij^es  or  ut  tered  clap-traps  ahout  retreiu-h- 
raent  and  nd'onn.    '  I  l"<'lt  I  was  wrong,'  lie  said  to  me  in  after 
days,  '  thout^h  f  was  too  |)nmd  to  own  my  error  in  those  times, 
an<l  you  and  your  ^ood  wife  and  njy  b<»y  were  rii^ht  in  protest- 
ing against  that  ma<l  elect  ion.'     Indeed,  though  w<'  lit  t  le  kuiw 
what  events  were  speedily  t(>  hap|M'n,  Laura  and  I  felt  vim  \- 
litthi  satisfaction  when  the  result  of  the  Newcoiue  (  lection  was 
nia<le  known  to  us,  :ind  we  found  Sir  liarnes  Newc(une  third 
and  Colonel  Thomas  Newcome  second  uj)on  tlie  poll. 
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Ethel  was  absent  with  her  children  at  Brighton.  She  was 
glad,  she  wrote,  not  to  have  been  at  home  during  the  election. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  C.  were  at  Brighton,  too.  Ethel  had  seen  Mrs. 
C.  and  her  child  once  or  twice.  It  was  a  very  tine  child.  *  My 
brother  came  down  to  us,'  she  wrote,  '  after  all  was  over.  He 
is  furious  against  M.  de  Montcontour,  who,  he  says,  persuaded 
the  Whigs  to  vote  against  him,  and  turned  the  election.' 

CHAPTER  LXX. 

CHILTERN  HUNDREDS. 

We  shall  say  no  more  regarding  Thomas  Newcome's  political 
doings,  his  speeches  against  Barnes,  and  the  Baronet's  replies. 
The  nephew  was  beaten  by  his  stout  old  uncle. 

In  due  time  the  Gazette  announced  that  Thomas  Newcome, 
Esq.,  was  returned  as  one  of  the  Members  of  Parliament  for 
the  borough  of  Newcome  ;  and  after  triumphant  dinners, 
speeches,  and  rejoicings,  the  Member  came  back  to  his  family 
in  London,  and  to  his  affairs  in  that  city. 

The  good  Colonel  appeared  to  be  by  no  means  elated  by  his 
victory.  He  would  not  allow  that  he  was  wrong  in  engaging 
in  that  family  war  of  which  we  have  just  seen  the  issue  ;  though 
it  may  be  that  his  secret  remorse  on  this  account  in  part  occa- 
sioned his  disquiet.  But  there  were  other  reasons,  which  his 
family  not  long  afterward  came  to  understand,  for  the  gloom 
and  low  spirits  which  now  oppressed  the  head  of  their  home. 

It  was  observed  (that  is,  if  simple  little  Rosey  took  the 
trouble  to  observe)  that  the  entertainments  at  the  Colonel's 
mansion  were  more  frequent  and  splendid  even  than  before  ; 
the  silver  cocoa-nut  tree  was  constantly  in  requisition,  and 
around  it  were  assembled  many  new  guests,  who  had  not  for- 
merly been  used  to  sit  under  those  branches.  Mr.  Sherrick 
and  his  wife  appeared  at  those  parties,  at  which  the  proprietor 
of  Lady  Whittlesea's  chapel  made  himself  perfectly  familiar. 
Sherrick  cut  jokes  with  the  master  of  the  house,  which  the 
latter  received  with  a  very  grave  acquiescence  ;  he  ordered  the 
servants  about,  addressing  the  butler  as  *  Old  Corkscrew,'  and 
bidding  the  footman,  whom  he  loved  to  call  by  his  Christian 
name,  to  look  *  alive.'  He  called  the  Colonel  '  Newcome  ' 
sometimes,  and  facetiously  speculated  upon  the  degree  of  rela- 
tionship subsisting  between  them  now  that  his  daughter  was 
married  to  Clive's  uncle,  the  Colonel's  brother-in-law.  Though 
I  dare  say  Clivedid  not  much  relish  receiving  news  of  his  aunt, 
Sherrick  was  sure  to  bring  such  inteligence  when  it  reached 
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him  ;  and  announced,  in  due  time,  the  birth  of  a  little  cousin 
at  Boggly  wallah,  whom  the  fond  parents  designed  to  name 
'  Thomas  Newcome  Honeyman.' 

A  dreadful  panic  and  gliastly  terror  seized  poor  Clive  on  an 
occasion  which  he  described  to  me  afterward.  Going  out  from 
home  one  day  with  his  father,  he  beheld  a  wine  merchant's  cart, 
from  which  hampers  were  carried  down  the  area  gate  into  the 
lower  regions  of  Colonel  Newcome's  house.  '  Sherrick  &  Co., 
WineMerchants,  Walpole  Street,'  was  painted  upon  the  vehicle. 

*  Good  heavens  !  sir,  do  you  get  your  wine  from  himf 
Clive  cried  out  to  his  father,  remembering  Honeyman's  provi- 
sions in  early  times.  The  Colonel,  looking  very  gloomy  and 
turning  red,  said,  '  Yes,  he  bought  wine  from  Sherrick,  who 
had  been  very  good-natured  and  serviceable  ;  and  who — and 
who,  you  know,  is  our  connection  now.'  When  informed  of  the 
circumstances  by  Clive,  I  too,  as  I  confess,  thought  the  inci- 
dent alarming. 

Then  Clive,  with  a  laugh,  told  me  of  a  grand  battle  which 
had  taken  place  in  consequence  of  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  behavior 
to  the  wine  merchant's  wife.  'Jlie  Campaigner  had  treated  this 
very  kind  and  harmless,  but  vulgar  woman,  with  extreme  hau- 
teur— had  talked  loud  during  her  singing — the  beauty  of  which, 
to  say  trutli,  time  had  considerabl}"^  imjiaired — had  made  con- 
temptuous observations  regarding  her  upon  more  than  one  occa- 
sion. At  length  the  Colonel  broke  out  in  greiit  wrath  against 
Mrs.  Mackenzie — bade  her  to  respect  that  lady  as  one  of  his 
guests — and,  if  she  did  not  like  the  company  wliich  assembled 
at  his  house,  hinted  to  her  that  there  were  many  tiiousant) 
other  houses  in  London  where  slie  could  find  a  lodging.  For 
the  sake  of  lun*  chihl,  and  lier  adored  grandchild,  tlie  Cam« 
paigner  took  no  noti(r(i  of  this  hint  ;  and  declined  to  rcmovt* 
from  the  quarters  wITudi  she  had  occu])i(.'d  ever  since  she  had 
become  a  grandiriamma. 

T  myself  din('<l  once  or  twice  with  my  old  friends,  \intler  the 
shadow  of  the  pi(rkle-bearing  cocoa-nut.  tree  ;  and  could  not 
)>ut  remark  a  (diang«'  of  personages  in  the  society  assembled. 
The  manager  of  the  C-ity  brancli  of  tlie  H.  H.  ('.  was  always 
present — an  ominous  lookinix  niaii,  whose  whisj>ersand  coni- 
pliments  seeme<l  to  make  poor  ('live,  at  his  i-nd  of  the  table, 
very  melancholy.  With  the  City  manager  came  the  City 
manager's  fricinds,  whosi^  jokes  ])asse<l  gayly  round,  and  who 
kept  t  h(^  conversat  ion  to  t  heins<'lves.  ( )uce  I  had  t  he  happine«-s 
to  meet  Mr.  Katray,  who  had  returne<i  filh-d  with  rupees  from 
the  Indian  Hank  ;  who  tuld  us  many  anecdotes  of  t he  Hpletidor 
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of  Rummun  Loll  at  Calcutta,  who  complimented  the  Colonel 
on  his  fine  house  and  grand  dinners  with  sinister  good-humor. 
Those  compliments  did  not  seem  to  please  our  poor  friend  ; 
that  familiarity  choked  him.  A  brisk  little  chattering  attorney, 
very  intimate  with  Sherrick,  with  a  wife  of  dubious  gentility, 
was  another  constant  guest.  He  enlivened  the  table  by  his 
jokes,  and  recounted  choice  stories  about  the  aristocracy,  with 
certain  members  of  whom  the  little  man  seemed  very  familiar. 
He  knew  to  a  shilling  how  much  this  lord  owed — and  how  much 
the  creditors  allowed  that  marquis.  He  had  been  concerned 
with  such  and  such  a  nobleman,  who  was  now  in  the  Queen's 
Bench.  He  spoke  of  their  lordships  affably  and  without  their 
titles — calling  upon  *  Louisa,  my  dear,'  his  wife,  to  testify  to 
the  day  when  Viscount  Tagrag  dined  with  them,  and  Earl  Bare- 
acres  sent  them  the  pheasants.  F.  B.,  as  somber  and  down- 
cast as  his  hosts  now  seemed  to  be,  informed  me  demurely 
that  the  attorney  was  a  member  of  one  of  the  most  eminent 
firms  in  the  City — that  he  had  been  engaged  in  procuring  the 
Colonel's  parliamentary  title  for  him — and  in  various  impor- 
tant matters  appertaining  to  the  B.  B.  C;  but  my  knowledge 
of  the  world  and  the  law  was  sufficient  to  make  me  aware  that 
this  gentleman  belonged  to  a  well-known  firm  of  money-lend- 
ing solicitors,  and  I  trembled  to  see  such  a  person  in  the  home  of 
our  good  Colonel.  Where  were  the  generals  and  the  judges? 
Where  were  the  fogies  and  their  respectable  ladies  ?  Stupid 
they  were  and  dull  their  company,but  better  a  stalled  ox  in  their 
society,  than  Mr.  Campion's  jokes  over  Mr.  Sherrick's  wines. 

After  the  little  rebuke  administered  by  Colonel  ISTewcome, 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  abstained  from  overt  hostilities  against  any 
guests  of  her  daughter's  father-in-law  ;  and  contented  herself 
by  assuming  grand  and  princess-like  airs  in  the  company  of  the 
new  ladies.  They  flattered  her  and  poor  little  Rosey  intensely. 
The  latter  liked  their  company,  no  doubt.  To  a  man  of  the 
world  looking  on,  who  has  seen  the  men  and  morals  of  many 
cities,  it  was  curious,  almost  pathetic,  to  watch  that  poor  little 
innocent  creature,  fresh  and  smiling,  attired  in  bright  colors 
and  a  thousand  gewgaws,  simpering  in  the  midst  of  these 
darkling  people — practicing  her  little  arts  and  coquetries,  with 
such  a  court  round  about  her.  An  unconscious  little  maid, 
with  rich  and  rare  gems  sparkling  on  all  her  fingers,  and  bright 
gold  rings  as  many  as  belonged  to  the  late  Old  Woman  of 
Banbury  Cross — still  she  smiled  and  prattled  innocently  before 
these  banditti — I  thought  of  Zerlina  and  the  Brigands,  in 
*  Fra  Diavolo.' 
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Walking  away  with  F.  B.  from  one  of  these  parties  of  the 
Colonel's  and  seriously  alarmed  at  what  I  had  observed  there, 
I  demanded  of  Bayham  whether  my  conjectures  were  not  cor- 
rect, that  some  misfortune  overhung  our  old  friend's  house  ? 
At  first  Bayham  denied  stoutly  or  pretended  ignorance  ;  but  at 
length,  having  reached  the  Haunt  together,  which  I  had  not 
visited  since  I  was  a  married  man,  we  entered  that  place  of 
entertainment,  and  were  greeted  by  its  old  landlady  and  wait- 
ress, and  accommodated  with  a  quiet  parlor.  And  here  F.  B., 
after  groaning — after  sighing —  after  solacing  himself  with  a 
prodigious  quantity  of  bitter  beer — fairly  burst  out,  and,  with 
tears  in  his  eyes,  made  a  full  and  sad  confession  respecting  this 
unlucky  Bundelcund  Banking  Company.  The  shares  had  been 
going  lower  and  lower,  so  that  there  was  no  sale  now  for  them 
at  all.  To  meet  the  liabilities  the  directors  must  have  under- 
gone the  greatest  sacrifices.  He  did  not  know — he  did  not 
like  to  think — what  the  Colonel's  personal  losses  were.  The 
respectable  solicitors  of  the  Company  had  retired  long  since, 
after  having  secured  payment  of  a  most  respectable  bill,  and 
had  given  place  to  the  firm  of  dubious  law-agents  of  whom  I 
had  that  evening  seen  a  partner.  How  the  retiring  partners 
from  India  had  been  allowed  to  withdraw,  and  to  bring  for- 
tunes along  with  them,  was  a  mystery  to  Mr.  Frederick  Bay- 
ham. The  great  Indian  millionaire  was  in  his,  F.  B.'s  eyes, 
'  a  confounded  old  mahogany  colored  heathen  humbug.'  These 
fine  parties  which  the  Colonel  was  giving,  and  that  fine  carriage 
which  was  always  flaunting  about  the  Park  with  ])Oor  Mrs. 
Clive  and  the  Campaigner,  and  the  nurse  and  the  baby,  were, 
in  F.  B.'s  opinion,  all  decoys  and  shams.  He  did  not  moan  to 
fiay  that  the  meals  were  not  paid,  and  that  the  CoIoik^I  had  to 
plunder  for  liis  horses'  corn  ;  but  he  knew  tiiat  Shcrrick,  and 
the  attorney,  and  tlie  manager,  insisted  upon  the  necessity  of 
giving  these  parties,  and  keeping  up  this  state  and  grandeur, 
and  opincfl  tliat  it  was  at  tlui  sjx'cial  instance  of  th(\se  advisers 
that  the  (^)l()nel  had  conlestcd  tiie  borough  for  which  he  was 
310W  returned.  '  Do  you  know  how  much  that  contest  cost  ? ' 
asks  F.  U.  *  The  sum,  sir,  was  awful  !  an<l  we  liave  ever  so 
much  of  it  lo  pay.  I  eanu-  up  (  wiee  from  Neweonie  myself  to 
Cauijtion  and  Slu^rrick  about  il.  I  betray  noseen-ts — V.  l>.,sir, 
would  die  a  thousand  (hat  lis  bcfi  )rc  he  wouhl  tell  lheseer«>fs 
of  his  beiiefaetor  I  Hut,  I 'eiitleuuis,  ytui  understand  a  thing 
or  two.  You  know  what  o'clock  it  is,  and  so  does  yours  trulv, 
F.  H.,  who  drinks  your  iiealth.  /  knew  the  taste  of  Sherriek's 
wine  well  enoiigh.    V.  !'>.,  sir,  fears  the  Ureeks  and  all  tl»o 
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gifts  they  bring.  Confound  his  Amontillado  !  I  had  rather 
drink  this  honest  malt  and  hops  all  my  life  than  ever  see  a  drop 
of  his  abominable  golden  sherry.  Golden  ?  F.  B.  believes  it 
is  golden — and  a  precious  deal  dearer  than  gold  too ' — and 
herewith,  ringing  the  bell,  my  friend  asked  for  a  second  pint 
of  the  just  named  and  cheaper  fluid. 

I  have  of  late  had  to  i^count  portions  of  my  dear  old  friend's 
history  which  must  needs  be  told,  and  over  which  the  writer 
does  not  like  to  dwell.  If  Thomas  Newcome's  opulence  was 
unpleasant  to  describe,  and  to  contrast  with  tlie  bright  good- 
ness and  simplicity  I  remembered  in  former  days,  how  much 
more  painful  is  that  part  of  his  story  to  which  we  are  now  come 
perforce,  and  which  the  acute  reader  of  novels  has,  no  doubt, 
long  foreseen.  Yes,  sir  or  madam,  you  are  quite  right  in  the 
opinion  which  you  have  held  all  along  regarding  that  Bundel- 
cund  Banking  Company,  in  which  our  Colonel  has  invested 
every  rupee  he  possesses.  Solvwitur  rupees,  etc.  I  disdain,  for 
the  most  part,  the  tricks  and  surprises  of  the  novelist's  art. 
Knowing,  from  the  very  beginning  of  our  story,  what  was  the 
issue  of  this  Bundelcund  Banking  concern,  I  have  scarce  had 
patience  to  keep  my  counsel  about  it ;  and  -whenever  I  had 
occasion  to  mention  the  Company,  have  scarcely  been  able  to 
refrain  from  breaking  out  into  fierce  diatribes  against  that  com- 
plicated, enormous,  outrageous  swindle.  It  was  one  of  many 
similar  cheats  which  have  been  successfully  practiced  upon  the 
simple  folks,  civilian  and  military,  who  toil  and  struggle — who 
fight  with  sun  and  enemy — who  pass  years  of  long  exile  and 
gallant  endurance  in  the  service  of  our  empire  in  India.  Agency- 
houses  after  agency-houses  have  been  established,  and  have 
flourished  in  splendor  and  magnificence,  and  have  paid  fabulous 
dividends — and  have  enormously  enriched  two  or  three  wary 
speculators — and  then  have  burst  in  bankruptcy,  involving 
widows,  orphans,  and  countless  simple  people  who  trusted  their 
all  to  the  keeping  of  these  unworthy  treasurers. 

The  failure  of  the  Bundelcund  Bank,  which  we  now  have  to 
record,  was  only  one  of  many  similar  schemes  ending  in  ruin. 
About  the  time  when  Thomas  Newcome  was  chaired  as  Member 
of  Parliament  for  the  borough  of  which  he  bore  the  name,  tlie 
great  Indian  merchant  who  was  at  the  head  of  the  Bundelcund 
Banking  Company's  affairs  at  Calcutta,  suddenly  died  of  cholera 
at  his  palace  at  Barrackpore.  He  had  been  giving  of  late  a 
series  of  the  most  splendid  banquets  with  which  Indian  prince 
ever  entertained  a  Calcutta  society.  The  greatest  and  proudest 
personages  of  that  aristocratic  city  had  attended  his  feasts. 
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The  fairest  Calcutta  beauties  had  danced  in  his  halls.  Did  not 
poor  F.  B.  transfer  from  the  columns  of  the  Bengal  Hurkaru 
to  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  the  most  astounding  descriptions  of 
those  Asiatic  Niglits'  Entertainments,  of  which  the  very  grand- 
est was  to  come  off  on  the  night  when  cholera  seized  Rummun 
Loll  in  its  grip  ?  There  was  to  liave  been  a  masquerade  out- 
vying all  European  masquerades  in  s|)lendor.  The  two  rival 
queens  of  Calcutta  society  were  to  liave  appeared  each  with  her 
court  around  her.  Young  civilians  at  the  college,  and  young 
ensigns  fresh  landed,  had  gone  into  awful  expenses  and  bor- 
rowed money  at  fearful  interest  from  the  B.  B.  C.  and  other 
banking  companies,  in  order  to  appear  with  befitting  splendor 
as  knights  and  noblemen  of  Henrietta  Maria's  Court  (Henrietta 
Maria,  wife  of  Hastings  Hicks,  Esq.,  Sudder  Dewanee  Adaw- 
lut),  or  as  princes  and  warriors  surrounding  the  palanquin  of 
Lallah  Rookh  (the  lovely  wife  of  Hon.  Cornwallis  Bobus, 
Member  of  Council )  ;  all  these  splendors  were  there.  As 
carriage  after  carriage  drove  up  from  Calcutta,  they  were  met 
at  Rummun  Loll's  gate  V)y  ghastly  weeping  servants,  who 
announced  their  master's  decease. 

On  the  next  day  the  Bank  at  Calcutta  was  closed,  and  the 
day  after,  when  heavy  bills  were  presented  which  must  be  paid, 
although  by  this  time  Rummun  Loll  was  not  only  dead  but 
buried,  and  his  widows  howling  over  his  grave,  it  was 
announced  throughout  Calcutta  that  but  eight  hundred  ruj)ees 
were  left  in  the  treasury  of  the  B.  B.  C.  to  meet  engagements  to 
the  amount  of  four  lacs  then  imrnccliatoly  due,  and  sixty  days 
afterward  the  shutters  were  closed  at  Na>  175  Lotlibury,  tlie 
London  offices  of  the  15.  B.  C.  of  India  and  X';^5,000  worth  of 
their  bills  refused  by  their  agents,  Messrs.  Baines,  Jolly  &>  Co., 
of  Fog  Court. 

When  the  accounts  of  that  gliastly  bankruptcy  arrived  from 
Calcutta,  it  was  f()un<l,  of  course,  that  the  nu'rchant  prince 
Rmnmun  Loll  ow(m1  the  B.  15.  twenty-live  lacs  of  rupees, 
liie  value  of  which  was  scjircely  even  represented  by  his 
respectabh?  signature.  It  was  found  that  one  of  the  auditors 
of  the  bank,  t  he  generally  esteemed  Charley  Con<lor  (a  capital 
fellow,  famous  for  his  good  <liimers  :ind  for  plaN  inLT  low-conied  v 
ch.'iracters  at  the  Chowringhee  '{'heater,)  was  indeliteil  to  the 
hank  £00, ()()()  ;  and  also  it  was  <lisc(>V(»red  tliat  the  roveri-d 
IJaptist,  rx-llmaii,  Chief  Registrar  of  the  Calcutt:i  Tape  and 
Sealing- Wax  Olhce  (a  most  valuable  .and  powerful  amateur 
j)rcac,her,  who  iiad  coMverte(l  two  nativt'sand  whos(>  seri<>UH 
soirei'S  were  thronge<l  at  Calcutta),  had  helju  d  himself  t.» 
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£73,000  more,  for  which  he  settled  in  the  Bankruptcy  Court 
before  he  resumed  his  duties  in  his  own.  In  justice  to  Mr. 
Bellman,  it  must  be  said  that  he  could  have  had  no  idea  of  the 
catastrophe  impending  over  the  B.  B.  C.  For  only  three  weeks 
before  that  great  bank  closed  its  doors,  Mr.  Bellman,  as  guard- 
ian of  the  children  of  his  widowed  sister,  Mrs.  Colonel  Green, 
had  sold  the  whole  of  the  late  Colonel's  property  out  of  Com- 
pany's paper  and  invested  it  in  the  bank,  which  gave  a  high 
interest,  and  with  bills  of  which,  drawn  upon  their  London 
correspondents,  he  had  accommodated  Mrs.  Colonel  Green 
when  she  took  her  departure  for  Europe  with  her  numerous 
little  family  on  board  the  Burrumpooter. 

And  now  you  have  the  explanation  of  the  title  of  this  chap- 
ter, and  know  wherefore  Thomas  Newcome  never  sat  in  Par- 
liament. Where  are  our  dear  old  friends  now  ?  Where  are 
Rosey's  chariots  and  horses?  Where  jewels  and  gewgaws  ? 
Bills  are  up  in  the  fine  new  house.  Swarms  of  Hebrew  gentle- 
men with  their  hats  on  are  walking  about  the  drawing  rooms, 
peering  into  the  bedrooms,  weighing  and  poising  the  poor  old 
silver  cocoa-nut  tree,  eying  the  plate  and  crystal,  thumbing 
the  damask  of  the  curtains,  and  inspecting  ottomans,  mirrors, 
and  a  hundred  articles  of  splendid  trumpery.  There  is  Rosey's 
boudoir  which  her  father-in-law  loved  to  ornament — there  is 
Clive's  studio  with  a  hundred  sketches — there  is  the  Colonel's 
bare  room  at  the  top  of  the  house,  with  his  little  iron  bedstead 
and  ship's  drawers,  and  a  camel  trunk  or  two  which  have 
accompanied  him  on  many  an  Indian  march,  and  his  old  regu- 
lation sword,  and  that  one  which  the  native  officers  of  the  regi- 
ment gave  him  when  he  bade  them  farewell.  I  can  fancy  the 
brokers'  faces  as  they  look  over  this  camp  wardrobe,  and  that 
the  uniforms  will  not  fetch  much  in  Holywell  Street.  There  is 
the  old  one  still,  and  that  new  one  which  he  ordered  and  wore 
when  poor  little  Rosey  was  presented  at  court.  I  had  not  the 
heart  to  examine  their  plunder,  and  go  among  those  wreckers. 
F.  B.  used  to  attend  the  sale  regularly,  and  report  its  proceed- 
ings to  us  with  eyes  full  of  tears.  *  A  fellow  laughed  at  me,' 
says  F.  B.,  *  because  when  I  came  into  the  dear  old  drawing 
room  I  took  my  hat  off.  I  told  him  that  if  he  dared  say  another 
word  I  would  knock  him  down.'  I  think  F.  B.  may  be  pardoned 
in  this  instance  for  emulating  the  office  of  auctioneer.  Where 
are  you,  pretty  Rosey,  and  poor  little  helpless  Baby  ?  Where 
are  you,  dear  Clive — gallant  young  friend  of  my  youth  !  Ah! 
it  is  a  sad  story — a  melancholy  page  to  pen  !  Let  us  pass  it 
over  quickly — I  love  not  to  think  of  my  friend  in  pain. 
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CHAPTER  LXXI. 

IN  WHICH  MRS.  CLIVE  NEWCOMe's  CARRIAGE  IS  ORDERED. 

All  the  friends  of  the  Newcome  family,  of  course,  knew 
the  disaster  which  had  befallen  the  good  Colonel,  and  I  was 
aware,  for  ray  own  part,  that  not  only  his  own,  but  almost  the 
whole  of  Rosey  Newcome's  property  was  involved  in  the 
common  ruin.  Some  proposals  of  temporary  relief  were  made 
to  our  friends  from  more  quarters  than  one,  but  were  thank- 
fully rejected  ;  and  we  wei  e  led  to  hope  that  the  Colonel, 
having  still  his  pension  secured  to  him,  which  the  law  could 
not  touch,  might  live  comfortably  enough  in  the  retirement 
to  which,  of  course,  he  would  betake  himself,  when  the  melan- 
choly proceedings  consequent  on  the  bankruptcy  were  brought 
to  an  end.  It  was  shown  that  he  had  been  egregiously  duped 
in  the  transaction  ;  that  his  credulity  had  cost  him  and  his 
family  a  large  fortune  ;  that  he  had  given  up  every  penny 
which  belonged  to  him  ;  that  there  could  not  be  any  sort  of 
stain  upon  his  honest  reputation.  The  judge  before  whom  he 
appeared  spoke  with  feeling  and  regard  of  the  unhappy  gentle- 
man ;  the  lawyer  who  examined  him  respected  the  grief  and 
fall  of  that  simple  old  man.  Thomas  Newconie  took  a  little 
room  near  the  court  where  his  affairs  and  the  affairs  of  the 
company  were  adjudged  ;  lived  with  a  frugality  which  never 
was  difficult  to  liim  ;  and  once  when  perchance  I  mot  him  in 
the  City,  avoided  me,  with  a  bow  and  courtesy  that  was  quite 
liumble,  though  proud  and  somehow  inexj)resKil)ly  touching  to 
me.  Fred.  Jiayham  was  the  only  person  whom  he  adnntted. 
Fred,  always  faitlifully  insisted  upon  attcMiding  him  in  and 
out  of  court.  J,  J.  came  to  imnu'dialoly  alter  he  heard 
of  the  disaster,  eager  to  place  all  his  savings  at  the  service  of 
his  frieiKls.  Tiaura  ami  I  canu'  to  London  and  were  urgent 
with  similar  olTcrs.  Our  good  frien<l  declined  to  see  any  of 
us.  F.  !>.,  again,  with  tears  tri(;lvling  on  his  roui^h  cheeks 
and  a  bn'ak  in  his  voice,  told  me  he  feared  that  alVairs  must 
b(^  very  bad  indcM'd,  for  the  ('olonel  abKolult  lv  (h  nied  himself 
a  cheroot  to  smoke.  Laura  drove  to  his  lodgings  and  took 
him  a  box,  which  was  Ix  ld  u))  to  iiim,  as  he  came  to  open  tin- 
door  to  my  wife's  knock,  by  our  smiling  lit t le  boy.  He  |)att(  il 
the  child  on  his  golden  head  ami  kisse(|  him.  INI  v  wif«'  w  ishetl 
lie  would  have  done  as  much  for  her,  hut  he  would  nol  — 
though  she  owne<I  hIh*  kissed  his  lumd.  lie  drew  it  across  his 
eyes  and  thanked  Iwr  in  a  very  calm  and  statel'  manner — Init 
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he  did  not  invite  her  within  the  threshold  of  his  door,  saj-ing 
simply  that  such  a  room  was  not  a  fit  place  to  receive  a  lady, 
*  As  you  ought  to  know  very  well,  Mrs.  Smith,'  he  said  to  the 
landlady,  who  had  accompanied  ray  wife  up  the  stairs.  'He 
will  eat  scarcely  anything,'  the  woman  told  us ;  *  his  meals  come 
down  untouched  ;  his  candles  are  burning  all  night,  almost,  as 
he  sits  poring  over  his  papers.'  '  He  was  bent — he  who  used  to 
walk  so  uprightly,'  Laura  said.  He  seemed  to  have  grown  many 
years  older,  and  was,  indeed,  quite  a  decrepit  old  man. 

'  I  am  glad  they  have  left  Clive  out  of  the  bankruptcy,'  the 
Colonel  said  to  Bayham  ;  it  was  almost  the  only  time  when 
his  voice  exhibited  any  emotion.  '  It  was  very  kind  of  them 
to  leave  out  Clive,  poor  boy,  and  I  have  thanked  the  lawyers 
in  Court.'  Those  gentlemen,  and  the  judge  himself,  were 
very  much  moved  at  this  act  of  gratitude.  The  judge  made 
a  very  feeling  speech  to  the  Colonel  when  he  came  up  for  his 
certificate.  He  passed  very  different  comments  on  the  con- 
duct of  the  Manager  of  the  Bank,  when  that  person  appeared 
for  examination.  He  wished  that  the  law  had  power  to  deal 
with  those  gentlemen  who  had  come  home  with  large  fortunes 
from  India,  realized  but  a  few  years  before  the  bankruptcy. 
Those  gentlemen  had  known  how  to  take  care  of  themselves 
very  well  ;  and  as  for  the  Manager,  is  not  his  wife  giving  ele- 
gant balls  at  her  elegant  house  at  Cheltenham  at  this  very  day  ? 

What  weighed  most  upon  the  Colonel's  mind  F.  B.  imagined 
was  the  thought  that  he  had  been  the  means  of  inducing  many 
poor  friends  to  embark  their  money  in  this  luckless  speculation. 
Take  J.  J.'s  money  after  he  had  persuaded  old  Ridley  to  place 
£200  in  Indian  shares  !  Good  God,  he  and  his  family  should 
rather  perish  than  he  would  touch  a  farthing  of  it!  Many  fierce 
words  were  uttered  to  him  by  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  for  instance  ; 
by  her  angry  son-in-law  at  Musselburgh — Josey's  husband  ; 
by  Mr.  Smee,  R.  A.,  and  two  or  three  Indian  officers,  friends  of 
his  own,  who  had  entered  into  the  speculation  on  his  recom- 
mendation. These  rebukes  Thomas  Newcome  bore  with  an 
affecting  meekness,  as  his  faithful  F.  B.  described  to  me, 
striving  with  many  oaths  and  much  loudness  to  carry  off  his 
own  emotion.  But  what  moved  the  Colonel  most  of  all  was 
a  letter  which  came  at  this  time  from  Honeyman  in  India, 
saying  that  he  was  doing  well — that  of  course  he  knew  of  his 
benefactor's  misfortune,  and  that  he  sent  a  remittance  which, 
D.  v.,  should  be  annual,  in  payment  of  his  debt  to  the 
Colonel,  and  his  good  sister  at  Brighton.  *  On  receipt  of  this 
letter,'  said  F.  B.,  *  the  old  man  was  fairly  beat — the  letter. 
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with  the  bill  in  it,  dropped  out  of  his  hands.  He  clasped  them 
both  together,  shaking  in  every  limb,  and  his  head  dropped 
down  on  his  breast  as  he  said,  '  I  thank  my  God  Almighty  for 
this  ! '  and  he  sent  the  check  off  to  Miss  Honeyman  by  the 
post  that  night,  sir,  every  shilling  of  it  ;  and  he  passed  his  old 
arm  under  mine;  and  we  went  out  to  Tom's  Coffee-House,  and 
he  ate  some  dinner  for  the  first  time  for  ever  so  long,  and 
drank  a  couple  of  glasses  of  port  wine,  and  F.  B.  stood  it,  sir, 
and  would  stand  his  heart's  blood  for  that  dear  old  boy,' 

It  was  on  Monday  morning  that  those  melancholy  shutters 
were  seen  over  tlie  offices  of  the  Bundelcund  Bank  in  Lothbury, 
which  were  not  to  come  down  until  the  rooms  were  handed 
over  to  some  other, and,  let  us  trust,  more  fortunate  speculators. 
The  Indian  bills  had  arrived,  and  been  protested  in  the  City  on 
the  previous  Saturday.  The  Campaigner  and  Mrs.  Roseyhad 
arranged  a  little  party  to  the  theater  that  evening,  and  the  gal- 
lant Captain  Goby  had  agreed  to  quit  the  delights  of  the  Flag 
Club,  in  order  to  accompany  the  ladies.  Neither  of  them 
knew  what  was  happening  in  the  City,  or  could  account,  other- 
wise than  by  the  common  domestic  causes,  for  Clive's  gloomy 
despondency  and  his  father's  sad  reserve.  Clive  had  not  been 
in  the  City  on  this  day.  lie  had  spent  it,  as  usual,  in  his 
studio,  boude  by  his  wife,  and  not  disturbed  by  the  mess-room 
raillery  of  tlie  Campaigner.  They  dined  early,  in  order  to  be 
in  time  for  the  theater.  Goby  entertained  them  with  the  latest 
jokes  from  the  smoking  room  at  tlie  Flag,  and  was  in  his 
turn  amused  by  the  brilliant  plans  for  the  season  whicli  Rosey 
and  her  mamma  sketched  out.  The  entertainnients  which  Mrs. 
Clive  pro{)osed  to  give,  tlie  ball — she  was  dying  for  a  masked 
ball — just  such  a  one  as  that  describrd  in  the  P(tll  J/all 
Gazette  of  last  week,  out  of  that  paper  with  the  droll  title,  the 
Bemjal  ITurkaru^  which  the  merchant  prince,  the  head  of  the 
bank,  you  know,  in  India,  had  given  at  ('ahnitta.  '  We  must 
hav(!  a  l>all,  too,'  says  Mrs.  Mackenzii',  '  socit'ty  demands  it  of 
you.'  *Of  course  it  does,'  eclioes  Captain  (ioby  ;  and  ho 
betliouglit  him  of  a  ])riHiant  circle  of  young  fellows  from  the 
Flag,  whom  he  would  bring  iu  S])l('ndid  uniform  to  diinci' 
with  tin;  prclly  Mrs.  ('live  Ncwconw. 

Afl,(!r  tlu!  dinner — tlu'y  lillh'  knew  it  was  to  be  their  last  in 
that  line  house — (he  ladies  n  l  ii'ed  to  give  a  part  ing  kiss  to  baby, 
a  j>arting  look  to  tin*  toilets  with  which  they  proposed  to 
fas(rinat.e  tlu;  inhabitants  of  the  pit  and  public  boxes  at  the 
()lympi(;.  (Joby  made  vigorous  play  with  the  claret  bottle 
during  tlie  briel  interval  of  potation  allowed  to  him  ;  he,  too, 
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little  deeming  that  he  should  never  drink  bumper  there  again; 
Clive  looked  on  with  the  melancholy  and  silent  acquiescence 
which  had,  of  late,  been  his  part  in  the  household.  The  car- 
riage was  announced — the  ladies  came  down — pretty  capotes 
on — the  lovely  Campaigner,  Goby  vowed,  looked  as  young  and 
as  handsome  as  her  daughter,  by  Jove — and  the  hall-door 
was  opened  to  admit  the  two  gentlemen  and  ladies  to  their 
carriage,  when,  as  they  were  about  to  step  in,  a  Hansom  cab 
drove  up  rapidly,  in  which  was  perceived  Thomas  Newcome's 
anxious  face.  He  got  out  of  the  vehicle — his  own  carriage 
making  way  for  him — the  ladies  still  on  the  steps.  '  Oh,  ths 
play  !    I  forgot,'  said  the  Colonel. 

*  Of  course  we  are  going  to  the  play,  papa,'  cries  little 
Rosey,  with  a  gay  little  tap  of  her  hand. 

*  I  think  you  had  best  not,'  Colonel  Newcome  said  gravely. 

*  Indeed  my  darling  child  has  set  her  heart  upon  it,  and  I 
would  not  have  her  disappointed  for  the  world  in  her  situation,' 
cries  the  Campaigner,  tossing  her  head. 

The  Colonel  for  reply  bade  his  coacliman  drive  to  the 
stables,  and  come  for  further  orders  ;  and,  turning  to  his 
daughter's  guest,  expressed  to  Captain  Goby  his  regret  that 
the  proposed  party  could  not  take  place  on  that  evening,  as  he 
had  matter  of  very  great  importance  to  communicate  to  his 
family.  On  hearing  these  news,  and  understanding  that  his 
further  company  was  not  desirable,  the  Captain,  a  man  of  great 
presence  of  mind,  arrested  the  Hansom  cabman,  who  was  about 
to  take  his  departure,  and  who  blithely,  knowing  the  Club  and 
its  inmates  full  well,  carried  off  the  jolly  Captain  to  finish  his 
evening  at  the  Flag. 

*  Has  it  come,  father  ? '  said  Clive  with  a  sure  prescience, 
looking  in  his  father's  face. 

The  father  took  and  grasped  the  hand  which  his  son  held 
out.  *  Let  us  go  back  into  the  dining  room,'  he  said.  They 
entered  it,  and  he  filled  himself  a  glass  of  wine  out  of  the 
bottle  still  standing  amidst  the  dessert.  He  bade  the  butler 
retire,  who  was  lingering  about  the  room  and  sideboard,  and 
only  wanted  to  know  whether  his  master  would  have  dinner, 
that  was  all.  And,  this  gentleman  having  withdrawn,  Colonel 
Newcome  finished  his  glass  of  sherry  and  broke  a  biscuit ;  the 
Campaigner  assuming  an  attitude  of  surprise  and  indignation, 
while  Rosey  had  leisure  to  remark  that  papa  looked  very  ill, 
and  that  something  must  have  happened. 

The  Colonel  took  both  her  hands  and  drew  her  toward  him 
and  kissed  her,  while  Rosey's  mamma,  flouncing  down  on  a 
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chair,  beat  a  tattoo  upon  the  table-cloth  with  her  fan.  '  Some- 
thing has  happened,  my  love,'  the  Colonel  said  very  sadly ; 
'  you  must  show  all  your  strength  of  mind,  for  a  great  misfor- 
tune has  befallen  us.' 

*  Good  heavens.  Colonel,  what  is  it  ?  Don't  frighten  my 
beloved  child,'  cries  the  Campaigner,  rushing  toward  her 
darling,  and  enveloping  her  in  her  robust  arms.  '  What  can 
have  happened  ?  don't  agitate  this  darling  child,  sir,'  and  she 
looked  indignantly  toward  the  poor  Colonel. 

*  We  have  received  the  very  worst  news  from  Calcutta — a 
confirmation  of  the  news  by  the  last  mail,  Clive,  my  boy.' 

*It  is  no  news  to  me.  I  have  always  been  expecting  it, 
father,'  says  Clive,  holding  down  his  head. 

'  Expecting  what  ?  What  have  you  been  keeping  back  from 
us  ?  In  what  have  you  been  deceiving  us.  Colonel  Newcome  ? ' 
shrieks  the  Campaigner ;  and  Rosey,  crying  out,  *  Oh, 
mamma  ! '  begins  to  whimper. 

*  The  chief  of  the  bank  in  India  is  dead,'  the  Colonel  went  on. 
*  He  has  left  its  affairs  in  worse  than  disorder.  We  are,  I  fear, 
ruined,  Mrs.  Mackenzie.'  And  the  Colonel  went  on  to  tell  how 
the  bank  could  not  open  on  Monday  morning,  and  its  bills  to  a 
great  amount  had  already  V)een  protested  in  the  City  that  day. 

Rosey  did  not  understand  half  these  news,  or  comprehend 
the  calamity  which  was  to  follow;  but  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  rustling 
in  great  wrath,  made  a  speech,  of  which  the  anger  gathered  as 
she  proceeded  :  in  wliich  she  vowed  and  protested  that  her 
money  whi(;h  the  Colonel,  she  did  not  know  from  what  motives^ 
had  induced  her  to  subscribe,  should  not  be  sacrificed,  and  tluit 
have  it  she  would,  the  bank  sliut  or  not,  tlie  next  Mondax' 
morning — tliat  her  daughter  had  a  fortune  of  her  own  wliich 
her  poor  dear  brother  James  should  have  divided,  and  would 
have  divided  much  more  fairly,  had  he  not  been  wrongly 
influenced — she  would  not  say  by  inhoni^iixuX  she  cominaiultMl 
Colonel  Ncw(!ome  u|»on  that  ifista?if,  if  lu;  was,  as  lu>  always 
pretended  to  be,  an  honornldc  man,  to  give  an  account  of  her 
blessed  darling's  prop<'rty,  and  1<>  pay  back  her  own,  eyery 
Bixpenc(!  of  it  ;  slu;  would  not  lend  it  Tor  an  hour  longer.  And 
to  see  that  that  dear  blessed  (^hild  now  shjcping  unconsciously 
upstairs,  and  his  dear  brothers  and  sisters  who  might  follow — 
for  Rosey  was  a  young  woman,  a  poor  innocent  <M-eature,  too 
young  t,o  hv.  married,  and  nevi  r  would  have  been  inarricd  had 
she  listened  to  iier  mamiua's  advic(» — siie  deiiuind«Ml  that  babv, 
and  all  HucccediiiLC  babies,  should  have  their  /'/////Av,  and  should 
be  lookcil  to  by  their  grandujother,  if  their  futlu'r's  fat  her  was 


716 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


SO  unkind,  and  so  wicked,  and  so  unnatural,  as  to  give  their 
money  to  rogues  and  deprive  them  of  their  just  bread. 

Rosey  began  to  cry  more  loudly  tlian  ever  during  the  utter- 
ance of  mamma's  sermon,  so  loudly  that  Clive  peevishly  cried 
out,  'Hold  your  tongue  ; '  on  whicli  tlie  Campaigner,  clutching 
her  daughter  to  her  breast  again,  turned  on  her  son-in-law,  and 
abused  him  as  she  had  abused  his  father  before  him,  calling 
out  that  they  were  both  in  a  conspiracy  to  defraud  her  child, 
and  the  little  darling  upstairs,  of  its  bread,  and  she  would 
speak,  yes,  she  would,  and  no  power  should  prevent  her,  and 
her  money  she  would  have  on  Monday  as  sure  as  her  poor 
dear  husband,  Captain  Mackenzie,  was  dead,  and  she  never 
would  have  been  cheated  so,  yes,  cheated,  if  he  had  been  alive. 

At  the  word  '  cheated  '  Clive  broke  out  with  an  execration 
— the  poor  Colonel  with  a  groan  of  despair — the  widow's  storm 
continued,  and  above  that  howling  tempest  of  words  rose  Mrs. 
Clive's  piping  scream,  who  went  off  into  downright  hysterics 
at  last,  in  which  she  was  encouraged  by  her  mother,  and  in 
which  she  gasped  out  frantic  ejaculations  regarding  baby, 
dear,  darling,  ruined  baby,  and  so  forth. 

The  sorrow-stricken  Colonel  had  to  quell  the  women's 
tongues  and  shrill  anger,  and  his  son's  wrathful  replies,  who 
could  not  bear  the  weight  of  Mrs.  Mackenzie  upon  him  ;  and 
it  was  not  until  these  three  were  allaj^ed,  that  Thomas  New- 
come  was  able  to  continue  his  sad  story,  to  explain  what  had 
happened,  and  what  the  actual  state  of  the  case  was,  and  to 
oblige  the  terror-stricken  women  at  length  to  hear  something 
like  reason. 

He  then  had  to  tell  them,  to  their  dismay,  that  he  would 
inevitably  be  declared  a  bankrupt  in  the  ensuing  week  ;  that 
the  whole  of  his  property  in  that  liouse,  as  elsewhere,  would  be 
seized  and  sold  for  the  creditors'  benefit ;  and  that  his  daughter 
had  best  immediately  leave  a  home  where  she  would  be  cer- 
tainly subject  to  humiliation  and  annoyance.  *I  would  have 
Clive,  my  boy,  take  you  out  of  the  country,  and — and  return  to 
me  when  I  have  need  of  him,  and  shall  send  for  him,'  the 
father  said  fondly  in  reply  to  a  rebellious  look  in  his  son's  face. 
*  I  would  have  you  quit  this  house  as  soon  as  possible.  Why 
not  to-night?  The  law  bloodhounds  may  be  upon  us  ere  an 
hour  is  over — at  this  moment  for  what  I  know.' 

At  that  moment  the  door-bell  was  heard  to  ring,  and  the 
women  gave  a  scream  apiece,  as  if  the  bailiffs  were  actually 
coming  to  take  possession.  Rosey  went  off  in  quite  a  series  of 
screams,  peevishly  repressed  by  her  husband,  and  always  en^ 
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€ouraged  by  mamma,  who  called  her  son-in-law  an  unfeeling 
wretch.  It  must  be  confessed  that  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome  did 
not  exhibit  much  strength  of  mind,  or  comfort  her  husband 
much  at  the  moment  he  needed  consolation. 

From  angry  rebellion  and  fierce  remonstrance,  this  pair  of 
women  now  passed  to  an  extreme  terror  and  desire  for  instan- 
taneous flight.  They  would  go  at  that  moment — they  would 
wrap  that  blessed  child  up  in  its  shawls — and  nurse  should 
take  it  anywhere — anywhere,  poor  neglected  thing.  '  My 
trunks,'  cries  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  '  you  know  are  ready  packed — 
I  am  sure  it  is  not  the  treatment  which  I  have  received — it  is 
nothing  but  mj  duty  and  my  religion — and  the  protection  which 
I  owe  to  this  blessed  unprotected — yes,  unprotected,  and  robbed 
and  cheated,  darling  child — which  have  made  me  stay  a  single 
dag  in  tliis  house.  I  never  thought  I  should  have  been  robbed 
in  it,  or  my  darlings  with  their  fine  fortunes  flung  naked  on  tlie 
world.  If  my  Mac  was  here,  you  never  had  dared  to  have 
done  this.  Colonel  Nevvcome — no  never.  He  had  his  faults — 
Mackenzie  had — but  he  would  never  have  robbed  his  own 
children  !  Come  away,  Rosey,  my  blessed  love,  come  let  us  pack 
your  things,  and  let  us  go  hide  our  heads  in  sorrow  somewhere. 
All  !  didn't  I  tell  you  to  beware  of  all  painters,  and  that  Clar- 
ence was  a  true  gentleman,  and  loved  you  with  all  liis  heart, 
and  would  never  liave  cheated  you  out  of  your  money,  for  which 
I  will  have  justice  as  sure  as  tlx-re  is  justice  in  England.' 

During  this  outburst  the  Colonel  sat  utterly  scared  and 
silent,  supporting  his  j)oor  head  between  his  hands.  When  the 
liarem  hacl  departed  he  turned  sadl}'  to  his  son.  Clive  did  not 
believe  that  his  father  was  a  clieat  and  a  rogue.  No,  thank 
Ood  !  The  two  men  embraced  with  tender  cordiality  and 
almost  happy  emotion  on  the  one  8i<le  and  the  other.  Never 
for  one  moment  could  Clive  tliink  his  dear  old  father  meant 
wrong,  though  tlu^  speculations  were  unfoitunate  in  which  he 
<'ngaged — though  Clive  had  not  like<l  them  ;  it  was  a  relief  to 
liis  mind  that  they  were  now  come  to  an  end  ;  they  should  all 
ho,  lia])pier  now,  thank  (Jod  !  those  clouds  of  distrust  being 
removed,  (.^live  felt  not  oiu'  monient's  <loul»t  hut  that  thev 
shouhl  be  able  to  meet  rnitunc  \\\\\\  a  l>r;iv»'  lace  ;  and  that 
happier,  niucli  hajipiei"  days  wcic  in  store  Tor  him  than  ever 
they  ha<l  known  since  t  he  pt'i  iod  of  i  his  confoundcil  prosj>erit  v. 

*  Here's  a  good  end  t<>  it,'  says  ('live  with  Hashing  eves  and 
a  Hushed  fa(M',  'and  iwre's  a  good  lu-altii  till  to-niorrow,  fat  her  !' 
and  he  tilled  into  two  ghisses  the  win(>  still  remaining  in  the 
tlask,     *  (irood-by  to  our  fortune,  .and  had  lu<  k  go  w  ltli  her — I 
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puff  the  prostitute  away.  Siceleres  quatit  pennaSy  youremem* 
ber  what  we  used  to  say  at  Grey  Friars — resigno  quae  dedit^et 
mea  virtute  me  mvolvo,  probamque pauper iem  sine  dote  qumro.^ 
And  he  pledged  his  father,  who  drank  his  wine,  his  hand  shak- 
ing as  he  raised  the  glass  to  his  lips,and  his  kind  voice  trembling 
as  he  uttered  the  well-known  old  school  words  with  an  emotion 
that  was  as  sacred  as  a  prayer.  Once  more,  and  with  hearts 
full  of  love,  the  two  mfen  embraced.  Olive's  voice  would  trem- 
ble now  if  he  told  the  story,  as  it  did  when  he  spoke  to  me  in 
happier  times,  one  calm  summer  evening  when  we  sat  together 
and  talked  of  dear  old  days. 

Thomas  Newcome  explained  to  his  son  the  plan  which,  to 
his  mind,  as  he  came  away  from  the  Oity  after  the  day's  mis- 
fortunes, he  thought  it  was  best  to  pursue.  The  women  and 
the  child  were  clearly  best  out  of  the  way.  *  And  you  too,  my 
boy,  must  be  on  duty  with  them  until  I  send  for  you,  which  I 
will  do  if  your  presence  can  be  of  the  least  service  to  me,  or 
is  called  for  by — by — our  honor,'  said  the  old  man  with  a  drop 
in  his  voice.  *  You  must  obey  me  in  this,  dear  Olive,  as  you 
have  done  in  everything,  and  been  a  good,  and  dear,  and 
obedient  son  to  me.  God  pardon  me  for  having  trusted  to  my 
own  simple  old  brains  too  much,  and  not  to  you  who  know  so 
much  better.  You  will  obey  me  this  once  more,  my  boy — you 
will  promise  me  this  ? '  and  the  old  man,  as  he  spoke,  took 
Olive's  hand  in  both  his,  and  fondly  caressed  it. 

Then  with  a  shaking  hand  he  took  out  of  his  pocket  his  old 
purse  with  the  steel  rings,  which  he  had  worn  for  many  and 
many  a  long  year.  Olive  remembered  it,  and  his  father's  face 
how  it  would  beam  with  delight,  when  he  used  to  take  that  very 
purse  out  in  Olive's  boyish  days  and  tip  him  just  after  he  left 
school.  *  Here  are  some  notes  and  some  gold,'  he  said.  *  It 
is  Rosey's  honestly,  Olive,  dear,  her  half-year's  dividend  for 
which  you  will  give  an  order,  please,  to  Sherrick.  He  has  been 
very  kind  and  good,  Sherrick.  All  the  servants  were  providen- 
tially paid  last  week — there  are  only  the  outstanding  week's 
bills  out — we  shall  manage  to  meet  those,  I  dare  say.  And  you 
will  see  that  Rosey  only  takes  away  such  clothes  for  herself  and 
her  baby  as  are  actually  necessary,  won't  you,  dear  ?  the  plain 
things  you  know — none  of  the  fineries — they  may  be  packed  in 
a  petara  or  two,  and  you  will  take  them  with  you — but  the 
pomps  and  vanities,  you  know,  we  will  leave  behind — the  pearls 
and  bracelets,  and  the  plate,  and  all  that  rubbish — and  I  will 
make  an  inventory  of  them  to-morrow  when  you  are  gone  and 
give  them  up,  every  rupee's  worth,  sir,  every  anna,  by  Jove,  to 
the  creditors.' 
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The  darkness  had  fallen  by  this  time,  and  the  obsequious 
butler  entered  to  light  the  dining-room  lamps.  '  You  have  been 
a  very  good  and  kind  servant  to  us,  Martin,'  says  the  Colonel, 
making  him  a  low  bow.  '  I  sliould  like  to  shake  you  by  the 
Ijand.  We  must  part  company  now,  and  I  have  no  doubt  you 
and  your  fellow-servants  will  find  good  places,  all  of  you,  as 
you  merit,  Martin — as  you  merit.  Great  losses  have  fallen  upon 
our  family — we  are  ruined,  sir — we  are  ruined  !  The  great 
Bundelcund  Banking  Company  has  stopped  payment  in  India, 
and  our  branch  here  must  stop  on  Monday.  Thank  my  friends 
downstairs  for  their  kindness  to  me  and  my  family.'  Martin 
bowed  in  silence  with  great  respect.  He  and  his  comrades  in 
the  servants'  hall  had  been  expecting  this  catastrophe  quite  as 
long  as  the  Colonel  himself,  who  thought  he  had  kept  his  afRairs 
BO  profoundly  secret. 

Clive  went  up  into  his  women's  apartments,  looking  with 
but  little  regret,  I  dare  say,  round  those  cheerless  nuptial  cham- 
bers with  all  their  gaudy  fittings  ;  the  fine  looking-glasses,  in 
which  poor  Rosey's  little  person  had  been  reflected  ;  the  silken 
curtains  under  which  he  had  lain  by  the  poor  child's  side,  wake- 
ful and  lonely.  Here  he  found  his  child's  nurse,  and  his  wife, 
and  his  wife's  mother,  busily  engaged  with  a  multiplicity  of 
boxes  ;  with  flounces,  feathers,  fal-lals,  and  finery  which  they 
were  stowing  away  in  this  trunk  and  that  ;  while  the  baby  lay 
on  itslittle  pink  pillowbreathing  softly, a  little  pearlyfist  placed 
close  to  its  mouth.  Tha  asi)ect  of  the  tawdry  vanities  scattered 
here  and  there  chafed  and  annoyed  the  young  man.  He  kicked 
the  robes  over  with  iiis  foot.  Wiieii  Mrs.  Mu(;kenzie  interposed 
withloud  ejaculatioiis,hesternly  bade  her  be  silent  and  not  wake 
the  child.  His  words  were  not  to  be  (jucstioned  when  bespoke 
in  that  manner.  '  You  will  take  nothing  with  you,  Kosey,  but 
what  is  strictly  necessary — oidy  two  or  three  of  your  phiinest 
dresses,  and  what  is  re(juired  for  the  boy.  What  is  in  this 
trunk?'  Mrs.  INfjickcJizic  steppccl  forward  :ind  dec  hirt'd,  and  tlu» 
nurse  vowed  iij»on  her  honoi  ,,  and  t  he  lady's-maid  assi  i  ted  really 
now  upon  her  honor  too,  that  thcic  was  nothing  but  what  was 
most  strictly  necessary  in  that  trunk,  to  which  allidavits,  when 
Clivci  applied  to  his  wife,  she  gave  a  ratlicr  timid  assent. 

'Where  :ir(;  the  keys  of  that  tiunk?'  I'pon  Mrs.  INlac- 
k(!nzie's  exclamation  of  '  What  nonsense  !'  ('live,  putting  his 
foot  upon  the  llinisy  oil-eov<  red  box,  vowe<l  he  would  kick  tlu» 
lid  off  uidess  it,  was  instantly  opened.  Obeying  this  grim  suni- 
mons,  the  lluttering  women  produced  the  keyH,  and  tiie  black 
box  was  opened  before  hiiu. 
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The  box  was  found  to  contain  a  number  of  objects  which 
Olive  pronounced  to  be  by  no  means  necessary  to  his  wife's  and 
child's  existence.  Trinket-boxes  and  favorite  little  gimcracks, 
chains,  rings,  and  pearl  necklaces,  the  tiara  poor  Rosey  had 
worn  at  Court — the  feathers  and  the  gorgeous  train  which  had 
decorated  the  little  person — all  these  were  found  packed  away 
in  this  one  receptacle  ;  and  in  another  box,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
were  silver  forks  and  spoons,  (the  butler  wisely  judging  that 
the  rich  and  splendid  electrotype  ware  might  as  well  be  left 
behind) — all  the  silver  forks,  spoons,  and  ladles,  and  our  poor 
old  friend  the  cocoa-nut  tree,  which  these  female  robbers  would 
have  carried  out  of  the  premises. 

Mr.  Clive  Newcome  burst  out  into  fierce  laughter  when  he 
saw  the  cocoa-nut  tree  ;  he  laughed  so  loud  that  baby  awoke, 
and  his  mother-in-law  called  him  a  brute,  and  the  nurse  ran  to 
give  its  accustomed  quietus  to  the  little  screaming  infant. 
Rosey's  eyes  poured  forth  a  torrent  of  little  protests,  and  she 
would  have  cried  yet  more  loudly  than  the  other  baby,  had  not 
her  husband,  again  fiercely  checking  her,  sworn  with  a  dreadful 
oath  that,  unless  she  told  him  the  whole  truth,  '  By  heavens  she 
should  leave  the  house  with  nothing  but  what  covered  her.' 
Even  the  Campaigner  could  not  make  head  against  Clive's  stern 
resolution  ;  and  the  incipient  insurrection  of  the  maids  and  the 
mistresses  was  quelled  by  his  spirit.  The  lady's-maid,  a  flighty 
creature,  received  her  wages  and  took  her  leave  :  but  the  nutse 
could  not  find  it  in  her  heart  to  quit  her  little  nursling  so  sud- 
denly, and  accompanied  Clive's  household  in  the  journey  upon 
which  those  poor  folks  were  bound.  What  stolen  goods  were 
finally  discovered  when  the  famil}'-  reached  foreign  parts  were 
found  in  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  trunks,  not  in  her  daughter's  :  a 
silver  filigree  basket,  a  few  teaspoons,  baby's  gold  coral,  and  a 
costly  crimson  velvet-bound  copy  of  the  Hon.  Miss  Grimstone's 
Church  Service,  to  which  articles,  having  thus  appropriated 
them,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  henceforward  laid  claim  as  her  own. 

So  when  tlie  packino:  w^as  done  a  cab  was  called  to  receive 
the  modest  trunks  of  this  fugitive  family — the  coachman  was 
bidden  to  put  his  horses  to  again,  and  for  the  last  time  poor 
Rosey  Newcome  sat  in  her  own  carriage,  to  w^hich  the  Colonel 
conducted  her  with  his  courtly  old  bow,  kissing  the  baby  as  it 
slept  once  more,  unconscious  in  its  nurse's  embrace,  and 
bestowing  a  very  grave  and  polite  parting  salute  upon  the 
Campaigner. 

Then  Clive  and  his  father  entered  a  cab  on  which  the  trunks 
were  borne,  and  they  drove  to  the  Tower  Stairs,  where  the  ship 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


721 


lay  which  was  to  convey  them  out  of  England  ;  and  during  that 
journey,  no  doubt,  they  talked  over  their  altered  prospects,  and 
I  am  sure  Olive's  father  blessed  his  son  fondly,  and  committed 
him  and  his  family  to  a  good  God's  gracious  keeping,  and 
thought  of  him  with  sacred  love  when  the}^  had  parted,  and 
Thomas  Newcome  had  returned  to  his  lonely  house  to  watch 
and  to  think  of  his  ruined  fortunes,  and  to  pray  that  he  might 
have  courage  under  them  ;  that  he  might  bear  his  own  fate 
honorably  ;  and  that  a  gentle  one  might  be  dealt  to  those 
beloved  beings  for  whom  his  life  had  been  sacrificed  in  vain. 

CHAPTER  LXXII. 

BELISARIUS. 

When  the  sale  of  Colonel  Newcome's  effects  took  place,  a 
friend  of  the  family  bought  in  for  a  few  shillings  those  two 
swords  which  had  hung,  as  we  have  said,  in  the  good  man's 
chamber,  and  for  which  no  single  broker  present  had  the  heart 
to  bid.  The  head  of  Clive's  father,  painted  by  himself,  which 
had  always  kept  its  place  in  the  young  man's  studio,  togctlier 
with  a  lot  of  liis  oil-sketchings,  easels,  and  painting  apparatus 
were  purchased  by  the  faithful  J.  J.,  who  kept  them  until  his 
friend  should  return  to  London  and  reclaim  them,  -md  who 
showed  the  most  generous  solicitude  in  Clive's  behalf.  J.  J. 
was  elected  to  the  lioyal  Academy  this  year,  and  Clive,  it  was 
evident,  was  working  hard  at  the  profession  wliich  ho  had 
always  loved  ;  for  he  sent  over  tliree  pictures  to  the  Acadoiny, 
and  I  never  knew  man  more  mortified  then  the  affectionate  .1.  j. 
when  two  of  these  unlucky  piccu's  were  rejected  bv  the  com- 
mittee for  the  year.  One  pretty  little  piece,  called  ' 'I'he 
Stranded  lioat,'  got  a  fair  place  on  the  Exhibition  walls,  and, 
you  may  be  sure,  was  loudly  praised  by  a  certain  critic  in  the 
Pali  Mull  GazcMe.  The  j)i(rture  was  sold  on  the  first  day  o'i  (ho 
Exhibition  at  the  price  of  twenty-five  pounds,  w  hich  the  artist 
demanded  ;  and  wlu^n  the  kind  .1.  .1.  wrote  to  inform  his  friend 
of  this  satisfactory  (rircum.st:in<M',  an<l  to  s.iy  that  he  held  tho 
money  at  (Jlive's  <lispos;il,  the  latter  replied  with  manv 
expressions  of  situicre  L,n-at it ude,  at  the  sam(>  time  l»ei,'gin<4;  him 
directly  to  forwar<l  the  money,  w  ith  our  old  friend  'I'homas 
Newcome's  love,  to  Mis.  Sarah  Mason  :it  Newconu-.  !?ut  J.  .1 . 
niiver  informed  his  friend  that  he  himself  was  the  purchaser  of 
the  f)icture  ;  nor  was  Clive  made  ac(|uainttMl  with  tho  fact 
until  some  time  afterward,  when  he  found  it  hanging  iu 
Ridley's  studio. 
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I  have  said  that  we  none  of  us  were  aware  at  this  time  what 
was  the  real  state  of  Colonel  Newcome's  finances,  and  hoped 
that,  after  giving  every  shilling  of  his  property  which  was  con- 
fiscated to  the  creditors  of  the  Bank,  he  had  still,  from  his 
retiring  pension  and  military  allowances,  at  least  enough  repu- 
tably to  maintain  him.  On  one  occasion,  having  business  in 
the  City,  I  there  met  Mr.  Sherrick.  Affairs  had  been  going  ill 
with  that  gentleman  :  he  had  been  let  in  terribly,  he  informed 
me,  by  Lord  Levant's  insolvency,  having  liad  large  money  trans- 
actions with  his  lordship.  '  There's  none  of  them  so  good  as 
old  Newcome,'  Mr.  Sherrick  said  with  a  sigh.  '  That  was  a 
good  one — that  was  an  honest  man  if  ever  I  saw  one — with  no 
more  guile,  and  no  more  idea  of  business,  than  a  baby.  Why 
didn't  he  take* my  advice,  poor  old  cove  ? — he  might  be  com- 
fortable now.  Why  did  he  sell  away  that  annuity,  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis  ?  I  got  it  done  for  him  when  nobody  else  perhaps  could 
have  got  it  done  for  him — for  the  security  aint  worth  twopence 
if  IsTewcome  wasn't  an  honest  man  ;  but  I  know  he  is,  and 
would  rather  starve  and  eat  the  nails  off  his  fingers  than  not 
keep  to  his  word,  the  old  trump.  And  when  lie  come  to  me,  a 
good  two  months  before  the  smash  of  the  Bank,  which  I  knew 
it,  sir,  and  saw  that  it  must  come — when  he  came  and  raised 
three  thousand  pounds  to  meet  them  d — d  electioneering  bills, 
having  to  pay  lawyers,  commission,  premium,  life  insurance — 
you  know  the  whole  game,  Mr.  P. — I  as  good  as  went  down  on 
my  knees  to  him — I  did — at  the  North  and  Soutli  American 
Coffee-house,  where  he  was  to  meet  the  party  about  the  money, 
and  said,  "  Colonel,  don't  raise  it — I  tell  you,  let  it  stand  over — 
let  it  go  in  along  with  the  bankruptcy  that's  a-coming — but  he 
wouldn't,  sir — he  went  on  like  an  old  Bengal  tiger,  roaring 
about  his  honor  ;  he  paid  the  bills  every  shilling — infernal  long 
bills  they  were — and  it's  my  belief  that,  at  this  minute,  he  aint 
got  fifty  pounds  a  year  of  his  own  to  spend.  I  would  send  him 
back  my  commission — I  would,  by  Jove — only  times  is  so  bad, 
and  that  rascal  Levant  has  let  me  in.  It  went  to  my  heart  to 
take  the  old  cock's  money — but  it's  gone — that  and  ever  so 
much  more — and  Lady  Whittlesea's  chapel  too,  Mr.  P.  Hang 
that  young  Levant.' 

Squeezing  my  hand  after  this  speech,  Sherrick  ran  across 
the  street  after  some  other  capitalist  who  was  entering  the 
Diddlesex  Insurance  Office,  and  left  me  very  much  grieved 
and  dismayed  at  finding  that  my  worst  fears  in  regard  to 
Thomas  Newcome  were  confirmed.  Should  we  confer  with 
his  wealthy  family  respecting  the  Colonel's  impoverished  con- 
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dition  ?  Was  his  brother  Hobson  Newcome  aware  of  it  ?  As 
for  Sir  Barnes,  the  quarrel  between  him  and  his  uncle  had 
been  too  fierce  to  admit  of  hopes  of  relief  from  that  quarter. 
Barnes  had  been  put  to  very  heavj"  expenses  in  the  first  con- 
tested election  ;  had  come  forward  again  immediately  on  his 
uncle's  resignation,  but  again  had  been  beaten  by  a  more 
liberal  candidate,  his  quondam  former  friend,  Mr.  Higg — who 
formally  declared  against  Sir  Barnes — and  who  drove  him 
finally  out  of  the  representation  of  Newcome.  From  this 
gentleman  it  was  vain  of  course  for  Colonel  Newcome's  friends 
to  expect  relief. 

How  to  aid  him  ?  He  was  proud — past  work — nearly 
seventy  years  old.  *  Oh,  why  did  those  cruel  Academicians 
refuse  Olive's  pictures  ? '  cries  Laura.  '  I  have  no  patience 
with  them — had  the  pictures  been  exhibited  I  know  who 
might  have  bought  them — but  that  is  vain  now.  He  would 
suspect  at  once  and  send  her  money  away.  O  Pen  !  why, 
why  didn't  he  come  when  I  wrote  that  letter  to  Brussels  ? ' 

From  persons  so  poorly  endowed  with  money  as  ourselves, 
any  help,  but  of  the  merest  temporary  nature,  was  out  of  the 
question.  We  knew  our  friends  too  well  not  to  know  that 
they  would  disdain  to  receive  it.  It  was  agreed  between  me 
and  Laura  that  at  any  rate  I  should  go  and  see  Clive.  Our 
friends  indeed  were  at  a  very  short  distance  from  us,  and, 
having  exiled  themselves  from  England,  could  yet  see  it8 
coast  from  their  windows  upon  any  clear  day.  lioulogne  was 
their  present  abiding  place — refuge  of  how  many  thousands 
of  other  unfortunate?  l^ritons — and  to  this  friendly  j)ort  I 
betook  myself  speedily,  having  the  address  of  Colonel  New- 
come.  His  quarters  were  in  a<juiet  grass-grown  old  street  of 
tlie  Old  Town.  None  of  the  laniily  were  at  home  when  I 
called,  ''i'herc  was  indeed  no  servant  to  answer  the  bell,  but 
the  good-natured  French  <lonu'Sti(5  of  a  neighboring  hxlger  told 
m(i  that  the  young  iMonsieur  went  out  every  day  to  make  his 
<lesignH,  and  that  I  should  probably  find  the  elder  m'nllenian 
upon  the  ramj)art,  where  he  was  in  the  custom  of  going  every 
<lay.  T  strolh'd  along  l>y  those  prelty  ohl  walks  ami  bastions, 
uixler  tlie  pleasant  trees  which  Hhad«>w  tin  in,  and  the  giay  old 
gabled  houses  from  which  you  look  down  ujtoii  the  gay  new 
cil,y,  and  the  busy  port,  and  tlie  piers  stretching  int»)  the 
shining  sea,  dot  led  wilh  a  liundred  w  hile  sails  or  black  smok- 
ing steamers,  and  bounded  by  the  Iriendly  liiu'S  ol"  ihe  bright 
Knglish  shore.  'I'liere  an*  few  jirospectH  more  charniing  than 
the  familiar  view  from  those  old  {'"rench  walls — few  i)lacoc 
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where  young  children  may  play  and  ruminating  old  age 
repose  more  pleasantly  than  on  those  peaceful  rampart  gardens. 

I  found  our  dear  old  friend  seated  on  one  of  the  benches,  a 
newspaper  on  his  knees,  and  by  his  side  a  red-cheeked  little 
French  lass,  upon  whose  lap  Thomas  Newcome  the  younger 
lay  sleeping.  The  Colonel's  face  flushed  up  when  he  saw  me. 
As  he  advanced  a  step  or  two  toward  me  I  could  see  that  ho 
trembled  in  his  walk.  His  hair  had  grown  almost  quite  white. 
He  looked  now  to  be  more  than  liis  age — he  whose  carriage 
last  year  had  been  so  erect,  whose  figure  had  been  so  straight 
and  manly.  I  was  very  much  moved  at  meeting  him,  and  at 
seeing  the  sad  traces  which  pain  and  grief  had  left  in  the 
countenance  of  the  dear  old  man. 

*  So  you  are  come  to  see  me,  my  good  young  friend,'  cried 
the  Colonel,  with  a  trembling  voice.  '  It  is  very,  very  kind  of 
you.  Is  not  this  a  pretty  drawing  room  to  receive  our  friends 
in?  We  have  so  many  of  them  now.  Boy  and  I  come  and 
sit  here  for  hours  every  day.  Hasn't  he  grown  a  fine  boy  ? 
He  can  say  several  words  now,  sir,  and  can  walk  surprisingly 
well.  Soon  he  will  be  able  to  walk  with  his  grandfather,  and 
then  Marie  will  not  have  ^  the  trouble  to  wait  upon  either  of 
us.'  He  repeated  this  sentiment  in  his  pretty  old  French,  and 
turning  with  a  bow  to  Marie.  Tlie  girl  said  Monsieur  knew 
very  well  that  she  did  not  desire  better  than  to  come  out  with 
baby  ;  that  it  was  better  than  staying  at  home,  pardieu  ;  and, 
the  clock  striking  at  this  moment,  she  rose  up  with  her  child, 
crying  out  that  it  was  time  to  return  or  Madame  would  scold. 

*  Mrs.  Mackenzie  has  rather  a  short  temper,'  the  Colonel  said, 
with  a  gentle  smile.  *Poor  thing,she  has  had  a  great  deal  to  bear 
in  consequence.  Pen,  of  m}^  imprudence.  lam  glad  you  never 
took  shares  in  our  bank.  I  should  not  be  so  glad  to  see  yon  as  I 
am  now  if  I  had  brought  losses  upon  you  as  I  have  upon  so  many 
of  my  friends.'  I,  for  my  part,  trembled  to  hear  that  the  good 
old  man  was  under  the  domination  of  the  Campaigner. 

*Bayham  sends  me  the  paper  regularly  ;  he  is  a  very  kind, 
faithful  creature.  How  glad  I  am  that  he  has  got  a  snug  bertli 
in  the  City  !  His  compan^^  really  prospers,  I  am  happy  to 
think,  unlike  some  companies  you  know  of,  Pen.  I  have  read 
your  two  speeches,  sir,  and  Clive  and  I  liked  them  very  much. 
The  poor  boy  works  all  day  at  his  pictures.  You  know  he  has 
sold  one  at  the  Exhibition,  which  has  given  us  a  great  deal  of 
heart — and  he  has  completed  two  or  three  more — and  I  am 
sitting  to  him  now  for — what  do  you  tliink,  sir  ?  for  Belisarius, 
Will  you  give  "  Belisarius  and  the  Obolus"  a  kind  word  ?' 
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'My  dear,  dear  old  friend,'  I  said,  in  great  emotion,  *if 
you  will  do  me  the  kindness  to  take  my  obolus  or  to  use  my 
services  in  any  way,  you  will  give  me  more  pleasure  than  ever 
I  had  from  your  generous  bounties  in  old  days.  Look,  sir,  I 
wear  the  watch  which  you  gave  me  when  yon  went  to  India. 
Did  you  not  tell  me  tlien  to  look  after  Clive  and  serve  him  if 
I  could?  Can't  I  serve  him  now?'  and  I  went  on  further  in  this 
strain,  asseverating  with  great  warmtli  and  truth  that  my  wife's 
affection  and  my  own  were  most  sincere  for  both  of  them,  and 
that  our  pride  would  be  to  be  able  to  help  such  dear  friends. 

The  Colonel  said  I  had  a  good  heart,  and  my  wife  had, 
though — though — he  did  not  finish  this  sentence,  but  I  could 
interpret  it  without  need  of  its  completion.  My  wife  and  the 
two  ladies  of  Colonel  Newcome's  family  never  could  be  friends, 
however  mucli  ray  poor  Laura  tried  to  be  intimate  with  these 
women.  Her  very  efforts  at  intimacy  caused  a  frigidity  and 
hauteur  which  Laura  could  not  overcome.  Little  Rosey  and 
her  mother  set  us  down  as  two  aristocratic  personages  ;  nor 
for  our  parts  were  we  very  much  disturbed  at  this  opinion  of 
the  Campaigner  and  little  Rosey. 

I  talked  with  the  Colonel  for  half  an  hour  or  more  about 
his  affairs,  which  indeed  were  very  gloomy,  and  Clive's  pros- 
pects, of  which  he  strove  to  present  as  cheering  a  view  as  possi- 
ble, lie  was  obliged  tO(!onfirm  the  news  which  Sherrick  liad 
given  me,  and  to  own,  in  fact,  that  all  his  ])ension  was  swal- 
lowed up  by  a  payment  of  interest  and  life  insurance  for  sums 
which  he  had  been  compelled  to  borrow.  How  could  he  do 
otherwise  than  meet  his  engagemenis?  Thank  God,  he  had 
Clive's  full  ap[)roval  for  wliat  he  had  done — had  communieated 
the  circumstance  to  his  son  almost  immediately  alter  it  took 
place,  and  that  was  a  comfort  to  h'un — an  immense  comfort. 
*  For  the  wotnet)  are  very  angry,'  said  the  ])(»or  Colonel  ;  '  ndu 
see  they  do  not  understand  tlu;  'aws  of  honor,  at  least  as  we 
understand  them  ;  an<l  perhaps  1  was  wrong  in  hiding  the  truth 
as  I  certainly  did  from  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  but  I  aeted  for  the 
best — I  hoped  against  hope  that  someehanee  might  turn  in  our 
favor.  (Jo<l  knows,  I  ha<l  a  haid  task  enonnh  in  wearing  a 
cheerful  fa(!e  for  nionlhs,  and  in  following  my  litth*  Rosey 
about  toiler  |»arties  and  balls  ;  but  |)oor  Mrs.  M  acken/ie  has  a 
right  to  be  angry  ;  only  I  wii^h  my  lit  tie  girl  did  not  side  with  h<r 
mother  so  (Uitirely,  for  the  loss  <»f  her  affection  gives  nie  p.iin.' 

So  it  was  as  I  suHp<'<'t<'d.  The  Campaignt  r  ruletl  o\«  r  this 
family,  a!id  added  to  all  their  distresses  by  her  inloh  rable 
]>resenee  and   lyranny.     '  Why,  sir,'  I  ventiire<l  to  ask,  'if,  as 
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I  gather  from  you — and  I  remember,'  I  added  with  a  laugh, 
*  certain  battles  royal  which  Clive  described  to  me  in  old  days 
— if  you  and  the  Campai — Mrs.  Mackenzie  do  not  agree,  why 
should  she  continue  to  live  with  you,  when  you  would  all  be 
so  much  happier  apart  ? ' 

*She  has  the  right  to  live  in  the  house,'  says  the  Colonel, 
■*  it  is  I  who  have  no  right  in  it.  I  am  a  poor  old  pensioner, 
don't  you  see,  subsisting  on  Rosey's  bounty.  We  live  on  the 
hundred  a  year  secured  to  her  at  her  marriage,  and  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  has  her  forty  pounds  of  pension  which  she  adds  to 
the  common  stock.  It  is  I  who  have  made  away  with  every 
shilling  of  Rosey's  £17,000,  God  help  me,  and  with  £1500  of 
her  mother's.  They  put  their  little  means  together,  and  they 
keep  us — me  and  Clive.  What  can  we  dc  for  a  living  ?  Great 
God  !  What  can  we  do  ?  Why,  I  am  so  useless  that  even 
when  my  poor  boy  earned  £25  for  his  picture,  I  felt  we  were 
bound  to  send  it  to  Sarah  Mason,  and  you  may  fancj'-  when  this 
came  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  ears,  what  a  life  my  boy  and  I  led. 
I  have  never  spoken  of  these  things  to  any  mortal  soul — I  even 
don't  speak  of  them  with  Clive — but  seeing  your  kind  honest 
face  has  made  me  talk — you  must  pardon  my  garrulity — I  am 
growing  old,  Arthur.  This  poverty  and  these  quarrels  have 
beaten  my  spirit  down — there,  I  shall  talk  on  this  subject  no 
more.  I  wish,  sir,  I  could  ask  you  to  dine  with  us,  but' — and 
here  he  smiled — *  we  must  get  the  leave  of  the  higher  powers.' 

I  was  determined,  in  spite  of  prohibitions  and  Campaigners, 
to  see  my  old  friend  Clive,  and  insisted  on  walking  back  with 
the  Colonel  to  his  lodgings,  at  the  door  of  which  we  met  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  and  her  daughter.  Rosey  blushed  up  a  little — 
looked  at  her  mamma — and  then  greeted  me  with  a  hand  and 
a  courtesy.  The  Campaigner  also  saluted  me  in  a  majestic  but 
amicable  manner,  made  no  objection  even  to  my  entering  her 
apartments  and  seeing  the  condition  to  ichich  they  icere  reduced: 
this  phrase  was  uttered  with  particular  emphasis  and  a  signifi- 
cant look  toward  the  Colonel,  who  bowed  his  meek  head  and 
preceded  me  into  the  lodgings,  which  were  in  truth  very 
homely,  pretty,  and  comfortable.  The  Campaigner  was  an 
excellent  manager — restless,  bothering,  brushing  perpetually. 
Such  fugitive  gimcracks  as  they  had  brought  away  with  them 
decorated  the  little  salon.  Mrs,  Mackenzie,  who  took  the 
entire  command,  even  pressed  me  to  dine  and  partake,  if  so 
fashionable  a  gentleman  would  condescend  to  partake  of  a 
humble  exile's  fare.  No  fare  was  perhaps  very  pleasant  to  me  in 
company  with  that  women,  but  I  wanted  to  see  my  dear  old 
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Clive,  and  gladly  accepted  his  voluble  mother-in-law's  not  dis- 
interested hospitality.  She  beckoned  the  Colonel  aside  ;  whis- 
pered to  him,  putting  something  into  his  hand  ;  on  which  he 
took  his  hat  and  went  away.  Then  Rosey  was  dismissed  upon 
some  other  pretext,  and  I  had  the  felicity  to  be  left  alone  with 
Mrs.  Captain  Mackenzie. 

She  instantly  improved  the  occasion  ;  and  with  great  eager- 
ness and  volubility  entered  into  her  statement  of  the  present 
affairs  and  position  of  this  unfortunate  family.  She  described 
darling  Rosey's  delicate  state,  poor  thing — nursed  with  tender- 
ness and  in  the  lap  of  luxury — brought  up  with  every  delicacy 
and  the  fondest  mother — never  knowing  in  the  least  how  to 
take  care  of  herself,  and  likely  to  fall  down  and  perish  unless 
the  kind  Campaigner  were  by  to  prop  and  protect  her.  She 
was  in  delicate  health — very  delicate — ordered  cod-liver  oil  by 
the  doctor.  Heaven  knows  how  he  could  be  paid  for  those 
expensive  medicines  out  of  the  pittance  to  which  the  impru- 
dence— the  must  culpable  and  designing  imprudence^  and  ex- 
travagance,  and  folly  of  Colonel  Newcome  had  reduced  tliem  ! 
Looking  out  from  the  window  as  she  spoke  I  saw — we  both 
saw — the  dear  old  gentleman  sadly  advancing  toward  the 
house,  a  parcel  in  his  hand.  Seeing  liis  near  approach,  and 
that  our  interview  was  likely  to  come  to  an  end,  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie rapidly  whispered  to  me  that  slie  knew  I  had  a  good 
heart — that  I  had  been  blessed  by  Providence  with  a  fine 
fortune,  which  I  knew  how  to  keep  better  than  some  folks — and 
that  if,  as  no  doul)t  was  my  intention — for  with  wliat  otlier  but 
a  charitable  view  could  I  have  come  to  see  them  ?  '  and  most 
generous  and  noble  was  it  of  you  to  come,  and  I  always  thought 
it  of  you,  Mr.  Pendennis,  whatever  other  ])e()|>h'  said  to  the 
contrary,'  if  I  proj)Ose(l  to  give  them  relief,  which  was  most 
needful — for  which  a  ni()fher\*t  hlessiiu/8  would  follow  me — let 
it  be  to  her,  tiie  Campaigner,  that  niy  loan  should  be  confided 
— for  as  for  the  Colonel,  he  is  not  fit  to  be  trusted  witli  a  shil- 
ling, and  has  already  flung  away  immense  si/nis  upon  some  old 
wonuui  he  keeps  in  the  country,  leaving  his  darling  Rosoy 
without  the  actual  necessaries  of  life. 

The  woman's  ;^ree(l  and  rapa(;i(y,  tlu'  llalteiy  with  which 
she  chose  to  l>el:ibor  moat  dinner,  so  choked  and  disLjnstetl  iiu' 
that]!  could  hardly  swallow  the  jural,  t hough  my  poor  old  friend 
had  been  sent  to  purchase  a  pate  from  the  pastry  cook's  for  mv 
especial  r(>fe(;tion.  Clive  was  not  at  the  dinner.  lie  seldom 
returne<i  t  ill  late  at  night  on  sketching  <lay8.  Neither  his  wifo 
nor  his  mother-in-law  seemed  much  to  miss  him  ;  and  Heeiiiir 
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that  the  Campaigner  engrossed  the  entire  share  of  the  con- 
versation, and  proposed  not  to  leave  me  for  five  minutes  alone 
with  the  Colonel,  I  took  leave  rather  speedily  of  my  enter- 
tainers, leaving  a  message  for  Clive,  and  a  prayer  that  he  would 
come  and  see  me  at  my  hotel. 

CHAPTER  LXXIII. 

IN  WHICH  BELISARIUS  RETURNS  FROM  EXILE. 

I  was  sitting  in  the  dusk  in  my  room  at  the  Hotel  des  Bains, 
when  the  visitor  for  whom  I  hoped  made  his  appearance  in  the 
person  of  Clive,  with  his  broad  shoulders,  and  broad  hat,  and  a 
shaggy  beard,  which  he  had  thouglit  fit  in  bis  quality  of  painter 
to  assume.  Our  greeting  it  need  not  be  said  was  warm  ;  and 
our  talk,  which  extended  far  into  the  night,  very  friendly  and 
confidential.  If  I  make  my  readers  confidants  in  Mr.  Clive's 
private  affairs,  I  ask  my  friend's  pardon  for  narrating  his  history 
in  their  behoof.  The  world  had  gone  very  ill  with  my  poor 
Clive,  and  I  do  not  think  that  the  pecuniary  losses  which  had 
visited  him  and  his  father  afliicted  him  near  so  sorely  as  the 
state  of  his  home.  In  a  pique  with  the  woman  he  loved,  and 
from  that  generous  weakness  which  formed  part  of  his  character 
and  which  led  him  to  acquiesce  in  most  wishes  of  his  good 
father,  the  young  man  had  gratified  the  darling  desire  of  the 
Colonel's  heart,  and  taken  the  wife  whom  his  two  old  friends 
brought  to  him.  Rosey,  who  was  also,  as  we  have  shown,  of  a 
very  obedient  and  ductile  nature,  had  acquiesced  gladly  enough 
in  her  mamma's  opinion  that  she  was  in  love  with  the  rich  and 
handsome  young  Clive,  and  accepted  him  for  better  or  worse. 
So  undoubtedly  would  this  good  child  have  accepted  Captain 
Hoby,  her  previous  adorer,  have  smilingly  promised  fidelity  to 
the  captain  at  church,  and  have  made  a  very  good,  happy,  and 
sufficient  little  wife  for  that  oflScer — had  not  mamma  com- 
manded her  to  jilt  him.  What  wonder  that  these  elders  should 
wish  to  see  their  two  dear  young  ones  united  ?  They  began 
with  suitable  age,  money,  good  temper,  and  parents'  blessings. 
It  is  not  the  first  time  that  with  all  these  excellent  helps  to 
prosperity  and  happiness,  a  marriage  has  turned  out  unfortu- 
nately— a  pretty,  tight  ship  gone  to  wreck  that  set  forth  on  its 
voyage  with  cheers  from  the  shore,  and  every  prospect  of  fair 
wind  and  fine  weather. 

If  Clive  was  gloomy  and  discontented  even  when  the  honey- 
moon had  scarce  waned,  and  he  and  his  family  sat  at  home  in 
state  and  splendor  under  the  boughs  of  the  famous  silver  cocoa- 
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nut  tree,  what  was  the  young  man's  condition  now  in  poverty, 
when  they  had  no  love  along  with  a  scant  dinner  of  herbs  ; 
when  his  mother-in-law  grudged  each  morsel  which  his  poor 
old  father  ate — when  a  vulgar,  coarse-minded  woman  pursued 
with  brutal  sarcasm  and  deadly  rancor  one  of  the  tenderest 
and  noblest  gentlemen  in  the  world — when  an  ailing  wife, 
always  under  someone's  domination,  received  him  with  help- 
less hysterical  cries  and  reproaches — when  a  coarse  female 
tyrant,  stupid,  obstinate,  utterly  unable  to  comprehend  the 
son's  kindly  genius,  or  the  father's  gentle  spirit,  bullied  over 
both,  using  the  intolerable  undeniable  advantage  which  her 
actual  wrongs  gave  her  to  tyrannize  over  these  two  wretched 
men  !  He  had  never  heard  the  last  of  that  money  which  they 
had  sent  to  Mrs.  Mason,  Clive  said.  When  the  knowledge  of 
the  fact  came  to  the  Campaigner's  ears,  she  raised  such  a 
storm  as  almost  killed  the  poor  Colonel,  and  drove  his  son 
half  mad.  She  seized  the  howling  infant,  vowing  that  its 
unnatural  father  and  grandfather  were  bent  upon  starving  it 
— she  consoled  and  sent  Rosey  into  hysterics — she  took  the 
outlawed  parson  to  whose  church  they  went,  and  the  choice 
society  of  bankrupt  captains,  captains'  ladies,  fugitive  stock- 
brokers' wives,  and  dingy  frequenters  of  billiard  rooms,  and 
refugees  from  the  Bench,  into  her  counsels  ;  and  in  her  daily 
visits  among  these  personages,  and  her  walks  on  the  pier, 
whither  she  trudged  with  })oor  Rose}'  in  her  train,  ^Frs.  ^lac- 
kenzie  made  known  her  own  wrongs  and  her  daughter's — 
showed  how  the  Colonel,  having  robbed  and  cheated  them 
previously,  was  now  living  upon  them,  insomuch  that  iVIrs. 
Bolter,  the  h^vanting  auctioneei-'s  wife,  would  n«>t  make  the 
yooT  old  man  a  l)ow  when  she  met  him — that  Mrs,  Captain 
Kitely,  whos(;  husband  had  lain  for  seven  years  past  in  Bou- 
logne jail,  ordered  her  son  to  cut  Clive  ;  and  when,  the  child 
being  si(rk,  the  j)oor  old  C-olonel  went  for  arrowroot  to  the 
chemist's,  young  Snooks,  the  apotiiecary's  assistant,  refused 
to  allow  liim  to  take  the  powder  away  without  i>reviou8ly 
depositing  the  money. 

II<'  had  no  money,  Thomas  Newconie.  lie  gav«'  tip  everv 
farthing.  After  iiaving  im|>overished  all  around  him,  he  had 
Tio  light,  he  said,  to  touch  a  sixpence  of  the  w  retched  pittance 
remaining  to  them  he  had  ev<'n  given  up  his  cigar,  the  poor 
ohl  man,  the  <'omj»ani<»n  .and  comforter  of  forty  vears.  lie 
was  *  not  lit  to  he  trusted  with  money,'  Mrs.  IM.aeken/.ie  said, 
and  ihv  good  man  owned,  as  he  ate  his  scant  v  crust,  an. I  how  rd 
his  iK)]>le  old  head  in  silence  under  that  ct>\vardl\  persecution. 
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And  this,  at  the  end  of  threescore  and  seven  or  eight  years, 
was  to  be  the  close  of  a  life  which  had  been  spent  in  freedom 
and  splendor,  and  kindness  and  honor  ;  this  the  reward  of  a 
noble  heart — the  tomb  and  prison  of  a  gallant  warrior  who  had 
ridden  in  twenty  battles — whose  course  through  life  had  been  a 
bounty  wherever  it  had  passed — whose  name  had  been  folio  wed 
by  blessings,  and  whose  career  was  to  end  here — here — in  a 
mean  room,  in  a  mean  alley  of  a  foreign  town — a  low  furious 
woman  standing  over  him  and  stabbing  the  kind,  defenseless 
breast  with  killing  insult  and  daily  outrage  ! 

As  we  sat  together  in  the  dark,  Clive  told  me  this  wretched 
story,  which  was  wrung  from  him  with  a  passionate  emotion 
that  I  could  not  but  keenly  share.  He  wondered  the  old  man 
lived,  Clive  said.  Some  of  the  woman's  taunts  and  gibes,  as 
he  could  see,  struck  his  father  so  that  he  gasped  and  started 
back  as  if  someone  had  lashed  him  with  a  whip.  '  He  would 
make  away  with  himself,'  said  poor  Clive,  *but  he  deems  this 
is  his  punishment,  and  that  he  must  bear  it  as  long  as  it  pleases 
God.  He  does  not  care  for  his  own  losses,  as  far  as  they  con- 
cern himself  ;  but  these  reproaches  of  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  and 
some  things  which  were  said  to  him  in  the  Bankruptcy  Court, 
by  one  or  two  widows  of  old  friends,  who  were  induced  through 
his  representations  to  take  shares  in  that  infernal  bank,  have 
affected  him  dreadfully.  I  hear  him  lying  awake  and  groan- 
ing at  night,  God  bless  him.  Great  God  !  what  can  I  do — 
what  can  I  do  ? '  burst  out  the  young  man  in  a  dreadful 
paroxysm  of  grief.  *  I  have  tried  to  get  lessons — I  went  to 
London  on  the  deck  of  a  steamer,  and  took  a  lot  of  drawings 
with  me — tried  the  picture-dealers — pawnbrokers — Jews — 
Moss,  whom  you  may  remember  at  Gandish's,  and  who  gave 
me,  for  forty-two  drawings,  £18.  I  brought  the  money  back 
to  Boulogne.  It  was  enough  to  pay  the  doctor,  and  bury  our 
last  poor  little  dead  baby.  Tenez,  Pen,  you  must  give  me 
some  supper,  I  have  had  nothing  all  day  but  pain  de  deux  souSy 
I  can't  stand  it  at  home.  My  heart's  almost  broken — you 
must  give  me  some  money,  Pen,  old  boy.  I  know  you  will. 
I  thouglit  of  writing  to  you,  but  I  wanted  to  support  myself, 
you  see.  When  I  went  to  London  with  the  drawings  I  tried 
George's  chambers,  but  he  was  in  the  country,  I  saw  Crack- 
thorpe  in  the  street,  in  Oxford  Street,  but  I  could  not  face 
him,  and  bolted  down  Hanway  Yard.  I  tried,  and  I  could 
not  ask  him,  and  I  got  the  £18  from  Moss  that  day,  and  came 
home  with  it.' 

Give  him  money  ?  of  course  I  will  give  him  money — my 
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dear  old  friend  !  Aiid,asan  alternaliveand  a  wholesome  shock 
to  check  that  burst  of  passion  and  grief  in  which  the  poor  fel- 
low indulged,  I  thought  fit  to  break  into  a  very  fierce  and  angry- 
invective  on  my  own  part,  which  served  to  disguise  the  extreme 
feeling  of  pain  and  pity  that  I  did  not  somehow  choose  to 
exhibit.  I  rated  Clive  soundly,  and  taxed  him  with  unfriend- 
liness and  ingratitude  for  not  liaving  sooner  applied  to  friends 
who  would  think  shame  of  themselves  while  he  was  in  need. 
Whatever  he  wanted  was  his  as  much  as  mine.  I  could  not 
understand  how  the  necessity  of  the  famil}'^  should,  in  truth, 
be  so  extreme  as  he  described  it,  for  after  all  many  a  poor 
family  lived  upon  very  much  less  ;  but  I  uttered  none  of  these 
objections,  checking  them  with  the  thought  that  Clive,  on  his 
first  arrival  at  Boulogne,  entirely  ignorant  of  the  practice  of 
economy,  might  have  imprudently  engaged  in  expenses  which 
bad  reduced  him  to  this  present  destitution.* 

I  took  the  liberty  of  asking  about  debts,  and  of  these  Clive 
gave  me  to  understand  there  was  none — at  least  none  of  his, 
or  his  father's,  contracting.  '  If  we  were  too  proud  to  borrow, 
and  I  think  we  were  wrong,  Pen,  my  dear  old  boy — I  think 
we  were  wrong  now — at  least,  we  were  too  proud  to  owe.  My 
colorman  takes  his  bill  out  in  drawings,  and  I  think  owes  me 
a  trifle.  He  got  me  some  lessons  at  fifty  sous  a  ticket — a  pound 
the  ten — from  an  economical  swell  who  has  taken  a  chateau 
here,  and  has  two  flunkej'^s  in  livery.  He  has  four  daughters^ 
who  take  advantage  of  the  lessons,  and  screws  ten  ])er  cent, 
upon  the  poor  colorman's  pencils  and  drawing  paper.  It's 
pleasant  work  to  give  the  lessons  to  tlie  children  and  to  be 
patronized  by  tlie  swell  ;  and  not  expensive  to  him  is  it,  IVn  ? 
But  I  don't  mind  that,  if  I  could  hut  get  lessons  onough  ;  for, 
you  see,  besides  our  expenses  liere,  we  must  have  some  moro 
money,  and  the  dear  old  governor  would  die  outright  if  poor 
old  Sarah  Mason  did  not  get  iicr  trtO  a  year.' 

And  now  there  arrived  a  jtlciitiful  supper,  and  a  bottle  of 
good  wine,  of  which  tlie  giver  was  not  sorrv  to  ]>artake  afti  r 
tlie  meager  dinner  at  three  o'clock  to  which  I  liad  Ixcn  invil  .  tl 
by  the  Cairij>;iigner  ;  and  it  waHniidnigiit  when  I  walked  l»;ick 
with  my  friend  to  his  house  in  the  upper  town  ;  and  all  the  stars 
of  lieaven  wen;  siiining  cheerily  ;aiiil  iny  <le:ii"  (Mive's  face  wori« 
an  expression  of  lia|>piness,  sueli  as  I  renienihered  in  old  da\  s, 
as  we  shook  hands  and  parted  with  a  '  (lod  bU'ss  you.' 

To  Clive's  friend,  revolving  tliese  tilings  in  Iuh  niiini,  as  lie 

♦  I  <li(l  not.  know  at.  Ili<-  tiiiw  Itiiit  Mth  Miickcnzir  Imd  taUrn  entire  Hiiperlntemlenee  of 
th(!  family  tn-aHiiry  nn<l  Hint  tliln  exrinplnry  woman  wan  jintlint;  awiiy,  uhhIio  luiil  Uou« 
pruvlouBly,  euudry  liltio  buuim  loinui'l  rulny  (la>H 
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la}''  in  one  of  those  most  snug  and  comfortable  beds  at  the 
excellent  Hotel  des  Bains,  it  appeared  that  this  town  of  Bou- 
logne was  a  very  bad  market  for  the  artist's  talents  ;  and  that 
he  had  best  bring  them  to  London,  where  a  score  of  old  friends 
would  assuredly  be  ready  to  help  him.  And  if  the  Colonel,too, 
could  be  got  away  from  the  domination  of  the  Campaigner,  I 
felt  certain  that  the  dear  old  gentleman  could  but  profit  by  his 
leave  of  absence.  My  wife  and  I  at  this  time  inhabited  a  spa- 
cious old  house  in  Queen's  Square,  Westminster,  where  there 
was  plenty  of  room  for  father  and  son.  I  knew  that  Laura 
would  be  delighted  to  welcome  these  guests — may  the  w^fe  of 
ever}'-  worthy  gentleman  who  reads  these  pages  be  as  ready  to 
receive  her  husband's  friends.  It  was  the  state  of  Rosey's 
health,  and  the  Campaigner's  authority  and  permission,  about 
wliich  I  was  in  doubt,  and  whether  this  lady's  two  slaves  would 
be  allowed  to  go  away. 

These  cogitations  kept  the  present  biographer  long  awake, 
and  he  did  not  breakfast  next  day  until  an  hour  before  noon. 
I  had  the  coffee-room  to  myself  by  chance,  and  my  meal  was 
not  ended  when  the  waiter  announced  a  lady  to  visit  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis,  and  Mrs,  Mackenzie  made  her  appearance.  No  signs 
of  care  or  poverty  were  visible  in  the  attire  or  countenance  of 
the  buxom  widow.  A  handsome  bonnet  decorated  within  with 
a  profusion  of  poppies,  blue-bells,  and  ears  of  corn  ;  a  jewel  on 
her  forehead,  not  costly,  but  splendid  in  appearance,  and  glitter- 
ing artfully  over  that  central  spot  from  which  her  wavy  chest- 
nut hair  parted  to  cluster  in  ringlets  round  her  ample  cheeks  ; 
a  handsome  India  shawl,  smart  gloves,  a  rich  silk  dress,  a  neat 
parasol  of  blue  with  pale  yellow  lining,  a  multiplicity  of  glitter- 
ing rings,  and  a  very  splendid  gold  watch  and  chain,  which  I 
remembered  in  former  days  as  hanging  round  poor  Rosej^'s 
white  neck — all  these  adornments  set  off  the  widow's  person, 
so  that  you  might  have  thought  her  a  wealthy  capitalist's  lady, 
and  never  could  have  supposed  that  she  was  a  poor,  cheated, 
ruined,  robbed,  unfortunate  Campaigner. 

Nothing  could  be  more  gracious  than  the  accueil  of  this  lady. 
She  paid  me  many  handsome  compliments  about  m}^  literary 
works — asked  most  affectionately  for  dear  Mrs.  Pendennis  and 
the  dear  children — and  then,  as  I  expected,  coming  to  business, 
contrasted  the  happiness  and  genteel  position  of  my  wife  and 
family  witli  the  misery  and  wrongs  of  her  own  blessed  child  and 
grandson.  She  never  could  call  that  child  by  the  odious  name 
which  he  received  at  his  baptism.  Zknew  what  bitter  reasons 
she  had  to  dislike  the  name  of  Thomas  Newcome, 
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She  again  rapidly  enumerated  the  wrongs  she  had  received 
at  the  hands  of  that  gentleman  ;  mrntioned  the  vast  sums  of 
money  out  of  which  she  and  her  soul's  darling  had  been  tricked 
by  that  poor  muddle-headed  creature,  to  say  no  worse  of  him  ; 
and  described  finally  their  present  pressing  need.  The  doctors, 
the  burial,  Rosey's  delicate  condition,  the  cost  of  sweetbreads, 
calf's-foot  jelly,  and  cod-liver  oil,  were  again  passed  in  a  rapid 
calculation  before  me  ;  and  she  ended  her  speech  by  expressing 
her  gratification  that  I  had  attended  to  her  advice  of  the  pre- 
vious day,  and  not  given  Clive  Newcorae  a  direct  loan  ;  that 
tLe  family  wanted  it,  the  Campaigner  called  upon  Heaven  to 
witness  ;  that  Clive  and  his  absurd  poor  father  would  fling 
guineas  out  of  the  window  was  a  fact  equally  certain  ;  the  rest 
of  the  argument  was  obvious,  namely,  that  Mr.  Pendennis 
should  administer  a  donation  to  lierself. 

I  had  brought  but  a  small  sum  of  money  in  my  pocket-book, 
though  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  intimate  with  bankers,  and  having, 
thank  heaven,  in  spite  of  all  her  misfortunes,  tlie  utmost  confi- 
dence of  all  her  tradesmen,  hinted  a  perfect  willingness  on  her 
part  to  accept  an  order  upon  her  friends,  Hobson  Brothers  of 
London. 

This  direct  thrust  I  gently  and  smilingly  parried  by  asking 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  whether  she  supposed  a  gentleman  who  had 
just  paid  an  electioneering  bill,  and  had,  at  the  best  of  times, 
but  a  very  small  income,  might  sometimes  not  be  in  a  condition 
to  draw  satisfactorily  upon  Messrs.  Ilobson  or  any  other 
banker?  Her  countenance  fell  at  this  remark,  nor  was  lier 
cheerfulness  much  improved  by  the  tender  of  one  of  the  two 
banknotes  which  then  happened  to  be  in  my  ])()sse8sion.  I 
said  tliat  I  had  a  use  for  the  remaining  note,  and  that  it  would 
not  be  more  than  sufticient  to  pay  my  hotel  bill  and  tlu' 
expenses  of  my  party  back  to  London, 

My  party?  I  had  here  to  tlivulgc  with  somc^  little  trepida- 
tion tlie  plan  which  I  liad  been  niaking  ovt-rnight  ;  to  explain 
liow  I  thought  that  ('live's  great  talents  were  wasted  at  Hou- 
logne,  and  could  only  fin<l  a  proper  niarkct  in  London  ;  liow 
r  was  pn^tty  certain,  through  my  connection  with  booksellers, 
to  find  Honu!  advantageous  employment  for  him, and  would  have 
done  so  months  ago  liad  I  known  the  state  of  tlu>  case  ;  but  I 
l»ad  })elieved,  until  within  a  very  few  days  since,  that  the 
('olonel,  in  sf)ite  of  his  baMki-u|)tcy,  was  still  in  the  eiijoN  inent 
of  considerahle  military  j>eMsions. 

'I'his  statement,  of  course,  elicitiMj  from  the  widow  a  numlnM- 
of  remarks  not,  comj>limeiit ary  to  my  dear  old  ('olonid.  lb) 
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might  have  kept  his  pensions,  had  he  not  been  a  fool — he  was 
a  baby  about  money  matters — misled  himself  and  everybody — 
was  a  log  in  the  house,  etc.,  etc.,  etc. 

I  suggested  that  his  annuities  might  possibly  be  put  into 
Bome  more  satisfactory  shape — that  I  had  trustworthy  lawyers 
with  whom  I  would  put  him  in  communication — that  he  had 
best  come  to  London  to  see  to  these  matters — and  that  my  wife 
had  a  large  house  where  she  would  most  gladly  entertain  the 
two  gentlemen. 

This  I  said  with  some  reasonable  dread — fearing,  in  the  first 
place,  her  refusal  ;  in  the  second,her  acceptance  of  the  invita- 
tion, with  a  proposal,  as  our  house  was  large,  to  come  herself 
and  inhabit  it  for  awhile.  Had  I  not  seen  that  Campaigner 
arrive  for  a  month  at  poor  James  Binnie's  house  in  Fitzroy 
Square,  and  stay  there  for  many  years  ?  Was  I  not  aware  that 
when  she  once  set  her  foot  in  a  gentleman's  establishment, 
terrific  battles  must  ensue  before  she  could  be  dislodged  ?  Had 
she  not  once  been  routed  by  Clive  ?  and  was  she  not  now  in 
command  and  possession  ?  Do  I  not,  finally,  know  something 
of  the  world  ;  and  have  I  not  a  weak,  easy  temper  ?  I  protest 
it  was  with  terror  that  I  awaited  the  widow's  possible  answer 
to  my  proposal. 

To  my  great  relief,  she  expressed  the  utmost  approval  of 
both  my  plans.  I  was  uncommonly  kind,  she  was  sure,  to 
interest  myself  about  the  two  gentlemen,  and  for  her  blessed 
Rosey's  sake,  a  fond  mother  thanked  me.  It  was  most  advis- 
able that  Ciive  should  earn  some  money  by  that  horrid  profes- 
sion which  he  had  chosen  to  adopt — trade,  she  called  it.  She 
was  clearly  anxious  to  get  rid  of  both  father  and  son,  and 
agreed  that  the  sooner  they  went  the  better. 

We  walked  back  arm-in-arm  to  the  Colonel's  quarters  in  the 
Old  Town,  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  in  the  course  of  our  walk,  doing 
me  the  honor  to  introduce  me  by  name  to  several  dingy 
acquaintances  whom  we  met  sauntering  up  the  street,  and 
imparting  to  me,  as  each  moved  away,  the  pecuniary  cause  of 
his  temporary  residence  in  Boulogne.  Spite  of  Rosey's  deli- 
cate state  of  health,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  did  not  hesitate  to  break 
the  news  to  her  of  the  gentlemen's  probable  departure, 
abruptly  and  eagerly,  as  if  the  intelligence  was  likely  to  please 
her  ;  and  it  did  rather  than  otherwise.  The  young  woman, 
being  in  the  habit  of  letting  mamma  judge  for  her,  continued 
it  in  this  instance  ;  and  whether  her  husband  stayed  or  went, 
seemed  to  be  equally  content  or  apathetic.  *And  is  it  not 
most  kind  and  generous  of  dear  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pendennis  to 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


735 


propose  to  receive  Mr.  Newcorae  and  the  Colonel?'  This 
opportunity  for  gratitude  being  pointed  out  to  Rosey,  she 
acquiesced  in  it  straightway — it  was  very  kind  of  rae,  Rosey 
was  sure.  *  And  why  don't  you  ask  after  dear  Mrs.  Pendennis 
and  the  dear  children — you  poor  dear  suffering  darling  child  ? ' 
Rosey,  who  had  neglected  this  inquiry,  immediately  hoped 
Mrs.  Pendennis  and  the  children  were  well.  The  overpower- 
ing mother  had  taken  utter  possession  of  this  poor  little  thing. 
Rosey's  eyes  followed  the  Campaigner  about,  and  appealed  to 
her  at  all  moments.  She  sat  under  Mrs.  Mackenzie  as  a  bird 
before  a  boa-constrictor,  doomed — fluttering — fascinated  ; 
scared  and  fawning  as  a  whipped  spaniel  before  a  keeper. 

The  Colonel  was  on  his  accustomed  bench  on  the  rampart 
at  this  sunny  hour.  I  repaired  thither,  and  found  the  old 
gentleman  seated  by  his  grandson,  who  lay,  as  yesterday,  on 
the  little  bonne's  lap,  one  of  his  little  purple  hands  closed 
round  the  grandfather's  finger.  '  Hush  ! '  says  the  good  man, 
lifting  up  his  other  finger  to  his  mustache,  as  I  approached, 
'  Boy's  asleep.  II  est  bien  joli  quand  il  dort — le  l>oy,  n'est-ce 
pas,  Marie  ?'  The  maid  believed  Monsieur  well — the  boy  was 
a  little  angeL  *This  maid  is  a  most  trustworthy,  valuable 
person,  Pendennis,'  the  Colonel  said  with  much  gravity. 

The  boa-conctrictor  had  fascinated  him  too — the  lash  of 
that  woman  at  'lome  had  cowed  that  lK'l])le8s,  gentle,  noble 
spirit.  As  I  looked  at  the  head  so  upright  and  manly,  now  so 
beautiful  and  resigned,  tlie  year  of  his  ])ast  life  seeined  to 
pass  before  me  somehow  in  a  flash  of  thouglit ;  I  couKl  fancy 
the  accursed  tyranny — the  duitib  acquiescence — ihc  brutal 
jeer — the  helpless  remorse — the  sk'epless  nights  of  pain  aud 
recollection — tlie  '^  "utie  heart  lacerated  witii  deadly  stabs — 
and  the  impotent  hop  '.  I  own  I  burst  into  a  sob  at  tlie  siglit, 
and  thought  of  the  noble  sufi"ering  creature,  and  hid  niy  face 
and  turned  away. 

He  sprang  uj),  releasing  his  liand  Iroiu  tlie  eliiUrs,  and 
plaiting  it,  the  kind,  shaking  hand,  on  niy  slioidder.  '  What  is 
it,  Arthur — my  dear  boy?'  lie  said,  Io<d<iiig  wist  full  v  in  niv 
face.  'No  ba<l  news  from  home,  mv  <lear  ?  I^aura  and  tlie 
children  well  ? ' 

The  emotion  was  mastered  in  a  nionient  ;  I  put  \\\h  arm 
under  miiu>,  and,  as  we  slowly  sauntt-red  up  and  <lown  the 
sunny  walk  of  llu'  old  rampart,  I  told  him  how  I  had  eomt» 
with  special  commands  from  Laura  to  l>ri?ig  hini  for  awiiih-  to 
stay  with  us,  an<l  to  srttle  his  husiness,  which  I  was  nnrv  had 
been  woefully  mismanaged,  an<l  to  see  whether  we  coidd  r.ol 
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find  the  means  of  getting  some  little  out  of  the  wreck  of  the 
property  for  the  boy  yonder. 

At  first  Colonel  Newcome  would  not  hear  of  quitting 
Boulogne,  where  Rosey  would  miss  him — he  was  sure  she 
would  want  him — but  before  the  ladies  of  his  family,  to  whom 
we  presently  returned,  Thomas  Newcome's  resolution  was 
quickly  recalled.  He  agreed  to  go,  and  Clive  coming  in  at 
this  time  was  put  in  possession  of  our  plan  and  gladly 
acquiesced  in  it.  On  that  very  evening  I  came  with  a  carriage 
to  conduct  my  two  friends  to  the  steamboat.  Their  little 
packets  were  made  and  ready.  There  was  no  pretense  of 
grief  at  parting  on  the  women's  side,  but  Marie,  the  little 
maid,  with  Boy  in  her  arms,  cried  sadly  ;  and  Clive  heartily 
embraced  the  child  ;  and  the  Colonel,  going  back  to  give  it 
one  more  kiss,  drew  out  of  his  neckcloth  a  little  gold  brooch 
which  he  wore,  and  which,  trembling,  he  put  into  Marie's 
hand,  bidding  her  to  take  care  of  Boy  till  his  return. 

*She  is  a  good  girl — a  most  faithful,  attached  girl,  Arthur, 
do  you  see?'  the  kind  old  gentleman  said;  *  and  I  had  no 
money  to  give  her — no,  not  one  single  rupee.' 

CHAPTER  LXXIV. 

IN  V7HICH  CLIVE  BEGINS  THE  WORLD. 

We  are  ending  our  history,  and  yet  poor  Clive  is  but  begin- 
ning the  world.  He  has  to  earn  the  bread  which  he  eats  hence- 
forth ;  and,  as  I  saw  his  labors,  his  trials,  and  his  disappoint- 
ments, I  could  not  but  compare  his  calling  with  my  own. 

The  drawbacks  and  penalties  attendant  upon  our  profession 
are  taken  into  full  account,  as  we  well  know,  by  literary  men 
and  their  friends.  Our  poverty,  hardships,  and  disappoint- 
ments are  set  forth  with  great  emphasis,  and  often  with  too 
great  truth  by  those  who  speak  of  us  ;  but  there  are  advantages 
belonging  to  our  trade  which  are  passed  over,  I  think,  by  some 
of  those  who  exercise  it  and  describe  it,  and  for  which,  in 
striking  the  balance  of  our  accounts,  we  are  not  always  duly 
thankful.  We  have  no  patron,  so  to  speak — we  sit  in  ante- 
chambers no  more,  waiting  the  present  of  a  few  guineas  from 
my  lord,  in  return  for  a  fulsome  dedication.  We  sell  our  wares 
to  the  book-purveyor,  between  whom  and  us  there  is  no  greater 
obligation  than  between  him  and  his  paper-maker  or  printer. 
In  the  great  towns  in  our  country  immense  stores  of  books  are 
provided  for  us,  with  librarians  to  class  them,  kind  attendants 
to  wait  upon  us,  and  comfortable  appliances  for  study.  W& 
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require  scarce  any  capital  wlierewitli  to  exercise  our  trade. 
What  otber  so-called  learned  profession  is  equally  fortunate  ? 
A  doctor,  for  example,  after  carefully  and  expensively  educating 
himself,  must  invest  in  house  and  furniture,  horses,  carriage, 
and  men-servants,  before  the  public  patient  will  think  of  calling 
him  ill.  I  am  told  that  such  gentlemen  have  to  coax  and 
wheedle  dowagers,  to  humor  hypocliondriacs,  to  practice  a 
score  of  little  subsidiary  arts  in  order  to  make  that  of  healing 
profitable.  How  many,  many  hundreds  of  pounds  has  a  barris- 
ter to  sink  upon  his  stock  in  trade  before  his  returns  are  avail- 
able? There  are  the  costly  charges  of  university  education — 
the  costly  chambers  in  the  Inn  of  Court — the  clerk  and  his 
maintenance — the  inevitable  travels  on  circuit — certain  ex- 
penses, all  to  be  defrayed  before  the  possible  client  makes  his 
appearance,and  the  chance  of  fame  or  competency  arrives.  The 
prizes  are  great,  to  be  sure,  in  the  law,  but  wliat  a  prodigious 
sum  the  lottery  ticket  costs  !  If  a  man  of  letters  cannot  win, 
neither  does  he  risk  so  much.  Let  us  speak  of  our  trade  as  we 
find  it,  and  not  be  too  eager  in  calling  out  for  public  compas- 
sion. 

The  artists,  for  the  most  part,  do  not  cry  out  their  woes  as 
loudly  as  some  gentlemen  of  the  literary  fraternity,  and  yet  I 
think  the  life  of  many  of  them  is  harder  ;  their  chances  I'ven 
more  precarious,  and  the  conditions  of  their  profession  less 

independent  and  agreeable  tlian  ours.    I  have  watched  

Smee,  Esq.,  R.  A.,  flattering  and  fawjiing,  and  at  the  same  time 
boasting  and  swaggering,  poor  fellow,  in  ord^r  to  secure  a  sitter. 
I  have  listened  to  a  Manchester  magnate  talking  about  tine 
arts  before  one  of  J.  J.'s  pictures,  assuming  tlie  airs  of  a  painter, 
and  laying  down  tlic  most  a))SMr(l  laws  respect  ing  art.  I  Iiav«' 
seen  poor  Tomkins  bowing  a  rich  amateur  throngh  a  private 
view,  and  noted  the  eag<'r  smiles  on  Tomkins'  face  at  tlu' 
amateur's  sliglitest  joke,  tlu?  sickly  twinkle  ol'  hope  in  \\'\h  eyes 
as  the  amateur  stoppe(l  ])efore  his  own  picture.  I  have  been 
ushered  by  Chipstone's  black  servant  through  hall  aft*M"  hall 
peopled  with  plastcM*  gods  and  heroes,  into  ( 'hipstone's  own 
magnillcent  studio,  where  he  s;it  IonL,nng  vainly  for  an  order, 
and  justly  dreading  his  hindlonrs  call  for  the  rent.  And,  sei»- 
ingliow  severely  these  gentlemen  wen-  taxe(|  in  t  heir  profi'ssion, 
I  hav(^  been  grateful  for  my  own  more  fort unate  on»\  which 
necesHit.'ites  (M'ini^ing  to  no  p;itron  ;  w  hich  c.ills  for  no  ke<  pin-.^ 
up  of  appearaiKM  H  ;  and  NNhi<-h  rcijuires  no  stock  in  trade  sa\e 
the  w<>rkman's  industry,  iiis  best  ability,  and  u  dozen  hIu'cIh 
of  paper. 
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Having  to  turn  with  all  his  might  to  his  new  profession, 
Clive  Newcome,  one  of  the  proudest  men  alive,  chose  to  revolt 
and  to  be  restive  at  almost  every  stage  of  his  training.  He 
had  a  natural  genius  for  his  art,  and  had  acquired  in  his  desul- 
tory way  a  very  considerable  skill.  His  drawing  was  better 
than  his  painting  (an  opinion  which,  were  my  friend  present, 
he  of  course  would  utterly  contradict)  ;  his  designs  and  sketches 
were  far  superior  to  his  finished  compositions.  His  friends, 
presuming  to  judge  of  this  artist's  qualifications,  ventured  to 
counsel  him  accordingly^,  and  were  thanked  for  their  pains  in 
the  usual  manner.  We  had  in  the  first  place  to  bully  and  brow- 
beat Clive  most  fierceh^,  before  he  would  take  fitting  lodgings 
for  the  execution  of  those  designs  which  we  had  in  view  for  him. 
*  Why  should  I  take  expensive  lodgings  ? '  says  Clive,  slapping 
his  fist  on  the  table.  '  I  am  a  pauper,  and  can  scarcely  afford 
to  live  in  a  garret.  Why  should  you  pay  me  for  drawing  your 
portrait,  and  Laura's,  and  the  children's  ?  What  the  deuce  does 
Warrington  want  with  an  effigy  of  his  grim  old  mug?  You 
don't  want  them  a  bit — you  only  want  to  give  me  money.  It 
would  be  much  more  honest  of  me  to  take  the  money  at  once 
and  own  that  I  am  a  beggar  ;  and  I  tell  you  what.  Pen,  the 
only  money  which  I  feel  I  come  honestly  by,  is  that  which  is 
paid  me  by  a  little  printseller  in  Long  Acre  who  buys  my  draw- 
ings, one  with  another,  at  fourteen  shillings  a  piece,  and  out  of 
whom  I  can  earn  pretty  nearly  two  hundred  a  year.  I  am 
doing  Mail  Coaches  for  him,  sir,  and  Charges  of  Cavalry  ;  the 
public  like  the  Mail  Coaclies  best — on  a  dark  paper — the  horses 
and  milestones  picked  out  white — yellow  dust — cobalt  distance, 
and  the  guard  and  coachman  of  course  in  vermilion.  That's 
what  a  gentleman  can  get  his  bread  by — Portraits,  pooh  !  it's 
disguised  beggary.  Cracktliorpe,  and  a  half-dozen  men  of  his 
regiment,  came,  like  good  fellows  as  they  are,  and  sent  me  five 
pounds  apiece  for  their  heads  ;  but  I  tell  you  I  am  ashamed  to 
take  their  money.'  Such  used  to  be  the  tenor  of  Clive  New- 
come's  conversation  as  he  strode  up  and  down  our  room  after 
dinner,  pulling  his  mustache,  and  dashing  his  long  yellow  hair 
off  his  gaunt  face. 

When  Clive  was  inducted  into  the  new  lodgings  at  which 
his  friends  counseled  him  to  hang  up  his  ensign,  the  dear  old 
Colonel  accompanied  his  son,  parting  with  a  sincere  regret  from 
our  little  ones  at  home,  to  whom  he  became  greatly  endeared 
during  his  visit  to  us,  and  who  always  hailed  him  when  he  came 
to  see  us  witli  smiles,  and  caresses,  and  sweet  infantile  welcome. 
On  that  day  when  he  went  away,  Laura  went  up  and  kissed 
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him  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  *You  know  how  long  I  have 
been  wanting  to  do  it,'  this  lady  said  to  her  husband.  Indeed 
I  cannot  describe  the  behavior  of  the  old  man  during  his  stay 
with  us,  his  gentle  gratitude,  his  sweet  simplicity  and  kindness, 
his  thoughtful  courtesy.  There  was  not  a  servant  in  our  little 
household  but  was  eager  to  wait  upon  him.  Laura's  maid  was 
as  tender-hearted  at  his  departure  as  her  mistress.  He  was 
ailing  for  a  short  time,  when  our  cook  performed  prodigies  of 
puddings  and  jellies  to  suit  his  palate.  The  youth  who  held 
the  offices  of  butler  and  valet  in  our  establishment — a  lazy  and 
greedy  youth  whom  Martha  scolded  in  vain — would  jump  up 
and  leave  his  supper  to  carry  a  message  to  our  Colonel.  My 
heart  is  full  as  I  remember  the  kind  words  which  he  said  to 
rae  at  parting,  and  as  I  think  that  we  were  the  means  of  giv- 
ing a  little  comfort  to  that  stricken  and  gentle  soul. 

While  the  Colonel  and  his  son  stayed  with  us,  letters  of 
course  passed  between  Clive  and  his  family  at  Boulogne,  but 
my  wife  remarked  that  the  receipt  of  those  letters  appeared  to 
give  our  friend  but  little  pleasure.  They  were  read  in  a  minute, 
and  he  would  toss  them  over  to  his  father,  or  thrust  them  into 
his  pocket  with  a  gloomy  face.  '  Don't  you  see,'  groans  out 
Clive  to  me  one  evening,  '  that  Rosey  scarcely  writes  the  let- 
ters, or  if  she  does,  that  her  mother  is  standing  over  her  ? 
That  woman  is  the  Nemesis  of  our  life.  Pen.  How  can  I  pay 
her  off  ?  Great  God  !  how  can  I  i)ay  her  off  ?  '  And  so  hav- 
ing spoken,  his  head  fell  between  his  hands,  and  as  1  watched 
liim  I  saw  a  gliastly  domestic  picture  before  me  of  helpless  pain, 
humiliating  discord,  stupid  tyranny. 

What,  I  say  again,  are  the  so-called  great  ills  of  life  compared 
to  these  small  ones  ? 

The  ColoiK-'l  accompanied  Clive  to  the  lodgings  which  we 
had  fourul  for  the  young  artist,  in  a  quarter  not  far  icmoved 
from  th(!  old  house  in  Fitzroy  Scjuare,  where  some  haj»jty  yi'ars 
of  his  youth  had  been  spent.  When  sitters  came  to  ('live — as 
at  first  they  did  in  some  inimbors,  many  of  his  early  friends 
Ix'ing  anxious  to  do  him  a  service — the  old  gentleman  was 
extraordinarily  cheered  aiul  couiforted.  We  could  sei>  bv  his 
face  that  affairs  wen-  i;oiti(r()M  well  at  the  studio,  lie  showed 
US  the  rooms  which  Kosey  and  the  boy  were  to  occupy.  IIo 
j)i*attled  to  oiii"  children  :iiid  t  lu-ir  mot  her,  who  were  n«'ver  t  in'(l 
of  he.'irini^  him,  .about  his  i^raiidson.  He  lillcd  up  the  future 
nursery  with  a  hundic*!  little  knickkuacks  of  his  own  contriv- 
ing ;  and  with  wonderful  clwap  barg.iiiis,  which  he  bouLjIjt  in 
his  walks  about  Tottenham  court  Koa»l.     lie  parted  h  m<«si 
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elaborate  book  of  prints  and  sketches  for  Boy.  It  was  aston- 
ishing what  notice  Boy  already  took  of  pictures.  He  would 
have  all  the  genius  of  his  father.  Would  he  had  had  a  better 
grandfather  than  the  foolish  old  man  who  had  ruined  all  belong- 
ing to  him. 

However  much  they  like  each  other,  men  in  the  London 
world  see  their  friends  but  seldom.    The  place  is  so  vast  that 
even  next  door  is  distant  ;  the  calls  of  business,  society,  pleas- 
ure, so  multifarious  that  mere  friendship  can  get  or  give  but 
an  occasional  shake  of  the,  hand  in  the  hurried  moments  of 
passage.    Men  must  live  their  lives  ;  and  are  perforce  selfish, 
but  not  unfriendly.    At  a  great  need  you  know  where  to  look 
for  your  friend,  and  he  that  he  is  secure  of  you.  So  I  went  very 
little  to  Howland  Street,  where  Clive  now  lived  :  very  sel- 
dom to  Lamb  Court,  where  my  dear  old  friend  Warrington  still 
sat  in  his  old  chambers,  though  our  meetings  were  none  the 
less  cordial  when  they  occurred,  and  our  trust  in  one  another 
always  the  same.    Some  folks  say  the  world  is  heartless  :  he 
who  says  so  either  prates  commonplaces  (the  most  likely  and 
charitable  suggestion),  or  is  heartless  himself,  or  is  most  sin- 
gular and  unfortunate  in  having  made  no  friends.   Many  such 
a  reasonable  mortal  cannot  have  :  our  natui  e,  I  think,  not  suffi- 
cing for  that  sort  of  polygamy.   How  many  persons  would  yo\i 
have  to  deplore  your  death  ;  or  whose  death  would  you  wish 
to  deplore  ?    Could  our  hearts  let  in  such  a  harem  of  dear 
friendships,  the  mere  changes  and  recurrences  of  grief  and 
mourning  would  be  intolerable,  and  tax  our  lives  beyond  their 
value.   In  a  word,  we  carry  our  own  burden  in  the  world  ;  push 
and  struggle  along  on  our  own  alf  airs  ;  are  pinched  by  our  own 
shoes — though  heaven  forbid  we  should  not  stop  and  forget 
ourselves  sometimes  when  a  friend  cries  out  in  his  distress,  or 
we  can  help  a  poor  stricken  wanderer  in  his  way.   As  for  good 
women — these,  my  worthy  reader,  are  different  from  us — the 
nature  of  these  is  to  love,  and  to  do  kind  offices,  and  devise 
untiring  charities:  so,  I  would  have  you  to  know,  that  though 
Mr.  Pendennis  was  parens  suorum  cultor  et  infrequens,  Mrs. 
Laura  found  plenty  of  time  to  go  from  Westminster  to 
Bloomsbury  ;  and  to  pay  visits  to  her  Colonel  and  her  Clive, 
both  of  whom  she  had  got  to  love  with  all  her  heart  again, 
now  misfortune  was  on  tliem  ;  and  both  of  whom  returned 
her  kindness  with  an  affection  blessing  the  bestower  and  the 
receiver  ;  and  making  the  husband  proud  and  thankful  whose 
wife  had  earned  such  a  noble  regard.    What  is  the  dearest 
praise  of  all  to  a  man  ?  his  own — or  that  you  should  love 
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those  whom  he  loves  ?  I  see  Laura  Pendennis  ever  constant, 
and  tender,  and  pure  ;  ever  ministering  in  lier  sacred  office  of 
^  kindness — bestowing  love  and  followed  by  blessings.  Which 
would  I  have,  think  you  :  that  priceless  crown  hymeneal,  or 
the  glory  of  a  Tenth  Edition  ? 

Clive  and  his  father  had  found  not  only  a  model  friend  in 
the  lady  above  mentioned,  but  a  perfect  prize  landlady  in  their 
happy  lodgings.  In  her  liouse,  besides  those  ajjaitments  M'hich 
Mr.  Newcome  had  original]}^  engaged,  were  rooms  just  suffi- 
cient to  accommodate  his  wife,  clijld,  and  servant,  when  they 
should  come  to  him,  with  a  very  snug  little  upper  chamber  for 
the  Colonel,  close  by  Boy's  nursery,  where  he  liked  best  to  be. 
*  And  if  there  is  not  room  for  the  Campaigner,  as  you  call  her,' 
says  Mrs.  Laura,  with  a  shrug  of  her  shoulders,  *  why,  I  am 
very  sorry,  but  Clive  must  try  and  bear  her  absence  as  well  as 
possible.  After  all,  my  dear  Pen,  you  know  he  is  married  to 
Rosey  and  not  to  her  manmia  ;  and  so  I  think  it  will  be  quite 
best  that  the}''  shall  have  their  menage  as  before.' 

The  cheapness  of  the  lodgings  wliich  the  prize  landlady 
let,  the  quantity  of  neat  new  furniture  which  she  put  in,  the 
consultations  which  she  had  with  ni}'  wife  regarding  these  sup- 
plies, were  quite  singular  to  me.  '  Have  you  pawned  your 
diamonds,  you  reckless  little  person,  in  order  to  sui)ply  all  this 
upholstery?'  'No,  sir,  I  have  not  pawned  my  diamonds,' 
Mrs.  Laura  answers  ;  and  I  was  left  to  think  (if  I  thought  on 
the  matter  at  all)  that  the  landlady's  own  benevolence  had 
provided  these  good  things  for  Clive.  For  the  wife  of  Laura's 
husband  was  perforce  ])oor  ;  and  she  asked  me  for  no  more 
money  at  this  time  tlian  at  any  otlier. 

At  first,  in  spite  of  his  grumbling,  Clive's  affairs  looked  so 
prosperous,  an<I  so  many  sitters  (tame  to  l»im  from  among  his 
old  friends,  that  I  was  half  inclined  to  V)elieve,  with  tlie 
(•oloncl  and  niy  wife,  that  he  was  a  ]>r<)<liLri<)Us  genius,  and 
that  his  good  fortune  would  g<M>n  increasing.  Lauia  M  as  for 
having  llosey  return  to  h<  r  husband.  Every  wife  ought  to  be 
with  lier  husband.  J.  .1.  shook  his  hea<l  ab»)Ut  the  prosperity. 
'  Let  us  see  whether  the  Academy  will  have  his  pictures  this 
year,  and  what  a  pla(te  they  will  give  him,' said  ividlev.  To 
do  him  justice,  ( 'live  thought  far  mon*  huml>l\ of  hiH  com- 
positions t  hati  Kidley  <ii<i.  Noi  a  lit  t  h' toiwhiiig  was  it  to  us, 
who  ha<l  known  the  young  men  in  former  days,  to  si'e  tluMU 
in  tluMT  ciianged  jioHitions.  It  was  Ridley,  whoso  genitis  and 
industry  ha<i  put  him  in  the  r.ank  of  a  patron — I{idh*y,  tlie 
good  industri()us  apprenti(M\  who  had  w  on  the  pri/e  of  his  art 
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— and  not  one  of  his  many  admirers  saluted  his  talent  and 
success  with  such  a  hearty  recognition  as  Clive,  whose  gen- 
erous soul  knew  no  envy,  and  who  always  fired  and  kindled 
at  the  success  of  his  friends. 

When  Mr.  Clive  used  to  go  over  to  Boulogne  from  time  to 
time  to  pay  his  dutiful  visits  to  his  wife,  the  Colonel  did  not 
accompany  his  son,  but,  during  the  latter's  absence,  would  dine 
with  Mrs.  Pendennis. 

Though  the  preparations  were  complete  in  Rowland  Street, 
and  Clive  dutifully  went  over  to  Boulogne,  Mrs.  Pendennis 
remarked  that  he  seemed  still  to  hesitate  about  bringing  his 
wife  to  London. 

Upon  this  Mr.  Pendennis  observed  that  some  gentlemen 
were  not  particularly  anxious  about  the  society  of  their  wives, 
and  that  this  pair  were  perhaps  better  apart.  Upon  which  Mrs. 
Pendennis,  drubbing  on  the  ground  with  a  little  foot,  said, 
*  Nonsense,  for  shame,  Arthur  !  How  can  you  speak  so  flip- 
pantly ?  Did  he  not  swear  before  Heaven  to  love  and  cherish 
her,  never  to  leave  her,  sir  ?  Is  not  his  duty — his  duty,  sir  ?  ' 
(a  most  emphatic  stamp  of  the  foot).  *  Is  she  not  his  for  bet- 
ter or  for  worse  ?  ' 

*  Including  the  Campaigner,  my  dear  ? '  says  Mr.  P. 

*  Don't  laugh,  sir  !  She  must  come  to  him.  There  is  no 
room  in  Howland  Street  for  Mrs.  Mackenzie.' 

*  You  artful,  scheming  creature  !  We  have  some  spare 
rooms.  Suppose  we  ask  Mrs.  Mackenzie  to  come  and  live 
with  us,  my  dear ;  and  we  could  then  have  the  benefit  of  the 
garrison  anecdotes  and  mess  jocularities  of  your  favorite, 
Captain  Goby  ? ' 

*  I  could  never  bear  the  horrid  man  ! '  cried  Mrs.  Pendennis. 
And  how  can  I  tell  why  she  disliked  him? 

Everything  being  now  ready  for  the  reception  of  Clive's 
little  family,  we  counseled  our  friend  to  go  over  to  Boulogne 
and  bring  back  his  wife  and  child,  and  then  to  make  some 
final  stipulation  with  the  Campaigner.  He  saw  as  well  as  we 
that  the  presence  and  tyranny  of  that  fatal  woman  destroyed 
his  father's  health  and  spirits — that  the  old  man  knew  no 
peace  or  comfort  in  her  neighborhood,  and  was  actually 
hastening  to  his  grave  under  that  dreadful  and  unremitting  per- 
secution. Mrs.  Mackenzie  made  Clive  scarcely  less  wretched 
than  his  father — she  governed  his  household — took  away  his 
weak  wife's  allegiance  and  affection  from  him — and  caused  the 
wretchedness  of  every  single  person  round  about  her.  Tliey 
ought  to  live  apart.    If  she  was  too  poor  to  subsist  upon  her 
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widow's  pension,  which,  in  truth,  was  but  a  very  small  pit- 
tance, let  Clive  give  up  to  her,  say,  the  half  of  his  wife's 
income  of  £100  a  year.  His  prospects  and  present  means  of 
earning  money  were  such  that  he  might  afford  to  do  without 
that  portion  of  his  income ;  at  any  rate,  he  and  his  father 
would  be  cheaply  ransomed  at  that  price  from  their  imprison- 
ment to  this  intolerable  person.  *  Go,  Clive,'  said  his  coun- 
selors, *  and  bring  back  your  wife  and  child,  and  let  us  all  be 
happy  together.'  For,  you  see,  those  advisers  opined  that  if 
we  had  written  over  to  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome — 'Come' — she 
would  have  come  with  the  Campaigner  in  her  suite. 

Vowing  that  he  would  behave  like  a  man  of  courage — and 
we  know  tliat  Clive  had  shown  himself  to  be  such  in  two  or 
three  previous  battles — Clive  crossed  the  water  to  bring  back 
his  little  Rosey.  Our  good  Colonel  agreed  to  dine  at  our 
house  during  the  days  of  his  son's  absence.  I  have  said  how 
beloved  he  was  by  young  and  okl  there — and  he  was  kind 
enough  to  say  afterward  tliat  no  woman  had  made  him  so 
happy  as  Laura.  We  did  not  tell  liini — I  know  not  from 
wliat  reticence — that  we  had  advised  Clive  to  offer  a  bribe  of 
£50  a  year  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  unlil  about  a  fortnight  after 
Clive's  absence  and  a  week  after  his  return,  when  news  came 
that  poor  old  Mrs.  Mason  was  dead  at  Newcome,  whereupon 
we  informed  the  Colonel  that  he  had  another  pensioner  now 
in  the  Campaigner. 

Colonel  Newcome  was  thankful  that  his  dear  old  friend  had 
gone  out  of  the  world  in  comfort  and  without  pain.  She  had 
made  a  will  long  siiu^e,  leaving  all  her  goods  and  chattols  to 
Thomas  Newcome — but  having  no  money  to  give,  the  C^)lon('l 
handed  over  these  to  the  old  lady's  faithful  attendant,  Keziah. 

Although  many  of  the  Colonel's  old  friends  had  parted  from 
liim  or  quarreled  with  him  in  (tonscrjuenec^  of  the  ill  success  of 
the  Ji.  i>.  (1,  there  were  two  old  la<lies  who  yet  remained 
faithful  to  him  —  Miss  Cann,  namely,  and  honest  little  Miss 
IFoneyirjan  of  HriLi^hton,  who,  when  she  heard  of  tiie  return  to 
London  of  her  nepiu'W  and  brotiier-in-law,  ma<le  a  railway 
journey  to  tlM'  metropolis  (being  the  first  time  she  ever 
C'ngage<l  in  that  kind  of  traveling),  rustled  into  Clive's  apart- 
ments in  I  low  land  Sl  i'eet  in  her  n<'att'st  silks,  and  looking  not 
a  <lay  older  than  on  that  w  lien  we  last  beheld  her  ;  and  after 
briskly  scoMing  tin-  young  man  for  permitting  his  fatlu'r  to 
<'nter  into  moiwy  alTairs — of  which  the  j)oor  deai'  ('oI<»nel  was 
as  ignorant  as  a  baby — siu»  gav«'  them  both  to  understantl  that 
she  had  a  little  sum  at  her  bankerH*  at  their  disposal--uiul 
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besought  the  Colonel  to  remember  that  her  house  was  his,  and 
that  she  should  be  proud  and  happy  to  receive  him  as  soon,  and 
as  often,  and  for  as  long  a  time  as  he  would  honor  her  with  his 
company.  *Is  not  my  house  full  of  your  presents?'  cried 
the  stout  little  old  lady  ;  *  have  I  not  reason  to  be  grateful  to 
all  the  Newcomes — yes,  to  all  the  Newcomes  ;  for  Miss  Ethel 
and  her  family  have  come  to  me  every  year  for  months,  and 
I  don't  quarrel  with  them,  and  I  won't,  although  you  do,  sir  ! 
Is  not  this  shawl — are  not  these  jewels  that  I  wear,'  she  con- 
tinued, pointing  to  those  well-known  ornaments,  *  my  dear 
Colonel's  gift  ?  Did  you  not  relieve  my  brother  Charles  in 
this  country  and  procure  for  him  his  place  in  India  ?  Yes, 
my  dear  friend — and  though  you  have  been  imprudent  in 
money  matters,  my  obligations  toward  you,  and  my  gratitude, 
and  my  affection  are  always  the  same.'  Thus  Miss  Honey- 
man  spoke  with  somewhat  of  a  quivering  voice  at  the  end  of 
her  little  oration,  but  with  exceeding  state  and  dignity — for 
she  believed  that  her  investment  of  two  hundred  pounds  in 
that  unlucky  B.  B.  C,  which  failed  for  half  a  million,  was  a 
sum  of  considerable  importance,  and  gave  her  a  right  to 
express  her  opinion  to  the  Managers. 

Clive  came  back  from  Boulogne  in  a  week,  as  we  have  said 
— but  he  came  back  without  his  wife,  much  to  our  alarm,  and 
looked  so  exceedingly  fierce  and  glum  when  we  demanded  the 
reason  of  his  return  without  his  family,  that  we  saw  wars  and 
battles  had  taken  place,  and  thought  that  in  this  last  conti- 
nental campaign,  the  Campaigner  had  been  too  much  for  her 
friend. 

The  Colonel,  to  whom  Clive  communicated,  though  with  us 
the  poor  lad  held  his  tongue,  told  my  wife  what  had  happened  : 
— not  all  the  battles  which  no  doubt  raged  at  breakfast,  dinner, 
supper,  during  the  week  of  Clive's  visit  to  Boulogne — but  the 
upshot  of  these  engagements.  Rosey,  not  unwilling  in  her  first 
private  talk  with  her  husband  to  come  to  England  with  him  and 
the  boy,  showed  herself  irresolute  on  the  second  day  at  break- 
fast when  the  fire  was  opened  on  both  sides  ;  cried  at  dinner 
when  fierce  assaults  took  place,  in  which  Clive  had  the  advan- 
tage ;  slept  soundly,  but  besought  him  to  be  very  firm,  and  met 
the  enemy  at  breakfast  with  a  quaking  heart  ;  cried  all  that 
day,  during  which,  pretty  well  without  cease,  the  engagement 
lasted  ;  and  when  Clive  might  have  conquered  and  brought  her 
off,  the  weather  was  windy  and  the  sea  was  rough,  and  he  was 
pronounced  a  brute  to  venture  on  it  with  a  wife  in  Rosey's 
situation. 
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Behind  that  *  situation '  the  widow  shielded  herself.  She 
clung  to  her  adored  child,  and  from  that  bulwark  discharged 
abuse  and  satire  at  Clive  and  his  father.  He  could  not  rout 
her  out  of  her  position.  Having  had  the  advantage  on  the 
first  two  or  three  days,  on  the  four  last  he  was  beaten,  and  lost 
ground  in  each  action.  Rosey  found  that  in  her  situation  she 
could  not  part  from  her  darling  mamma.  The  Campaigner  for 
her  part  averred  that  she  might  be  reduced  to  beggary  ;  that 
she  might  be  robbed  of  her  last  farthing,  and  swindled,  and 
cheated  ;  that  she  might  see  her  daughter's  fortune  flung  away 
by  unprincipled  adventurers,  and  her  blessed  child  left  without 
even  the  comforts  of  life  ;  but  desert  her  in  such  a  situation, 
she  never  would — no,  never  !  Was  not  dear  Rosey's  health 
already  impaired  by  the  various  shocks  which  she  had  under- 
gone ?  Did  she  not  require  every  comfort,  every  attendance  ? 
Monster  !  ask  the  doctor  !  She  would  stay  with  her  darling 
child  in  spite  of  insult  and  rudeness  and  vulgarity.  (Rosey's 
father  was  a  King's  officer,  not  a  Company's  officer,  thank  God !) 
She  would  stay  as  long  at  least  as  Rosey's  situation  continued, 
at  Boulogne,  if  not  in  London,  but  witii  her  child  They  might 
refuse  to  send  her  money,  having  robbed  lier  of  all  her  own, 
but  she  would  pawn  her  gown  off  her  back  for  her  child. 
Whimpers  from  Rosey — cries  of  'Mamma,  mamma,  compose 
yourself,' — convulsive  sobs — clenched  knuckles — flashing  eyes 
— embraces  rapidly  clutched — laughs — stamps — snorts — from 
the  disheveled  Campaigner  ;  grinding  teeth — livid  fur}'  and 
repeated  breakages  of  the  third  commandment  b}'  Clive — I 
can  fancy  the  wiiole  scene.  He  returned  to  London  without 
liis  wife,  and  when  she  came  she  l)rought  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
with  her. 

CHAPTER  LXXV. 
founder's  day  at  grkv  friars. 

Rosey  came,  bringing  discord  and  wretchedness  with  lu  r, 
to  her  husband,  and  tiie  sentence  of  death  or  exile  to  liis  dear 
old  father,  all  of  which  we  foresaw — all  of  whicli  Clive's  friends 
would  hav(!  longe<l  to  pri-vent — all  of  which  wwr  iiu'vitablr 
imder  the  circunistaficcs.  Clive's  doinrstic  alVairs  were  often 
talked  over  l)y  our  little  set.  Warrington  and  F.  1>.  knew 
of  ins  uidiappiness.  We  thr«'e  hatl  st  rongly  opined  t  iiat  the 
women  being  tog»'ther  at  Houlogne,  siionld  stay  tiier*'  and  liv«> 
there,  Clive  sending  them  over  pecuniary  aid  as  his  means  per- 
mitted. *  They  mnst  hate  each  otiier  pretty  well  by  this  time/ 
growls  George  Warrington.    *  Why  on  earth  should  they  not 
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part  ? '  *  What  a  woman  that  Mrs  Mackenzie  is,'  cries  F.  B. 
'  What  an  infernal  tartar  and  catamaran  !  Slie  who  was  so 
uncommonly  smiling  and  soft-spoken,  and  such  a  fine  woman, 
by  jingo  !  What  puzzles  all  women  are  ! '  F.  B.  sighed  and 
drowned  further  reflection  in  beer. 

On  the  other  side,  and  most  strongly  advocating  Rosey's 
return  to  Clive,  was  Mrs.  Laura  Pendennis  ;  with  certain  argu- 
ments for  which  she  had  chapter  and  verse,  and  against  which 
we  of  the  si^aratist  party  had  no  appeal.  *  Did  he  marrj^  her 
only  for  the  days  of  her  prosperity?'  asked  Laura.  'Is  it 
right,  is  it  manly,  tliat  he  should  leave  her  now  she  is  unhappy 
— poor  little  creature — no  woman  had  ever  more  need  of  pro- 
tection ;  and  who  should  be  her  natural  guardian  save  her  hus- 
band ?  Surely,  Arthur,  you  forget — have  you  forgotten  them 
yourself,  sir  ?— the  solemn  vows  which  Clive  made  at  the  altar. 
Is  he  not  bound  to  his  wife  to  keep  only  unto  her  so  long  as 
they  both  shall  live,  to  love  her,  honor  her,  and  keep  her  in 
sickness  and  in  health  ?  * 

*To  keep  her,  yes — but  not  to  keep  the  Campaigner,'  cries 
Mr.  Pendennis.  *  It  is  a  moral  bigamy,  Laura,  which  you 
advocate,  you  wicked,  immoral  young  woman  ! ' 

But  Laura,  though  she  smiled  at  this  notion,  would  not  be 
put  off  from  her  first  proposition.  Turning  to  Clive,  who  was 
with  us,  talking  over  his  doleful  family  circumstances,  she 
took  his  hand  and  pleaded  the  cause  of  right  and  religion 
with  sweet,  artless  fervor.  She  agreed  with  us  that  it  was  a 
hard  lot  for  Clive  to  bear.  So  much  the  nobler  the  task,  and 
the  fulfillment  of  duty  in  enduring  it.  A  few  months,  too, 
would  put  an  end  to  his  trials.  When  his  child  was 
born  Mrs.  Mackenzie  would  take  her  departure.  It  would 
even  be  Clive's  duty  to  separate  from  her,  then,  as  it  now  was 
to  humor  his  wife  in  her  delicate  condition,  and  to  soothe  the 
poor  soul  who  had  had  a  great  deal  of  ill-health,  of  misfortune, 
and  of  domestic  calamity  to  wear  and  shatter  her.  Clive 
acquiesced  with  a  groan,  but  with  a  touching  and  generous 
resignation,  as  we  both  thought.  *  She  is  right,  Pen,'  he  said. 
*  I  think  your  wife  is  always  right.  I  will  try,  Laura,  and 
bear  my  part,  God  help  me  !  I  will  do  my  duty,  and  strive  my 
best  to  soothe  and  gratify  my  poor  dear  little  woman.  They 
will  be  making  caps  and  things,  and  will  not  interrupt  me  in 
my  studio.  Of  nights  I  can  go  to  Clipstone  Street  and  work 
at  the  Life.  There's  nothing  like  the  Life,  Pen.  So  you  see 
I  shan't  be  much  at  home  except  at  meal-times,  when  by 
nature  I  shall  have  my  mouth  full,  and  no  opportunity  of  quar- 
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relingwith  poor  Mrs.  Mack.'  So  he  went  home,  followed  and 
cheered  by  the  love  and  pity  of  my  dear  wife,  and  determined 
stoutly  to  bear  this  heavy  yoke  which  fate  had  put  on  him. 

To  do  Mrs.  Mackenzie  justice,  that  lady  backed  up  with  all 
her  might  the  statement  which  my  wife  had  put  forward,  with 
a  view  of  soothing  poor  Clive,  viz.,  that  the  residence  of  his 
mother-in-law  in  his  house  was  only  to  be  temporary.  'Tem- 
porary ! '  cries  Mrs.  Mack  (who  was  kind  enough  to  make  a 
call  on  Mrs.  Pendennis,  and  treat  that  lady  to  a  piece  of  her 
mind).  '  Do  you  suppose,  madam,  that  it  could  be  otherwise  ? 
Do  you  supposeworlclswould  induce  me  tostay  inahouse  where 
I  have  received  such  treatment — where,  after  I  and  my  daughter 
had  been  robbed  of  every  shilling  of  our  fortune,  we  are  daily 
insulted  by  Colonel  Newcome  and  his  son  ?  Do  you  suppose, 
ma'am,  that  I  do  not  know  that  Olive's  friends  hate  me,  and 
give  themselves  airs,  and  look  down  upon  my  darling  child,  and 
try  and  make  differences  between  my  sweet  Rosey  and  me — 
Rosey  who  might  have  been  dead,  or  might  have  been  starv- 
ing, but  that  her  dear  mother  came  to  her  rescue  ?  No,  I 
would  never  stay.  I  loathe  every  day  that  I  remain  in  tlie 
house — I  would  rather  beg  my  bread — I  would  rather  sweep 
the  streets  and  starve — though,  thank  God,  I  have  ni}^  pension 
as  the  widow  of  an  officer  in  her  Majesty's  Service,  and  I  can 
live  upon  that — and  of  t/iat  Co\one\  l^ewcome  ca?iJiot  rob  me  ; 
and  when  my  darling  love  needs  a  motlier's  care  no  longer,  I 
will  leave  her.  I  will  shake  the  dust  off  my  feet  and  leave 
that  house,  I  will — and  Mr.  Kewcome's  friends  may  tlien 
sneer  at  nn;  and  abuse  me,  and  blacken  my  darling  child's 
heart  toward  me  if  they  choose.  And  1  thank  you,  INlrs,  IVn- 
dennis,  for  all  your  kindnesa  toward  my  daugliler's  family, 
and  for  the  furniture  whi(^h  you  have  sent  into  the  house,  and 
for  the  trouble  you  have  taken  al)<)ut  our  family  :irranLrem('nts. 
It  was  for  this  I  took  tlie  liberty  of  caHiiig  on  you,  and  I  wish 
you  a  very  good  morning.'  So  speaking,  the  C.\im|»aigner  left 
my  wife  ;  and  Mrs.  l*('n<l('nnis  enactcMl  the  plcasiiiL;;  sccni'  with 
great  spirit  to  her  liusband  afterward,  (•t)ni'luding  the  wiiole 
with  a  splendid  courtesy  and  toss  of  the  head,  such  as  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  jK-rfonned  as  her  parting  salute. 

( )ur  <Ieai-  Colonel  had  lle(l  bcfor*'  her.  1  le  had  ae<|uiesce(l 
Innnbly  with  the  decree  of  fate  ;  and,  lonely,  old,  and  beaten, 
marched  honestl}'  on  the)>atli  of  <luty.  It  was  a  ijreat  blessinu:, 
lie  wrote  to  us,  to  him  to  think  that  in  ha|)pier  davs  and  during 
many  years  he  had  been  enaljled  to  iM  iieUt  his  kind  and  excel 
lent  relative,  JMiss  Money  man.     lie  could  thankfully  recei\t» 
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her  hospitality  now,  and  claim  the  kindness  and  shelter  which 
this  old  friend  gave  him.  No  one  could  be  more  anxious  to 
make  him  comfortable.  The  air  of  Brighton  did  him  the  great- 
est good  ;  he  had  found  some  old  friends,  some  old  Bengalese 
there,  with  whom  he  enjoyed  himself  greatly,  etc.  How  much 
did  we,  who  knew  his  noble  spirit,  believe  of  this  story  ?  To 
us  Heaven  had  awarded  health,  happiness,  competence,  loving 
children,  united  hearts,  and  modest  prosperity.  To  yonder 
good  man,  whose  long  life  shone  with  benefactions,  and  whose 
career  was  but  kindness  and  honor,  fate  decreed  poverty,  dis- 
appointment, separation,  a  lonely  old  age.  We  bowed  our 
heads,  humiliated  at  the  contrast  of  his  lot  and  ours  ;  and 
prayed  heaven  to  enable  us  to  bear  our  present  good  fortune 
meekly,  and  our  evil  days,  if  they  should  come,  with  such  res- 
ignation as  this  good  Christian  showed. 

I  forgot  to  say  that  our  attempts  to  better  Thomas  New- 
come's  money  affairs  were  quite  in  vain,  the  Colonel  insisting 
upon  paying  over  every  shilling  of  his  military  allowances  and 
retiring  pension  to  the  parties  from  whom  he  had  borrowed 
money  previous  to  his  bankruptcy.  *  Ah  !  what  a  good  man 
that  is,'  says  Mr.  Sherrick  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  *  what  a 
noble  fellow,  sir.  He  would  die  rather  than  not  pay  every  far- 
thing over.  He'd  starve,  sir,  that  he  would.  The  money  aint 
mine,  sir  ;  or,  if  it  was,  do  you  think  I'd  take  it  from  the  poor 
old  boy  ?  No  sir  ;  by  Jove  I  honor  and  reverence  him  more 
now  he  aint  got  a  shilling  in  his  pocket,  than  ever  I  did  when 
we  thought  he  was  a-rolling  in  money.' 

My  wife  made  one  or  two  efforts  at  Samaritan  visits  in  How- 
land  Street,  but  was  received  by  Mrs.  Clive  with  such  a  faint 
welcome,  and  by  the  Campaigner  with  so  grim  a  countenance, 
so  many  sneers,  innuendoes,  insults  almost,  that  Laura's  charity 
was  beaten  back,  and  she  ceased  to  press  good  offices  thus 
thanklessly  received.  If  Clive  came  to  visit  us,  as  he  very 
rarely  did,  after  an  official  question  or  two  regarding  the 
health  of  his  wife  and  child,  no  farther  mention  was  made  of 
his  family  affairs.  His  painting,  he  said,  was  getting  on  toler- 
ably well  ;  he  had  work,  scantily  paid  it  is  true,  but  work  suf- 
ficient. He  was  reserved,  uncommunicative,  unlike  the  frank 
Clive  of  former  times,  and  oppressed  by  his  circumstances,  as 
it  was  easy  to  see.  I  did  not  press  the  confidence  which  he 
was  unwilling  to  offer,  and  thought  best  to  respect  his  silence, 
I  had  a  thousand  affairs  of  my  own  ;  who  has  not  in  London  ? 
If  you  die  to-morrow,  your  dearest  friend  will  feel  for  you  a 
hearty  pang  of  sorrow,  and  go  to  his  business  as  usual.  I 
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could  divine,  but  would  not  care  to  describe,  the  life  which  my 
poor  Clivewasnow  leading  ;  thevulgarmisery,  the  sordid  home, 
the  cheerless  toil,  and  lack  of  friendly  companionship  which 
■darkened  his  kind  soul.  I  was  glad  Olive's  father  was  away. 
The  Colonel  wrote  to  us  twice  or  thrice  ;  could  it  be  three 
months  ago  ?  Bless  me,  how  time  flies  !  He  was  happy,  he 
wrote,  with  Miss  Honeyman,  who  took  the  best  care  of  him. 

Mention  has  been  made  once  or  twice  in  the  course  of  this 
history  of  the  Grey  Friars  school — where  the  Colonel  and 
Clive  and  I  had  been  brought  up — an  ancient  foundation  of 
the  time  of  James  I.,  still  subsisting  in  the  heart  of  London 
'City.  The  death-day  of  the  founder  of  the  place  is  still  kept 
solemnly  by  Cistercians.  In  their  chapel,  where  assemble  the 
boys  of  the  school,  and  the  fourscore  old  men  of  the  Hospital, 
the  founder's  tomb  stands,  a  huge  edifice,  emblazoned  with 
heraldic  decorations  and  clumsy,  carved  allegories.  There  is 
an  old  hall,  a  beautiful  specimen  of  the  architecture  of  James' 
time  ;  an  old  hall  ?  many  old  halls  ;  old  staircases,  old  passages, 
old  chambers  decorated  with  old  portraits,  walking  in  the  midst 
of  which,  we  walk  as  it  were  in  the  early  seventeenth  century. 
To  others  than  Cistercians,  Grey  Friars  is  a  droar^^  place  pos- 
sibly. Nevertheless,  the  pupils  educated  there  love  to  revisit 
it  ;  and  the  oldest  of  us  grow  j^oung  again  for  an  hour  or  two 
;as  we  come  back  into  those  scenes  of  childhood. 

The  custom  of  the  school  is  that  on  the  12th  of  December, 
the  Founder's  Day,  the  head  gown-boy  shall  recite  a  Latin 
oration,  in  ])raise  Fii/ndatoris  Nostri,  and  upon  other  subjects  ; 
and  a  goodly  company  of  old  Cistercians  is  generally  brought 
together  to  attend  this  oration,  after  which  we  go  (o  chapel 
:an(l  hear  a  sermon  ;  after  whi(!li  we  adjourn  to  a  great  dinner, 
where  old  condisciples  meet,  old  toasts  are  given,  and  speeches 
are  made.  IJei'orc^  niar(thing  from  the  oration  hall  to  chapel, 
the  stewards  of  the  day's  dinner,  according  to  old-fashioiied 
rite,  have  wands  put  into  their  hands,  walk  to  churcii  at  ihe 
head  of  th<i  procession,  and  sit  there  in  places  of  honor.  'IMio 
hoys  are  already  in  their  scats,  with  smug  fresh  facis,  and  shin- 
ing wliite  collars  ;  tlu'  old  black-gowned  pensioners  are  ou 
their  IxiiichcH  ;  tin-  chapel  is  lighted,  and  l'\Minder's  Tond), 
Avith  its  ii^rotescjue  cai  vings,  monsters,  herahlries,  darkles  and 
fihinc'H  with  the  most  woiidei  ful  siiadow  s  .and  ligiits.  There  lu< 
lies,  Fundator  Noster,  in  his  i  iitV  and  t^own,  awaiting  the  great 
Kxamination  Day.  NV«'  oldsters,  he  we  ever  so  old,  hecoino 
bo^  H  again  as  we  look  :it  that  f.imili.ir  old  tond),  and  think  how 
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the  seats  are  altered  since  we  were  here,  and  how  the  doctor-^ 
not  the  present  doctor,  the  doctor  of  our  time — used  to  sit 
yonder,  and  his  awful  eye  used  to  frighten  us  shuddering  boj'-s, 
on  whom  it  lighted  ;  and  how  the  boy  next  us  would  kick  our 
shins  during  service  time,  and  how  the  monitor  would  cane  us 
afterward  because  our  shins  were  kicked.  Yonder  sit  forty 
cherry-cheeked  boys,  thinking  about  home  and  holidays  to- 
morrow. Yonder  sit  some  threescore  old  gentlemen  pensioners 
of  the  hospital,  listening  to  the  prayers  and  the  psalms.  You 
hear  them  coughing  feebly  in  the  twilight — the  old  reverend 
black-gowns.  Is  Codd  Ajax  alive,  you  wonder? — the  Cister- 
cian lads  called  these  old  gentlemen  Codds,  I  know  not  where- 
fore — I  know  not  wherefore — but  is  old  Codd  Ajax  alive,  I 
wonder  ?  or  Codd  Soldier  ?  or  kind  old  Codd  Gentleman,  or 
has  the  grave  closed  over  them  ?  A  plenty  of  candles  lights 
up  this  chapel,  and  this  scene  of  age  and  youth,  and  early 
memories,  and  pompous  death.  How  solemn  the  well-remem- 
bered prayers  are,  here  uttered  again  in  the  place  where  in 
childhood  we  used  to  hear  them  !  How  beautiful  and  decor- 
ous the  rite  ;  how  noble  the  ancient  words  of  the  supplications 
which  the  priest  utters,  and  to  which  generations  of  fresh 
children  and  troops  of  by-gone  seniors  have  cried  Amen  ! 
under  those  arches  !  The  service  for  Founder's  Day  is  a 
special  one  ;  one'of  the  psalms  selected  being  the  thirty-seventh^ 
and  we  hear — 

23.  The  steps  of  a  good  man  are  ordered  by  the  Lord:  and  he  delighteth  in  his  way, 

24.  Though  he  fall,  he  shall  not  be  utterly  cast  down:  for  the  Lord  upholdeth  him 
with  hie  hand. 

25.  I  have  been  young,  and  now  am  old:  yet  have  I  not  seen  the  righteous  forsaken, 
nor  his  seed  begging  their  bread. 

As  we  came  to  this  verse,  I  chanced  to  look  up  from  my 
book  toward  the  swarm  of  black-coated  pensioners  and  among 
them — among  them — sat  Thomas  Newcome. 

His  dear  old  head  was  bent  down  over  his  prayer-book  ; 
there  was  no  mistaking  him.  He  wore  the  black  gown  of  the 
pensioners  of  the  Hospital  of  Grey  Friars.  His  order  of  the 
Bath  was  on  his  breast.  He  stood  there  among  the  poor 
brethren,  uttering  the  responses  to  the  psalm.  The  steps  of 
this  i^ood  man  had  been  ordered  hither  by  Heaven's  decree  : 
to  this  alms-house  !  Here  it  was  ordained  that  a  life  all  love, 
and  kindness,  and  honor  should  end  !  I  heard  no  more  of 
prayers,  and  psalms,  and  sermon,  after  that.  How  dared  I  to 
be  in  a  place  of  mark,  and  he,  yonder  among  the  poor  ?  Oh, 
pardon,  you  noble  soul  !    I  ask  forgiveness  of  you  for  being  of 
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a  world  that  has  so  treated  you — you  my  better,  you  the  honest, 
and  gentle,  and  good  !  I  thought  the  service  would  never  end, 
or  the  organist's  voluntaries,  or  the  preacher's  homily. 

The  organ  played  us  out  of  chapel  at  length,  and  I  waited 
in  the  ante-chapel  until  the  pensioners  took  their  turn  to  quit 
it.  My  dear,  dear  old  friend  !  I  ran  to  him  with  a  warmth 
and  eagerness  of  recognition  which  no  doubt  showed  them- 
selves in  my  face  and  accents  as  ray  heart  was  moved  at  the 
sight  of  him.  His  own  wan  face  flushed  up  when  he  saw  me, 
and  his  hand  shook  in  mine.  '  I  have  found  a  home,  Arthur,' 
said  he.  *  Don't  you  remember,  before  I  went  to  India,  when 
we  came  to  see  the  old  Grey  Friars,  and  visited  Captain  Scars- 
dale  in  his  room  ? — a  Poor  Brother  like  me — an  old  Peninsular 
man.  Scarsdale  is  gone  now,  sir,  and  is  where  "  the  wicked 
cease  from  troubling  and  the  weary  are  at  rest ;"  and  I  thought 
then,  when  we  saw  him, — here  would  be  a  place  for  an  old  fel- 
low when  his  career  was  over,  to  hang  his  sword  up  ;  to  humble 
his  soul,  and  to  wait  thankfully  for  the  end,  Arthur.  My  good 
friend.  Lord  H.,  who  is  a  Cistercian  like  ourselves,  and  has 

i'ust  been  appointed  a  governor,  gave  me  his  first  nomination. 
)on't  be  agitated,  Arthur,  my  boy,  I  am  very  happy.  I  have 
good  quarters,  good  food,  good  light  and  fire,  and  good  friends  ; 
blessed  be  God  !  my  dear  kind  youni^  friend — my  boy's  friend  ; 
you  have  been  always  so,  sir  ;  and  I  take  it  uncommonly  kind 
of  you,  and  I  thank  God  for  you,  sir.  Why,  sir,  I  am  as  happy 
as  the  day  is  long.'  He  uttered  words  to  this  effect  as  we 
walked  through  the  courts  of  the  building  toward  his  room, 
which  in  truth  I  found  neat  and  comfortable,  with  a  brisk  fire 
crackling  on  the  hearth  ;  a  little  tea  table  laid  out,  a  Bible  and 
spectacles  by  the  side  of  it,  and  over  the  mantel-piece  a  draw- 
ing of  his  grandson  by  Clive. 

*  You  may  come  and  see  me  here,  sir,  whenever  you  like, 
and  so  may  your  dear  wife  and  little  ones,  tell  Laura,  with  my 
lov(; — but  you  must  not  stay  now.  Vou  must  go  back  to  your 
dinner.'  In  vain  I  jtlcadcd  that  I  hatl  no  stomach  for  it.  lie 
gave  me  a  look  which  seemed  to  say  he  desired  to  bo  alone, 
and  T  had  to  resjxurt  that  ordt-r  an<l  leave  hini. 

Of  course  I  came  to  him  on  the  very  next  tl:iy  ;  though  not 
with  my  wife  and  children,  who  were  in  truth  absent  in  the 
country  at  Rosebury,  where  they  were  to  pass  the  (MiristiuMH 
holidays  ;  and  whe>"e,  this  "^elMX)!  dinner  over,  1  was  to  join  them. 
On  my  second  visit  to  (ir(  y  I'^riars  my  good  fi  iend  I'nti'teil 
more  at  length  intotlw  reasons  why  he  had  ass\uned  the  Poor 
Brother's  gown  ;  and  I  cannot  s.iy  Imt  tliat  I  aequleseetl  in  I  is 
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reasons,  and  admired  that  noble  humility  and  contentedness  of 
which  he  gave  me  an  example. 

*  That  which  had  caused  him  most  grief  and  pain,'  he  said, 

*  in  the  issue  of  that  unfortunate  bank,  was  the  thought  that 
poor  friends  of  his  had  been  induced  by  his  representations  to 
invest  their  little  capital  in  that  speculation.  Good  Miss 
Honeyman,  for  instance,  meaning  no  harm,  and  in  all  respects 
a  most  honest  and  kindly  disposed  old  lady,  had  nevertheless 
alluded  more  than  once  to  the  fact  that  her  money  had  been 
thrown  away  ;  and  these  allusions,  sir,  made  her  hospitality 
somewhat  hard  to  bear,'  said  the  Colonel.  *  At  home — at 
poor  Clivy's,  I  mean — it  was  even  worse,'  he  continued. 

*  Mrs.  Mackenzie  for  months  past,  by  her  complaints,  and — 
and  her  conduct,  has  made  my  son  and  me  so  miserable — that 
flight  before  her,  and  into  any  refuge,  was  the  best  course.  She, 
too,  does  not  mean  ill.  Pen.  Do  not  waste  any  of  your  oaths 
upon  that  poor  woman,'  he  added,  holding  up  his  finger  and 
smiling  sadly.  *She  thinks  I  deceived  her,  though  heaven 
knows  it  was  myself  I  deceived.  She  has  great  influence  over 
Rosey.  Very  few  persons  caji  resist  that  violent  and  head- 
strong woman,  sir.  I  could  not  bear  her  reproaches,  or  my 
poor  sick  daughter,  whom  her  mother  leads  almost  entirely 
now,  and  it  was  with  all  this  grief  on  my  mind  that,  as  I  was 
walking  one  day  upon  Brighton  cliff,  I  met  my  schoolfellow, 
my  Lord  H. — who  has  ever  been  a  good  friend  of  mine — and 
who  told  me  how  he  had  just  been  appointed  a  governor  of 
Grey  Friars.  He  asked  me  to  dine  with  him  on  the  next  day, 
and  would  take  no  refusal.  He  knew  of  my  pecuniary  mis- 
fortunes, of  course — and  showed  himself  most  noble  and  liberal 
in  his  offers  of  help.  I  was  ver^^  much  touched  by  his  good- 
ness. Pen — and  made  a  clean  breast  of  it  to  his  lordship  ;  who 
at  first  would  not  hear  of  my  coming  to  this  place — and  offered 
me  out  of  the  purse  of  an  old  brother  schoolfellow  and  an  old 
brother  soldier  as  much — as  much  as  should  last  me  my  time. 
Wasn't  it  noble  of  him,  Arthur  ?  God  bless  him  !  There  are 
good  men  in  the  world,  sir  ;  there  are  true  friends,  as  I  have 
found  in  these  later  days.  Do  you  know,  sir — '  here  the  old 
man's  eyes  twinkled — *  that  Fred  Bayham  fixed  up  that  book- 
case yonder — and  brought  me  my  little  boy's  picture  to  hang 
up  ?    Boy  and  Clive  will  come  and  see  me  soon.' 

*  Do  you  mean  the}'-  do  not  come  ?  '  I  cried. 

*  They  don't  know  I  am  here,  sir,'  said  the  Colonel,  with  a 
sweet,  kind  smile.  '  They  think  I  am  visiting  his  lordship  in 
Scotland.  Ah  !  they  are  good  people  !  When  we  had  had  oui 
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talk  downstairs  over  our  bottle  of  claret — where  my  old  com- 
mander-in  chief  would  not  hear  of  my  plan — we  went  upstairs 
to  her  ladyship,  wlio  saw  that  her  husband  was  disturbed,  and 
asked  the  reason.  I  dare  say  it  was  the  good  claret  that  made 
me  speak,  sir  ;  for  I  told  her  that  I  and  her  husband  had  had 
a  dispute,  and  that  I  would  take  her  ladyship  for  umpire.  And 
then  I  told  her  the  story  over,  that  I  had  paid  away  every 
rupee  to  the  creditors,  and  mortgaged  my  pensions  and  retiring- 
allowances  for  the  same  end,  that  I  was  a  burden  upon  Clivy, 
who  had  work  enough,  poor  boy,  to  keep  his  own  family  and 
his  wife's  mother,  whom  my  imprudence  had  impoverished — 
that  here  was  an  honorable  asylum  which  my  friend  could 
procure  for  me,  and  was  not  that  better  than  to  drain  his 
purse?  She  was  very  much  moved,  sir — she  is  a  very  kind 
lady,  though  she  passed  for  being  very  proud  and  haughty  in 
India — so  wrongly  are  people  judged.  And  Lord  H.  said,  in 
his  rough  way,  "  that,  by  Jove,  if  Tom  Newcome  took  a  thing 
into  his  obstinate  old  head  no  one  could  drive  it  out."  And 
so,'  said  the  Colonel,  with  his  sad  smile,  '  I  had  my  own  way. 
Lady  H.  was  good  enough  to  come  and  see  me  the  very  next 
day — and  do  you  know,  Pen,  she  invited  me  to  go  and  live 
with  them  for  the  rest  of  my  life — made  me  the  most  generous, 
the  most  delicate  offers?  But  I  knew  I  was  right,  and  held, 
my  own.  I  am  too  old  to  work,  Arthur :  and  better  here,, 
while  I  am  to  stay,  than  elsewhere.    Look  !  all  this  furniture- 

came  from  H          House — and  that  wardrobe  is  full  of  linen 

which  she  sent  me.  She  has  been  twice  to  see  nie,  and  every 
officer  in  this  hospital  is  as  courteous  to  me  as  if  I  had  my 
fine  house.' 

I  thought  of  the  psalm  we  liad  heard  on  the  ])revi(>us  even- 
ing, and  turned  to  it  in  the  opened  liible,  and  ])()inted  to  tho 
verse,  'Thougli  he  fall,  he  shall  not  be  utterly  cast  down:  for 
the  Lord  uplioldeth  hini.'  Tlionias  Xewooine,  seeing  niy  occu- 
pation, laid  :i  kind,  treinbliiig  hand  on  my  shoulder  ;  and  then, 
putting  on  his  glasses,  with  :i  smile  bent  over  the  volume.  And 
who  tliat  saw  hiin  then,  an«l  knew  him  and  loved  iiim  as  1  di»l 
— who  M'ould  not  have  hunibh'd  his  own  heart,  and  bre;illuMl 
his  inward  pruyer,  e()nfesHing  and  adoring  the  1  )i  vine  W  ill, 
which  ordains  these  trials,  thes<'  triuniphs,  these  humiliations, 
these  ])lesHed  griefs,  this  crowning  Love? 

T  lia<l  the  happiness  of  bringing  (Mive  and  his  litth*  boy  to 
Thomas  Newcome  that  evening  :  and  heard  the  chihTH  cry  of 
recognition  and  surprise,  :nid  thcDld  man  calling  the  boy's 
nam(>,  as  I  closed  the  door  upon  that  nitcting;  and  bv  ti  e 
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night's  mail  I  went  down  to  Newcome,  to  the  friends  with 
whom  my  own  family  was  already  staying. 

Of  course,  my  conscience-keeper  at  Rosebury  was  anxious 
to  know  about  the  school  dinner,  and  all  the  speeches  made, 
and  the  guests  assembled  there  ;  but  she  soon  ceased  to  inquire 
about  these  when  I  came  to  give  her  the  news  of  the  discovery 
of  our  dear  old  friend  in  the  habit  of  a  Poor  Brother  of  Grey 
Friars.  She  was  very  glad  to  hear  that  Clive  and  his  little  son 
had  been  reunited  to  the  Colonel ;  and  appeared  to  imagine,  at 
first,  that  there  was  some  wonderful  merit  upon  my  part  ii^, 
bringing  the  three  together. 

*  Well — no  great  merit,  Pen,  as  you  will  put  it,'  says  the 
confessor ;  *  but  it  was  kindly  thought,  sir — and  I  like  my 
husband  when  he  is  kind  best  ;  and  don't  wonder  at  your 
having  made  a  stupid  speech  at  the  dinner,  as  you  say  you  did, 
when  you  had  this  other  subject  to  think  of.  That  is  a  beau- 
tiful psalm.  Pen,  and  those  verses,  which  you  were  reading 
when  you  saw  him,  especially  beautiful.' 

*  But  in  the  presence  of  eighty  old  gentlemen  who  have  all 
come  to  decay  and  have  all  had  to  beg  their  bread  in  a  manner, 
don't  you  think  the  clergyman  might  choose  some  other  psalm  ?' 
asks  Mr.  Pendennis. 

*  They  were  not  forsaken  utterly,  Arthur,'  says  Mrs.  Laura 
gravely  :  but  rather  declines  to  argue  the  point  raised  by  me  ; 
namely,  that  the  selection  of  that  especial  thirty-seventh  psalm 
was  not  complimentary  to  those  decayed  old  gentlemen. 

*  All  the  psalms  are  good,  sir,'  she  says,  *  and  this  one,  of 
course,  is  included,'  and  thus  the  discussion  closed. 

I  then  fell  to  a  description  of  Rowland  Street,  and  poor 
Clive,  whom  I  had  found  there  over  his  work.  A  dubious  maid 
scanned  my  appearance  rather  eagerly  when  I  asked  to  see  him. 
I  found  a  picture  dealer  chaffering  with  him  over  a  bundle  of 
sketches,  and  his  little  bo}^,  already  pencil  in  hand,  lying  in  one 
corner  of  the  room,  the  sun  playing  about  his  yellow  hair.  The 
child  looked  languid  and  pale,  the  father  worn  and  ill.  When 
the  dealer  at  length  took  his  bargains  away,  I  gradually  broke 
my  errand  to  Clive,  and  told  him  from  whence  I  had  just 
come. 

He  had  thought  his  father  in  Scotland  with  Lord  H.  ;  and 
was  immensely  moved  with  the  news  which  I  brought. 

*  I  haven't  written  to  him  for  a  month.  It's  not  pleasant 
letters  I  have  to  write.  Pen,  and  I  can't  make  them  pleasant. 
Up,  Tommykin,  and  put  on  your  cap.'    Tommykin  jumps  up. 
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*  Put  on  your  cap,  and  tell  them  to  take  off  your  pinafore,  and 
tell  grandmamma  ' 

At  that  name  Tommykin  begins  to  cry. 

'  Look  at  that ! '  says  Clive,  commencing  to  speak  in  the 
French  language,  which  the  child  interrupts  by  calling  out  in 
that  tongue,  '  I  speak  also  French,  papa.' 

'  Well,  my  cliild  !  You  will  like  to  come  out  with  papa, 
and  Betsy  can  dress  you.'  He  flings  off  his  own  paint-stained 
shooting  jacket  as  he  talks,  takes  a  frock  coat  out  of  a  carved 
wardrobe,  and  a  hat  from  the  helmet  on  the  shelf.  He  is  no 
longer  the  handsome  splendid  boy  of  old  times.  Can  that  be 
Clive,  with  that  haggard  face  and  slouched  handkerchief  ?  *  I 
am  not  the  dandy  I  was.  Pen,'  he  says  bitterly. 

A  little  voice  is  heard  crying  overhead — and,  giving  a  kind 
of  gasp,  the  wretched  father  stops  in  some  indifferent  speech 
he  was  trying  to  make.    'I  can't  help  myself,'  he  groans  out  ; 

*  my  poor  wife  is  so  ill,  she  can't  attend  to  the  child.  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  manages  the  house  for  me — and — here  !  Tommy, 
Tommy  !  papa's  coming  ! '  Tommy  has  been  crying  again, 
and  flinging  open  tlie  studio  door,  Clive  calls  out,  and  dashes 
upstairs. 

I  hear  scuffling,  stamping,  loud  voices,  poor  Tommy's  scared 
little  pipe — Clive's  fierce  objurgations,  and  the  Campaigner's 
voice  barking  out — *  Do,  sir,  do  !  with  my  child  suffering  in  tlie 
next  room.  Behave  like  a  brute  to  mo,  do.  He  shall  not  go 
out.  He  shall  not  have  the  hat'— 'He  shall '— '  Ah— ah"!  ' 
A  scream  is  heard.  It  is  Clive  tearing  a  child's  hat  out  of  the 
Campaigner's  hands,  with  which,  and  a  flushed  face,  he  pres- 
ently rushes  downstairs,  bearing  little  Tommy  on  his  slioulder. 

*  You  see  what  I  am  come  to,  IVn,'  he  says  with  a  heart- 
broken voice,  trying,  with  hands  all  of  a  tremble,  to  tie  the  hat 
on  the  boy's  head.  lie  laiii^hes  l)itt('rly  at  the  ill  success  of 
liis  endeavors.    *  Oh,  you  silly  papa  !'  laiiij^hs  Tommy,  too. 

The  door  is  flung  open,  and  the  red-faced  Campaigner 
appears.  Her  face  is  mottled  with  wratli,  her  Ijandeaux  of  hair 
art^  disarrange*!  upon  her  forehea<l,  the  ornaments  of  her  cap, 
cheap,  and  dirty,  and  nunu-rous,  only  give  her  a  wilder  appear- 
ance. She  is  in  a  large  and  dingy  wrapper,  very  different 
from  the  lady  who  presented  herself  a  few  Jiionflis  back  to 
my  wife — how  different  from  th«'  smiling  Mrs.  .Macken/.i*'  of 
old  days  I 

*  lie  shall  7iot  go  out  of  a  wint«'r  tl.iy,  nir,'  she  breaks  out. 
*I  liave  his  mother's  onh-rs,  whom  you  arc  killinii.  Air.  l*en- 
ilennis  !  '    She  starts,  perceiving  me  for  the  first  time,  and  lu«r 
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breast  heaves,  and  she  prepares  for  combat,  and  looks  at  me 
over  her  shoulder. 

*  You  and  his  father  are  the  best  judges  upon  this  point, 
ma'am,'  says  Mr.  Pendennis,  with  a  bow. 

*  The  child  is  delicate,  sir,'  cries  Mrs.  Mackenzie  ;  *  and  this 
winter  ' 

'Enough  of  this,'  says  Clive  with  a  stamp,  and  passes 
through  her  guard  with  Tommy,  and  we  descend  the  stairs, 
and  at  length  are  in  the  free  street.  Was  it  not  best  not  to 
describe  at  full  length  this  portion  of  poor  Olive's  history  ? 

CHAPTER  LXXVI. 

CHRISTMAS  AT  ROSEBURY. 

We  have  known  our  friend  Florae  under  two  aristocratic 
names,  and  might  now  salute  him  by  a  third,  to  which  he 
was  entitled,  although  neither  he  nor  his  wife  ever  chose  to 
assume  it.  His  father  was  latelj'-  dead,  and  M.  Paul  de  Florae 
might  sign  himself  Due  d'lvry  if  he  chose,  but  he  was  indif- 
ferent as  to  the  matter,  and  his  wife's  friends  indignant  at  the 
idea  that  their  kinswoman,  after  having  been  a  Princess, 
should  descend  to  the  rank  of  a  mere  Duchess.  So  Prince  and 
Princess  these  good  folks  remained,  being  exceptions  to  that 
order,  inasmuch  as  their  friends  could  certainly  put  their  trust 
in  them. 

On  his  father's  death  Florae  went  to  Paris  to  settle  the 
affairs  of  the  paternal  succession  ;  and,  having  been  for  some 
time  absent  in  his  native  countrv,  returned  to  Roseburv  for 
the  winter,  to  resume  that  sport  of  which  he  was  a  distinguished 
amateur.  He  hunted  in  black  during  the  ensuing  season  ; 
and,  indeed,  henceforth  laid  aside  his  splendid  attire  and  his 
allures  as  a  young  man.  His  waist  expanded,  or  was  no 
longer  confined  by  the  cestus  which  had  given  it  a  shape. 
When  he  laid  aside  his  black,  his  whiskers,  too,  went  into  a 
sort  of  half  mourning  and  appeared  in  gray.  'I  make  myself 
old,  my  friend,'  he  said  pathetically  ;  'I  have  no  more  neither 
twenty  years  nor  fortj^'  He  went  to  Rosebury  Church  no 
more  ;  but,  with  great  order  and  sobriety,  drove  every  Sunday 

to  the  neighboring  Catholic  chapel  at  C  Castle.    We  had 

an  ecclesiastic  or  two  to  dine  with  us  at  Rosebury,  one  of 
whom  I  am  inclined  to  think  was  Florae's  director. 

A  reason,  perhaps,  for  Paul's  altered  demeanor  was  the 
presence  of  his  mother  at  Rosebury.  No  politeness  or  respect 
could  be  greater  than  Paul's  toward  the  Countess.    Had  she 
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been  a  sovereign  princess,  Mine,  de  Florae  could  not  have 
been  treated  with  more  profound  courtesy  than  she  now 
received  from  her  son.  I  think  the  humble-minded  lady  could 
have  dispensed  with  some  of  his  attentions  ;  but  Paul  was  a 
personage  who  demonstrated  all  his  sentiments,  and  performed 
his  various  parts  in  life,  with  the  greatest  vigor.  As  a  man  of 
pleasure,  for  instance,  what  more  active  roue  than  he?  As  a 
Jeune  hoinme,  who  could  be  younger,  and  for  a  longer  time  ! 
As  a  country  gentleman,  or  an  horame  d'affaires,  he  insisted 
upon  dressing  each  character  with  the  most  rigid  accuracy, 
and  an  exactitude  that  reminded  one  somewhat  of  Bouffe,  or 
Ferville,  at  the  play.  I  wonder  whether,  when  he  is  quite  old, 
he  will  think  proper  to  wear  a  pigtail,  like  his  old  father? 
At  any  rate,  that  was  a  good  part  which  the  kind  fellow  was 
now  acting,  of  reverence  toward  his  widowed  mother  and 
affectionate  respect  for  her  declining  days.  He  not  only  felt 
these  amiable  sentiments,  but  he  imparted  them  to  his  friends 
freely,  as  his  wont  was.  Pie  used  to  weep  freely — quite  unre- 
strained by  the  presence  of  the  domestics,  as  English  senti- 
ment would  be  ;  and  when  Mrne.  de  Florae  quitted  the  room 
after  dinner,  would  squeeze  my  hand  and  tell  me,  with  stream- 
ing eyes,  that  his  mother  was  an  angel.  'Her  life  has  been 
but  a  long  trial,  my  friend,'  he  would  say.  *  Shall  not  I,  who 
have  caused  her  to  shed  so  many  tears,  endeavor  to  dry  some  ? ' 
Of  coui'se,  all  the  friends  who  liked  him  best  encouraged  him 
in  an  intention  so  pious. 

The  reader  has  already  been  made  acquainted  with  this 
lady  by  letters  of  hers,  which  came  into  my  possession  some 
time  after  the  events  which  I  am  at  present  nnriMting  :  my 
wife,  througii  our  kind  friend,  ('olonel  Newconie,  had  also  had 
the  honorof  an  introduction  to  INIme.  de  Florae  at  Paris  ;  and, 
on  coming  to  Rosehury  for  the  Cluistmas  iiolidays,  I  found 
Laura  and  the  children  greatly  in  favor  with  the  goo<l 
Countess.  Slie  treated  her  son's  wife  witli  a  |»ei  feet  though 
distant  courtesy.  She  was  thankful  to  Mrne.  de  Montcontour 
for  \\\(\  latter's  great  goodness  to  her  son.  I^amiliar  witli  hut 
very  f(^w  persons,  slie  eoidd  seareely  be  intimat*'  with  In  r 
homely  daught cr-in ■  law.  Mnie.  <!<•  iMoiiteontour  stood  in  the 
greatest  awe  <»!"  hn  ;  and,  to  do  that  goo»l  lady  justice, 
admii'ed  aM<l  reverence  d  PauPs  inot  lu-r  \n  ith  all  Iw'r  siniplo 
heart.  In  truth,  I  think  aliuosl,  everyone  had  a  certain  awe 
of  Mme.  de  Florae,  exeej)t  children,  who  came  to  her  t  rusi  ingl y, 
and,  as  it  were,  l»y  instinct..  'I'he  haltitiial  meliincholv  of  Imt 
oyes  vanished  as  they  lighted  upon  \  tuiii;^  faccH  and  infantile 
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smiles.  A  sweet  love  beamed  out  of  her  countenance  ;  an 
angelic  smile  shone  over  her  face,  as  she  bent  toward  them 
and  caressed  them.  Her  demeanor  then,  nay,  her  looks  and 
ways  at  other  times  ;  a  certain  gracious  sadness,  a  sympathy 
with  all  grief,  and  pity  for  all  pain  ;  a  gentle  heart,  yearning 
toward  all  children  ;  and,  for  her  own  especially,  feeling  a  love 
that  was  almost  an  anguish;  in  the  affairs  of  the  common  world 
only  a  dignified  acquiescence,  as  if  her  place  was  not  in  it,  and 
her  thoughts  were  in  her  Home  elsewhere — these  qualities, 
which  we  had  seen  exemplified  in  another  life,  Laura  and  her 
husband  watched  in  Mme.  de  Florae,  and  we  loved  her  because 
she  was  like  our  mother.  I  see  in  such  women — the  good  and 
pure,  the  patient  and  faithful,  the  tried  and  meek — the  fol- 
lowers of  Him  whose  earthly  life  was  divinely  sad  and 
tender. 

But,  good  as  she  was  to  us  and  to  all,  Ethel  Newcome  was 
the  French  lady's  greatest  favorite.  A  bond  of  extreme 
tenderness  and  affection  united  these  two.  The  elder  friend 
made  constant  visits  to  the  younger  at  Newcome  ;  and  when 
Miss  Newcome,  as  she  frequently  did,  came  to  Rosebury,  we 
used  to  see  that  they  preferred  to  be  alone,  divining  and 
respecting  the  sympathy  which  brought  those  two  faithful 
hearts  together.  I  can  imagine  now  the  two  tall  forms  slowly 
pacing  the  garden  walks,  or  turning,  as  they  lighted  on  the 
young  ones  in  their  play.  What  was  their  talk  ?  I  never 
asked  it.  Perhaps  Ethel  never  said  what  was  in  her  heart, 
though,  be  sure,  the  other  knew  it.  Though  the  grief  of 
those  they  love  is  untold,  women  hear  it ;  as  they  soothe  it 
with  unspoken  consolations.  To  see  the  elder  lady  embrace 
her  friend  as  they  parted  was  something  holy — a  sort  of  saint- 
like salutation. 

Consulting  the  person  from  whom  I  had  no  secrets,  we  had 
thought  best  at  first  not  to  mention  to  our  friends  the  place 
and  position  in  which  we  had  found  our  dear  Colonel  ;  at  least 
to  wait  for  a  fitting  opportunity  on  which  we  might  break  the 
news  to  those  who  held  him  in  such  affection.  I  told  how  Clive 
was  hard  at  work,  and  hoped  the  best  for  him.  Good-natured 
Mme.  de  Montcontour  was  easily  satisfied  with  my  replies  to 
her  questions  concerning^  our  friend.  Ethel  only  asked  if  he 
and  her  uncle  were  well,  and  once  or  twice  made  inquiries 
respecting  Rosey  and  her  child.  And  now  it  was  that  my  wife 
told  me,  what  I  need  no  longer  keep  secret,  of  Ethel's  extreme 
anxiety  to  serve  her  distressed  relatives,  and  how  she,  Laura, 
had  already  acted  as  Miss  Newcome's  almoner  in  furnishing 
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and  hiring  those  apartments  which  Ethel  believed  were  occu- 
pied by  Clive  and  his  father,  and  wife  and  child.  And  ray- 
wife  farther  informed  me  with  what  deep  grief  Etliel  had 
heard  of  her  uncle's  misfortune  and  how,  but  that  she  feared 
to  offend  his  pride,  she  longed  to  give  him  assistance.  She 
had  even  ventured  to  offer  to  send  him  pecuniary  help  ;  but 
the  Colonel — who  never  mentioned  the  circumstance  to  me  or 
any  other  of  his  friends — in  a  kind  but  very  cold  letter  had 
declined  to  be  beholden  to  his  niece  for  help. 

So  I  may  have  remained  some  days  at  Rosebury,  and  the 
real  position  of  the  two  Newcomes  was  unknown  to  our  friends 
there.  Christmas  Eve  was  come,  and,  according  to  a  long- 
standing promise,  Ethel  Newcome  and  her  two  children  had 
arrived  from  the  Park,  which  dreary  mansion,  since  his  double 
defeat,  Sir  Barnes  scarcely  ever  visited.  Christmas  was  come, 
and  Rosebury  Hall  was  decorated  with  holly.  Florae  did  his 
best  to  welcome  his  friends,  and  strove  to  make  the  meeting 
gay,  though  in  truth  it  was  rather  melancholy.  The  children, 
however,  were  happy  :  they  had  pleasure  enough,  in  the  school 
festival,  in  the  distribution  of  cloaks  and  blankets  to  the  poor, 
and  in  Mme.  de  Montcontour's  gardens,  delightful  and  beauti- 
ful though  winter  was  there. 

It  was  only  a  family  meeting,  Mme.  de  Florae's  widow- 
hood not  permitting  her  presence  in  large  companies.  Paul 
sat  at  his  table  between  his  mother  and  Mrs.  Pendennis  ;  Mr. 
Pendennis  opposite  to  him  with  Ethel  and  INfmo.  INIont- 
contour  on  each  side.  The  four  children  were  placed  between 
these  personages,  on  whom  Mme.  de  Florae  looked  with  her 
tender  glances,  and  to  whose  little  wants  the  kindest  of  hosts 
ministered  with  unconwnon  good-nature  and  alTeetion.  He  w  as 
very  soft-hearted  about  children.  '  Pourquoi  n'en  avons-nous 
pas,  Jeanne?  He!  ])ounjuoi  n'en  avons-nous  pas  ?' lie  said, 
addressing  hiswife  l)y her  ( Mirist  inn  name.  The  poor  little  latly 
looked  kindly  at  her  huHband,  and  (hen  gave  a  sigli,  and  turned 
and  heaped  cake;  u])on  the  ])late  of  the  child  next  to  her.  No 
mamma  or  Aunt  Kthel  could  interpose.  It  was  a  very  light 
wholesome  cake.  Brown  made  it  on  purpose  i'ni- t he  children, 
'the  little  darlings  !  '  cries  (he  Princess. 

'I'he  children  were  very  hajtpy  at  being  .illowed  to  sit  uj>  so 
late  to  dinner,  at  all  (hel<in(i!y  :imusenients  of  (he  d.iy,  at  (ho 
holly  an<l  mistletoe  ehisleiiuLj  lound  \\\v  lamps  ( he  mis( h'toc, 
under  which  the  gallant  I'Morae,  Hkilled  in  all  Hrit ish  usages, 
vowed  ho  wouhl  have  his  privilege.  Hut  the  n»istIot»>o  was 
clustered  round  the  lamp,  the  lamp  w.is  over  (he  etMiter  of  (ho 
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great  round  table — the  innocent  gratification  which  he  pro- 
posed to  himself  was  denied  to  M.  Paul. 

In  the  greatest  excitement  and  good-humor,  our  host  at  the 
dessert  made  us  des  speech.  He  carried  a  toast  to  the  charming 
Ethel,  another  to  the  charming  Mistress  Laura,  another  to  his 
'  good  fren',  his  brave  fren',  his  'appy  fren',  Pendennis — 'appy 
as  possessor  of  such  a  wife,  'appy  as  writer  of  works  destined 
to  the  immortality,'  etc.,  etc.  The  little  children  round  about 
clapped  their  happy  little  hands,  and  laughed  and  crowed  in 
chorus.  And  now  the  nursery  and  its  guardians  were  about  to 
retreat,  when  Florae  said  he  had  yet  a  speech,  yet  a  toast — and 
he  bade  the  butler  pour  wine  into  everyone's  glass — yet  a 
toast — and  he  carried  it  to  the  health  of  our  dear  friends,  of 
Clive  and  his  father — the  good,  the  brave  Colonel !  *  We, 
who  are  happy,'  says  he,  *  shall  we  not  think  of  those  who  are 
good  ?  We,  who  love  each  other,  shall  we  not  remember  those 
whom  we  all  love  ? '  He  spoke  with  very  great  tenderness  and 
feeling.  '  Ma  bonne  mere,  thou  too  shalt  drink  this  toast !  * 
he  said,  taking  his  mother's  hand,  and  kissing  it.  She  returned 
his  caress  gently,  and  tasted  the  wine  with  her  pale  lips. 
Ethel's  head  bent  in  silence  over  her  glass  ;  and  as  for  Laura, 
need  I  say  what  happened  to  her  ?  When  the  ladies  went 
away  my  heart  was  opened  to  m}^  friend  Florae,  and  I  told 
him  where  and  how  I  had  left  my  dear  Olive's  father. 

The  Frenchman's  emotion  on  hearing^  this  tale  was  such 
that  I  have  loved  him  ever  since.  Clive  in  want  !  Why  had 
he  not  sent  to  his  friend  ?  Grands  Dieux !  Clive  who  had 
helped  him  in  his  greatest  distress.  Clive's  father,  ce  preux 
chevalier^  ce parfait gentilhomme !  In  a  hundred  rapid  exclama- 
tions Florae  exhibited  his  sympathy,  asking  of  Fate,  why  such 
men  as  he  and  I  were  sitting  surrounded  by  splendors — before 
golden  vases — crowned  with  flowers — with  valets  to  kiss  our 
feet — (these  were  merely  figures  of  speech  in  which  Paul  ex- 
pressed his  prosperity) — while  our  friend  the  Colonel,  so  much 
better  than  we,  spent  his  last  days  in  poverty,  and  alone. 

I  liked  my  host  none  the  less,  I  own,  because  tliat  one  of 
the  conditions  of  the  Colonel's  present  life,  which  appeared 
the  hardest  to  most  people,  alfected  Florae  but  little.  To  be  a 
Pensioner  of  an  Ancient  Institution  ?  Why  not  ?  Might  not 
any  oflficer  retire  without  shame  to  the  Invalides  at  the  close  of 
his  campaigns,  and  had  not  Fortune  conquered  our  old  friend 
and  age  and  disaster  overcome  him  ?  It  never  once  entered 
Thomas  Newcome's  head,  nor  Clive's,  nor  Florae's,  nor  his 
mother's,  that  the  Colonel  demeaned  himself  at  all  by  accepting 
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that  bounty  ;  and  I  recollect  Warrington  sharing  our  sentiment 
and  trolling  out  those  noble  line  of  the  old  poet : 

His  golden  locks  Time  hath  to  silver  turned  ; 

O  Time  too  swift,  O  swiftness  never  ceasing 
His  youth  'gainst  time  and  age  hath  ever  spurned. 

But  spurned  in  vain  ;  youth  waneth  by  increasing. 
Beauty,  strength,  youth,  are  flowers  but  fading  seen. 

Duty,  faith,  love,  are  roots,  and  ever  green. 
His  helmet  now  shall  make  a  hive  for  bees, 

And  lovers'  songx  be  turned  to  holy  psalms  ; 
A  man  at  arms  must  now  serve  on  his  knees, 

And  feed  on  prayers,  which  are  old  age's  alms. 

These,  I  say,  respected  our  friend,  wliatever  was  the  coat 
he  wore  ;  whereas,  among  the  Colonel's  own  kinsfolk,  dire  was 
the  dismay,  and  indignation  even,  which  they  expressed  when 
they  came  to  hear  of  this  what  tliey  were  pleased  to  call 
degradation  to  their  family.  Mrs.  Hobson  Newcome,  in  sub- 
sequent confidential  communication  with  the  writer  of  these 
memoirs,  improved  the  occasion  religiously  as  her  wont  was ; 
referred  the  matter  to  heaven  too,  and  thought  fit  to  assume 
that  the  celestial  powers  had  decreed  this  humiliation^  this 
dreadful  trial  for  the  Newcome  family,  as  a  warning  to  them 
all  that  they  should  not  be  too  much  puffed  up  witii  prosperity, 
nor  set  their  affections  too  much  upon  tilings  of  this  earth. 
Had  they  not  already  received  one  chastisement  in  IJariies' 
punishment,  and  Lady  Clara's  awful  falling  away  ?  They  had 
taught  her  a  lesson  whicii  the  Colonel's  lamentable  errors  had 
confirmed — the  vanity  of  trusting  in  all  eartlily  grandeurs  ! 
Thus  it  was  this  worthy  woman  j)lunu'd  herself,  as  it  were,  on 
her  relatives'  misfortunes  ;  and  was  pleased  to  think  the  latter 
were  desigiuul  for  the  special  warning  and  advantage  of  her 
private  family.  But  Mrs.  IIobs<»n's  philo.sophy  is  only  men- 
tioned by  the  way.  Our  story,  which  is  diawing  to  its  close, 
lias  to  busy  itself  witli  other  nirmbeis  of  the  iiouse  of  Tlie 
Newcomes. 

My  talic  with  P'lorac  h'lstcd  for  some  time  ;  at  its  close, 
when  we  went  to  join  the  la<lies  in  tlie  drawing  room,  wo 
found  Kthel  (cloaked  ami  sIiawkMl,  and  prepared  for  her  «l«'par- 
ture  with  her  young  ones,  wlio  weic  already  .islccp.  'l^he  little 
festival  was  over,  and  had  ended  in  melancholy — even  in 
weeping.  Onr  hostess  sat  in  her  .'iceuHtomed  seat  I»n  her  lani]> 
and  her  work-table  ;  but,  n<'glect  iiig  her  needle,  sin*  was  havinuf 
])erpetMal  recouise  to'  hei*  pocket  -  liandk<'r(diief,  atnl  uttering 
e j;icidat ions  of  pity  between  the  intervals  of  her  gushes  of 
tears.  Mtne.  <le  I'Morae  was  in  her  usual  place,  hi-r  i>ead  c:i-*l 
downward,  and  her  haiitls  folded.     My  wil'(>  was  at  lu  r  side, 
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a  grave  commiseration  showing  itself  in  Laura's  countenancSj 
while  I  read  a  yet  deeper  sadness  in  Ethel's  pale  face.  Miss 
Newcome's  carriage  bad  been  announced  ;  the  attendants  had 
already  carried  tlie  }' oung  ones  asleep  to  the  vehicle  ;  and  she 
was  in  the  act  of  taking  leave.  We  looked  round  at  this  dis- 
turbed  party,  guessing  very  likely  what  the  subject  of  their 
talk  had  been,  to  which,  however,  Miss  Ethel  did  not  allude  ; 
but,  announcing  that  she  had  intended  to  depart  without  dis- 
turbing the  two  gentlemen,  she  bade  us  farewell  and  good- 
night. 'I  wish  I  could  say  merr^^ Christmas,'  she  added  gravely, 
'but  none  of  us,  I  fear,  can  hope  for  that.'  It  was  evident 
that  Laura  had  told  the  last  chapter  of  the  Colonel's  story. 

Mme.  de  Florae  rose  up  and  embraced  Miss  Newcome  ; 
and,  that  farewell  over,  she  sank  back  on  the  sofa  exhausted, 
and  with  such  an  expression  of  affliction  in  her  countenance 
that  my  wife  ran  eagerly  toward  her.  *  It  is  nothing,  my 
dear,'  she  said,  giving  a  cold  hand  to  the  younger  lady,  and 
sat  silent  for  a  few  moments,  during  which  we  heard  Florae's 
voice  without,  crying  '  Adieu  ! '  and  the  wheels  of  Miss  New- 
come's  carriage  as  it  drove  away. 

Our  host  entered  a  moment  afterward  ;  and  remarking,  as 
Laura  had  done,  his  mother's  pallor  and  look  of  anguish,  went 
up  and  spoke  to  her  with  the  utmost  tenderness  and  anxiety. 

She  gave  her  hand  to  her  son,  and  a  faint  blush  rose  up  out 
of  the  past  as  it  were,  and  trembled  upon  her  wan  cheek. 
'  He  was  the  first  friend  I  ever  had  in  the  world,  Paul,'  she 
said;  *the  first  and  the  best.  He  shall  not  want;  shall  he, 
my  son  ? ' 

No  signs  of  that  emotion  in  which  her  daughter-in-law  had 
been  indulging  were  as  yet  visible  in  Mme.  de  Florae's  eyes  ; 
but,  as  she  spoke,  holding  her  son's  hand  in  hers,  the  tears  at 
length  overflowed  ;  and,  with  a  sob,  her  head  fell  forward. 
The  impetuous  Frenchman  flung  himself  on  his  knees  before 
his  mother,  uttered  a  hundred  words  of  love  and  respect  for 
her,  and  with  tears  and  sobs  of  his  own  called  God  to  witness 
that  their  friend  should  never  want.  And  so  this  mother  and 
son  embraced  each  other,  and  clung  together  in  a  sacred  union 
of  love  ;  before  which  we,  who  had  been  admitted  as  spectators 
of  that  scene,  stood  hushed  and  respectful. 

That  night  Laura  told  me  how,  when  the  ladies  left  us,  their 
talk  had  been  entirely  about  the  Colofiel  and  Clive.  Mme. 
de  Florae  had  spoken  especially,  and  much  more  freely  than 
was  her  wont.  She  had  told  many  reminiscences  of  Thonaas 
Newcome  and  his  early  days  ;  how  her  father  taught  him 
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mathematics  when  they  were  quite  poor,  and  living  in  their 
dear  little  cottage  at  Blackheath  ;  how  handsome  he  was 
then,  with  bright  eyes,  and  long  black  hair  flowing  over  hm 
shoulders  ;  how  military  glory  was  his  boyish  passion,  and  he 
was  forever  talking  of  India  and  the  famous  deeds  of  Clive 
and  Lawrence.  His  favorite  book  was  a  history  of  India — 
the  '  History  '  of  Orme.  '  He  read  it,  and  I  read  it  also,  my 
daughter,' the  French  lady  said,  turning  to  Ethel  ;  '  ah  !  I  may 
say  so  after  so  many  years.' 

Ethel  remembered  the  book  as  belonging  to  her  grand- 
mother, and  now  in  the  library  at  Newcome.  Doubtless  the 
same  sympathy  which  caused  me  to  speak  about  Thomas  New- 
come  that  evening  impelled  my  wife  likewise.  She  told  her 
friends,  as  I  had  told  Florae,  all  the  Colonel's  story  ;  and  it 
was  while  these  good  women  were  under  the  impression  of 
the  melancholy  history  that  Florae  and  his  guest  found  them. 

Retired  to  our  rooms,  Laura  and  I  talked  on  the  same  sub- 
ject until  the  clock  tolled  Christmas,  and  the  neighboring 
church  bells  rang  out  a  jubilation.  And,  looking  out  into  tlie 
quiet  night,  where  the  stars  were  keenly  shining,  we  committed 
ourselves  to  rest  with  humbled  hearts  ;  praying,  for  all  those 
we  loved,  a  blessing  of  peace  and  good  will. 

CHAPTER  LXXVIL 

THE  SHORTEST  AND  HAPPIEST  IN  THE  WHOLE  HISTORY. 

On  the  ensuing  Christmas  morning  I  chanced  to  rise 
betimes,  and,  entering  my  dressing  room,  opened  the  windows 
and  looked  out  on  the  soft  landscape,  over  wliich  mists  were 
•  still  lying  ;  while  the  serene  sky  above,  and  the  lawns  and 
',  leafless  woods  in  the  foreground  near,  were  still  pink  witii 
sunrise.  The  gray  had  not  even  left  the  west  yet,  and  I 
could  see  a  star  or  two  tumbling  tiiere,  to  vanish  with  that 
twilight. 

As  I  looked  out  I  saw  the  not  very  distant  lodge  gate  open 
after  a  brief  parley,  and  a  lad}'  on  liorseback,  followed  l>v  a 
servant,  rode  rapidly  iij)  to  the  house. 

This  early  visitor  was  no  other  than  Miss  Mtlul  Neweonif. 
The  young  h'ldy  espie*!  me  inunediately.  *  (\une  down  ;  muw 
down  to  me  this  nionient,  Mr.  Pendennis,' she  cried  out.  I 
hastened  down  to  her,  Hupp«»sin^  ri<;htly  that  news  of  impor- 
tance had  brought  her  to  Kosrbury  ho  early. 

The  news  was  of  importance  iiuloed.  '  Look  here  !  '  she 
Baid,  *  read  this  ; '  and  slie  took  a  paper  from  tiu'  pocki-t  of  lu  i 


764 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


habit.  *  When  I  went  liome  last  night,  after  Mrae.  de  Florae 
had  been  talking  to  us  about  Orme's  "India,"  I  took  the 
volumes  from  the  bookcase  and  found  this  paper.  It  is  in  my 
grandmother's — Mrs.  Newcome's — handwriting  ;  I  know  it 
quite  w^ell  ;  it  is  dated  on  the  very  day  of  her  death.  She  had 
been  writing  and  reading  in  her  study  on  that  very  night ;  I 
have  often  heard  papa  speak  of  the  circumstance.  Look  and 
read.  You  are  a  lawyer,  Mr.  Pendennis  ;  tell  me  about  this 
paper.' 

I  seized  it  eagerly,  and  cast  ray  eyes  over  it ;  but  having 
read  it,  my  countenance  fell. 

*  My  dear  Miss  Newcome,  it  is  not  worth  a  penny,'  I  was 
obliged  to  own. 

'  Yes,  it  is,  sir,  to  honest  people  ! '  she  cried  out.  *  My 
brother  and  uncle  will  respect  it  as  Mrs.  Newcome's  dying  wish. 
They  must  respect  it.' 

The  paper  in  question  was  a  letter  in  ink  that  had  grown 
yellow  from  time,  and  was  addressed  by  the  late  Mrs.  Newcome 
to  '  My  Dear  Mr.  Luce.' 

*  That  was  her  solicitor,  my  solicitor  still,'  interposes  Miss 
Ethel. 

The  Hbrmitage,  March  14,  182—. 

Mr  Dear  Mr.  Luce  [the  defunct  lady  wrote]  :  My  late  husband's  grandson  lias  been 
staying  with  me  lately,  and  is  a  most  pleasing,  handsome,  and  engaging  little  boy.  He 
bears  a  strong  likeness  to  his  grandfather,  I  think  ;  and  though  he  has  no  claims  upon 
me,  and  I  know  is  sufficiently  provided  for  by  his  father,  Lieutenant-Colonel  JNewcome, 
C.  B.,  of  the  East  India  Company's  Service,  I  am  sure  my  late  dear  husband  will  be 
pleased  that  I  should  leave  hit*  grandson,  Clive  Newcome.  a  token  of  peace  and  good- 
will;  and  I  can  do  so  with  the  more  readiness,  as  it  has  pleased  heaven  greatly  to 
increase  my  means  since  my  husband  was  called  away  lience. 

I  desire  to  bequeatit  a  sum  equal  to  that  which  Mr.  Newcome  willed  to  my  eldest 
«on,  Brian  Newcome,  Esq.,  to  Mr.  Newcome's  grandson,  Clive  Newcome  ;  and  further- 
more, that  a  token  of  my  esteem  and  affection,  a  ring,  or  a  piece  of  plate,  of  the  valne 
of  £100,  be  t^iven  to  Lieutenant-Colonel  Thomas  Newcome,  my  stepson,  whose  excel- 
lent conduct  for  many  years,  and  whose  repeated  acts  of  gallantry  in  the  service  of  his 
sovereign,  have  long  obliterated  the  just  feelings  of  displeasure  with  which  I  could  not 
but  view  early  disobedience  and  misbehavior,  before  he  quitted  England  against  my 
will,  and  entered  the  military  service. 

I  beg  you  to  prepare  immediately  a  codicil  to  my  will,  providing  for  the  above 
bequests  ;  and  desire  that  the  amount  of  these  legacies  should  be  taken  from  the 
property  bequeathed  to  my  eldest  son.  You  will  be  so  good  as  to  prepare  the  necessary 
document,  and  bring  it  with  you  when  yiu  come,  on  Saturday,  to 

Yours  very  truly, 

Tuesday  night.  Sophia  Alethea  Newcome. 

I  gave  back  the  paper  with  a  sigh  to  the  finder.  *  It  is  but 
a  wish  of  Mrs.  Newcome,  my  dear  Miss  Ethel,'  I  said.  '  Per- 
don  me  if  I  say  I  think  I  know  your  elder  brother  too  well  to 
suppose  that  he  wdll  fulfill  it.' 

*  He  will  fulfill  it,  sir,  I  am  sure  he  will,'  Miss  Newcome  said, 
in  a  haughty  manner.  '  He  -would  do  as  much  without  being 
asked,  I  am  certain  he  would,  did  he  know  the  depth  of  my 
dear  uncle's  misfortune.    Barnes  is  in  London  now,  and  ' 
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*And  you  will  write  bim  ?  I  know  what  the  answer  will 
be.' 

*  I  will  go  to  him  this  very  day,  Mr.  Pendennis  !  I  will  go 
to  my  dear,  dear  uncle.  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of  him  in  that 
place,'  cried  the  young  lady,  the  tears  starting  into  her  eyes. 
^  It  was  the  will  of  heaven.  Oh,  God  be  thanked  for  it  !  Had 
we  found  my  grandmamma's  letter  earlier,  Barnes  would  have 
paid  the  legacy  immediately,  and  the  money  would  have  gone 
in  that  dreadful  bankruptcy.  I  will  go  to  Barnes  to-day. 
Will  you  come  with  me  ?  Won't  you  come  to  your  old 
friends  ?  We  may  be  at  his — at  Clive's  house  this  evening  ; 
and  oh,  praise  be  to  God  !  there  need  be  no  more  want  in  his 
family.' 

'  My  dear  friend,  I  will  go  with  you  round  the  world  on  such, 
an  errand,'  I  said,  kissing  her  hand.  How  beautiful  she  looked  ! 
the  generous  color  rose  in  her  face, her  voice  thrilled  with  hap- 
piness. The  music  of  Christmas  church  bells  leaped  up  at  this 
moment  with  joyful  gratulations  ;  the  face  of  the  old  house, 
before  which  we  stood  talking,  shone  out  in  the  morning  sun. 

*  You  will  come  ?  thank  you  !  I  must  run  and  tell  Mme. 
de  Florae,'  cried  the  happy  young  lady,  and  we  entered  the 
house  together.  '  How  came  you  to  be  kissing  Ethel's  hand, 
sir  ;  and  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  early  visit  ? '  asks  Mrs. 
Laura,  as  soon  as  I  had  returned  to  my  own  apartments. 

'  Martha,  get  me  a  carpet-bag  !  I  am  going  to  London  in 
an  hour,'  cries  Mr.  Pendennis.  If  I  had  kissed  Ethel's  hand 
just  now,  delighted  at  the  news  which  she  brought  to  me,  was 
not  one  a  thousand  times  dearer  to  me  as  hapj)y  as  her  friend  ! 
I  know  who  prayed  with  a  thankful  heart  that  day  as  wo  sped, 
in  the  almost  solitary  train,  toward  London. 

CHAPTER  LXXVin. 

TN  WHICH  THE   AUTHOR  r.OES  ON    A    IM.KASANT  ERHAND. 

Before  I  ])arted  with  IMiss  Neweonu-  at  tho  station,  she 
iiiadc^  me  promise  to  see  iier  on  tiie  morrow  at  an  early  hour  at 
her  brother's  house  ;  and  liaving  bi(l<loi»  her  farewell  and 
repaired  to  my  own  solitary  residence,  wliieh  pri'si  nted  but  a 
<lreary  aspect  on  that  festive  dav,  I  thougiit  I  wouM  pay  How- 
lantl  Street  a  visit  ;  and,  if  invited,  oat  my  Christmas  «liniier 
with  ('live. 

I  foun<l  my  friend  at  home,  and  at  work  still,  in  spite  of  tin* 
<lay.  He  had  pronnsi'd  a  pair  of  pictures  to  a  dealer  for  tlio 
morrow.     'He  pays  me  j)rctty  well,  and  1  want  all  the  money 
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he  will  [give  me,  Pen,'  the  painter  said,  rubbing  on  at  his 
canvas.  *  I  am  pretty  easy  in  my  mind  since  I  have  become 
acquainted  with  a  virtuous  dealer.  I  sell  myself  to  him,  body 
and  soul,  for  some  half-dozen  pounds  a  week.  I  know  I  can 
get  my  money,  and  he  is  regularly  supplied  with  his  pictures. 
But  for  Rosey's  illness  we  might  carry  on  well  enough.' 

Rosey's  illness?  I  was  sorry  to  hear  of  that  :  and  poor 
Clive,  entering  into  particulars,  told  me  how  he  had  spent  upon 
doctors  rather  more  than  a  fourth  of  his  year's  earnings. 
*  There  is  a  solemn  fellow,  to  whom  the  women  have  taken  a 
fancy,  who  lives  but  a  few  doors  off  in  Gower  Street ;  and  who, 
for  his  last  sixteen  visits,  has  taken  sixteen  pounds  sixteen 
shillings  out  of  my  pocket  with  the  most  admirable  gravity,  and 
as  if  the  guineas  grew  there.  He  talks  the  fashions  to  my 
mother-in-law.  My  poor  wife  hangs  on  every  word  he  says — 
Look  !  There  is  the  carriage  coming  up  now  !  and  there  is  his 
fee,  confound  him  ! '  says  Clive,  casting  a  rueful  look  toward 
a  little  packet  lying  upon  the  mantel-piece,  by  the  side  of  that 
skinned  figure  in  plaster  of  Paris  which  we  have  seen  in  most 
studios. 

I  looked  out  of  window  and  saw  a  certain  Fashionable  Doc- 
tor tripping  out  of  his  chariot  ;  that  Ladies'  Delight,  who  has 
subsequently  migrated  from  Bloomsbury  to  Belgravia  ;  and 
who  has  his  polite  foot  now  in  a  thousand  nurseries  and  bou- 
doirs. What  confessors  were  in  old  times,  Quackenboss  and 
his  like  are  in  our  Protestant  country.  What  secrets  they 
know  !  into  what  mystic  chamber  do  they  not  enter  !  I  sup- 
pose the  Campaigner  made  a  special  toilet  to  receive  her 
fashionable  friend,  for  that  lady,  attired  in  considerable  splen- 
dor, and  with  the  precious  jewel  on  her  head,  which  I  remem- 
bered at  Boulogne,  came  into  the  studio  two  minutes  after  the 
Doctor's  visit  was  announced  ;  and  made  him  a  low  courtesy. 
I  cannot  describe  the  overpowering  civilities  of  that  woman. 

Clive  was  very  gracious  and  humble  to  her.  He  adopted  a 
lively  air  in  addressing  her.  *  Must  work,  you  know,  Christmas 
Day  and  all — for  the  owner  of  the  pictures  will  call  for  them  in 
the  morning.  Bring  me  a  good  report  about  Rosey,  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie, please — and  if  you  will  have  the  kindness  to  look  by  the 
^corche  there,  you  will  see  that  little  packet  which  I  have  left 
for  you,'  Mrs.  Mack,  advancing,  took  the  money.  I  thought 
that  plaster  of  Paris  figure  was  not  the  only  'ecorche  in  the  room. 

*  I  want  you  to  stay  to  dinner.  You  must  stay,  Pen,  please,' 
cried  Clive  ;  *  and  be  civil  to  her,  will  you  ?  My  dear  old 
father  is  coming  to  dine  here.   They  fancy  that  he  has  lodgings 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


767 


at  the  other  end  of  the  town,  and  that  his  brothers  do  some- 
thing for  him.  Not  a  word  about  Grey  Friars.  It  might  agi- 
tate Rosey,  you  know.  Ah  !  isn't  he  noble,  the  dear  old  boy  ! 
and  isn't  it  fine  to  see  him  in  that  place  ?  '  Clive  worked  on  as 
he  talked,  using  up  the  last  remnant  of  the  light  of  Christmas 
Day,  and  was  cleaning  his  palette  and  brushes,  when  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  returned  to  us. 

Darling  Rosey  was  very  delicate,  but  Dr.  Quackenboss  was 
going  to  give  her  the  very  same  medicine  which  had  done  the 
charming  young  Duchess  of  Clackmannanshire  so  much  good, 
and  he  was  not  in  the  least  disquiet. 

On  this  I  cut  into  the  conversation  with  anecdotes  concern- 
ing the  family  of  the  Duchess  of  Clackmannanshire,  remember- 
ing early  days,  when  it  used  to  be  my  sport  to  entertain  the 
Campaigner  with  anecdotes  of  the  aristocracy,  about  whose 
proceedings  she  still  maintained  a  laudable  curiosity.  Indeed, 
one  of  the  few  books  escaped  out  of  tlie  wreck  of  Tyburn 
Gardens  was  a  '  Peerage,'  now  a  well-worn  volume,  much  read 
by  Rosey  and  her  mother. 

The  anecdotes  were  very  politely  received — perhaps  it  was 
the  season  which  made  Mrs.  Mack  and  son-in-law  on  more  than 
ordinarily  good  terms.  When,  turning  to  the  Campaigner, 
Clive  said  he  wished  that  she  could  persuade  me  to  stay  to 
dinner,  she  acquiesced  graciously  and  at  once  in  that  proposal, 
and  vowed  that  her  daughter  would  be  deliglited  if  I  could  con- 
descend to  eat  their  humble  fare.  '  It  is  not  such  a  dinner  as 
you  have  seen  at  lier  house,  with  six  side  dishes,  two  thinks, 
that  splendid  epergne,  and  the  silver  dishes  lop  and  botloni  ; 
but  su(;h  as  my  Rosey  has  she  offers  with  a  willing  hearty  cries 
the  Campaign(!r. 

'And  Tom  may  sit  to  dinner,  mayn't  he,  gramlnianinia  ?  ' 
asks  Clive,  in  a  Innnhle  voice. 

*  Oh,  if  you  wish  it,  sir.' 

*  Ilis  grandfather  will  like  to  sit  hy  him,' said  (Mive.  'T 
will  ^o  out  and  nu'ct  him  ;  he  conu  s  I hrou^h  (Juildford  Stm  t 
and  Russell  Scpiare,'  says  Clive.    '  Will  you  walk,  Vvw  ?  ' 

'  Oh,  pray  don't  let  //.v  detain  you,'  says  Mrs.  Mackenzie, 
with  a  toss  of  her  liea<l  ;  and  when  she  retreated  (Mive  whis- 
j)ered  that  she;  w<Mild  not  want  \nv  ;  for  she  hxtked  to  th»» 
roasting  of  the  beef,  and  the  making  of  the  pU(Ming  an<I  the 
mince  pie. 

'  I  tliou<^ht  she  mi<4ht  have  a  (in^  r  in  it,'  I  sai*!  ;  and  wo 
set  forth  to  meet  the  dear  old  fat  lu  r,  who  presently  eanie,  walk- 
ing very  slowly,  along  the  line  by  which  \\v  expected  Www.  IliM 
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stick  trembled  as  it  fell  on  the  pavement  ;  so  did  bis  voice,  as 
he  called  out  Olive's  name  :  so  did  his  hand,  as  he  stretched 
it  to  me.  His  body  was  bent  and  feeble.  Twenty  years  had 
not  weakened  him  so  much  as  the  last  score  of  months.  I 
walked  by  the  side  of  my  two  friends  as  they  went  onward, 
linked  lovingly  together.  How  1  longed  for  the  morrow,  and 
hoped  they  might  be  united  once  more  !  Thomas  Newcomers 
voice,  once  so  grave,  went  up  to  a  treble,  and  became  almost 
childish,  as  he  asked  after  Boy.  His  white  liair  hung  over  his 
collar.  I  could  see  it  by  the  gas  under  which  we  walked — and 
Olive's  great  back  and  arm,  as  his  father  leaned  on  it,  and  his 
brave  face  turned  toward  tlie  old  man,  O  Barnes  Newcome, 
Barnes  Newcome  !  Be  an  honest  man  for  once,  and  help  your 
kinsfolk !  thought  I. 

The  Ohristmas  meal  went  off  in  a  friendly  manner  enough. 
The  Oampaigner's  eyes  were  everywhere  :  it  was  evident  that 
the  little  maid  who  served  the  dinner,  and  had  cooked  a  por- 
tion of  it  under  their  keen  supervision,  cowered  under  them,  as 
well  as  other  folks.  Mrs.  Mack  did  not  make  more  than  ten 
allusions  to  former  splendors  during  the  entertainment,  or  half 
as  many  apologies  to  me  for  sitting  down  to  a  table  very  dif- 
ferent from  that  to  which  I  was  accustomed.  Good,  faithful 
F.  Bayham  was  the  only  other  guest.  He  complimented  the 
mince  pies,  so  that  Mrs.  Mackenzie  owned  she  liad  made  them. 
The  Oolonel  was  very  silent,  but  he  tried  to  feed  Bo}^,  and  was 
only  once  or  twice  sternly  corrected  by  the  Oampaigner.  Boy, 
in  the  best  little  words  he  could  muster,  asked  why  grandpapa 
wore  a  black  cloak  ?  Olive  nudged  m}^  foot  under  the  table. 
The  secret  of  the  Poor  Brothership  was  very  nearly  out.  The 
Oolonel  blushed,  and  w^itli  great  presence  of  mind  said  he  wore 
a  cloak  to  keep  him  warm  in  winter. 

Rosey  did  not  say  much.  She  had  grown  lean  and  languid ; 
the  light  of  her  eyes  had  gone  out  ;  all  her  pretty  freshness 
had  faded.  She  ate  scarce  anything,  though  her  mother 
pressed  her  eagerly,  and  whispered  loudly  that  a  woman  in 
her  situation  ought  to  strengthen  herself.  Poor  Rosey  was 
always  in  a  situation. 

When  the  cloth  was  withdrawn,  the  Oolonel  bending  his 
head  said,  *  Thank  God  for  what  we  have  received,'  so  rever- 
ently, and  with  an  accent  so  touching,  that  Fred.  Bayham's  big 
eyes  as  he  turned  toward  the  old  man  filled  up  with  tears. 
When  his  mother  and  grandmother  rose  to  go  away,  poor  little 
Boy  cried  to  stay  longer,  and  the  Oolonel  would  have  meekly 
interposed,  but  the  domineering  Oampaigner  cried, '  Nonsense, 
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let  him  go  to  bed  !'  and  flounced  him  out  of  the  room  ;  and 
nobody  appealed  against  that  sentence.  Then  we  four  re- 
mained, and  strove  to  talk  as  cheerfully  as  we  might,  speaking 
now  of  old  times,  and  present!}^  of  new.  Without  the  slightest 
affectation,  Thomas  Newcome  told  us  that  his  life  was  com- 
fortable, and  that  he  was  happy  in  it.  He  wished  that  many 
others  of  the  old  gentlemen,  he  said,  were  as  contented  as  him- 
self, but  some  of  them  grumbled  sadly,  he  owned,  and  quar- 
reled with  their  bread  and  butter.  He,  for  his  part,  hadevery- 
tliing  he  could  desire  :  all  the  officers  of  the  establishment 
were  most  kind  to  him  ;  an  excellent  physician  came  to  him 
when  wanted  ;  a  most  attentive  woman  waited  on  him.  'And 
if  I  wear  a  black  gown,'  said  he,  '  is  not  that  uniform  as  good 
as  another?  and  if  we  have  to  go  to  church  every  day,  at 
which  some  of  the  Poor  Brothers  grumble,  I  think  an  old  fel- 
low can't  do  better  ;  and  I  can  say  my  prayers  with  a  thank- 
ful heart,  Clivy,  my  boy,  and  should  be  quite  happy  but  for 
my — for  my — for  my  past  imprudence,  God  forgive  me. 
Think  of  Bayham  here  coming  to  our  chapel  to-day — he  often 
comes — that  was  very  right,  sir — very  right.' 

Clive,  filling  a  glass  of  wine,  looked  at  F.  B.  with  eyes  that 
said,  '  God  bless  3'ou.'  F.  B.  gulped  down  another  bun^per. 
*  It  is  almost  a  merr}''  Christmas,'  said  I  ;  '  and  oh,  I  hope  it 
will  be  a  happy  New  Year !  ' 

Shortly  after  nine  o'clock  the  Colonel  rose  to  depart,  saying 
lie  must  be  '  in  barracks,'  by  ten  ;  and  (^live  and  F.  B.  went 
a  part  of  the  way  with  hini,  I  would  have  followed  them, 
but  Clive  whispered  me  to  stay,  and  talk  to  Mrs.  Mack,  for 
Heaven's  sake,  and  that  he  would  be  l):H'k  ere  long.  So  I  went 
and  took  tea  with  the  two  ladies  •  and  as  we  drank  it,  INIrs. 
Mackenzie  took  occasion  to  tell  me  she  did  not  know  what 
amount  of  income  the  Colonel  ha<l  from  his  irealthij  hrotfu'}\ 
but  tliat  t/uy  never  received  any  brncfit  from  it,  ;  and  again 
she  cornputcMl  to  me  all  the  sunis,  principal  and  interest,  which 
ought  at  that  moment  to  belong  to  her  darling  Rosey.  Rosoy 
now  and  .again  made  a  feeble  remark.  She  di<l  not  set>ni 
pleased  or  sorry  wlu'ti  her  husband  <  :une  in  ;  and  pn'St'Utlv, 
droj)|»ing  nu)  a  little  eourt.esy,  went  td  lied  under  charge  of  the 
Campaigner.  So  liayhani,  \\\u\  1,  .iii.l  Clive  retired  t»)  the 
fltiidio,  where  sriHikinix  was  allowed,  :in<l  w  her*-  we  l)ri>uglit 
that  (yMiristmas  Day  to  an  end. 

At  the  app<»inted  time  <»n  the  next  forentton  I  called  upon 
Miss  Newcome  at  her  brother's  li.»uHe.  Sir  Hurnes  Newconio 
was  quittitighis  own<lo<»r  as  I  t  ntered  it,  and  lie  «  yeii  me  n\  it h 
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such  a  severe  countenance  as  made  me  augur  but  ill  of  the 
business  upon  which  I  came.  The  expression  of  Ethel's  face 
was  scarcely  more  cheering  :  she  was  standing  at  the  window, 
sternly  looking  at  Sir  Barnes,  who  yet  lingered  at  his  own 
threshold,  having  some  altercation  with  his  cab-boy  ere  he 
mounted  his  vehicle  to  drive  into  the  Cit3\ 

Miss  Newcome  was  very  pale  when  she  advanced  and  gave 
me  her  hand.  I  looked  with  some  alarm  into  her  face,  and 
inquired  what  news. 

*  It  is  as  you  expected,  Mr.  Pendennis,'  she  said — '  not  as  I 
did.  My  brother  is  averse  to  making  restitution.  He  just 
now  parted  from  me  in  some  anger.  But  it  does  not  matter  ; 
the  restitution  must  be  made,  if  not  by  Barnes,  by  one  of  our 
family — must  it  not  ? ' 

*  God  bless  you  for  a  noble  creature,  my  dear,  dear  Miss 
Nevvcome  !  '  was  all  I  could  say. 

*  For  doing  what  is  right  ?  Ought  I  not  to  do  it  ?  I  am 
the  eldest  of  our  family  after  Barnes  ;  I  am  the  richest  after 
him.  Our  father  left  all  his  younger  children  the  very  sum  of 
money  which  Mrs.  Newcome  here  devises  to  Clive  ;  and  3''0u 
know,  besides,  I  have  all  my  grandmother's,  Lady  Kew's  prop- 
erty. Why,  I  don't  think  I  could  sleep  if  this  act  of  justice 
were  not  done.  Will  you  come  with  me  to  my  lawyer's  ?  He 
and  my  brother  Barnes  are  trustees  of  my  property  ;  and  I 
have  been  thinking,  dear  Mr.  Pendennis— and  you  are  very 
good  to  be  so  kind,  and  to  express  so  kind  an  opinion  of  me, 
and  you  and  Laura  have  always,  always  been  the  best  friends 
to  me  ' — (she  says  this,  taking  one  of  my  hands  and  placing 
her  other  hand  over  it) — '  I  have  been  thinking,  you  know, 
that  this  transfer  had  better  be  made  through  Mr.  Luce,  you 
understand,  and  as  coming  from  the  family,  and  then  I  need 
not  appear  in  it  at  all,  you  see ;  and — and  my  dear  good  uncle's 
pride  need  not  be  wounded.'  She  fairly  gave  way  to  tears  as 
she  spoke — and  for  me,  I  longed  to  kiss  the  hem  of  her  robe, 
or  anything  else  she  would  let  me  embrace,  I  was  so  happy,  and 
so  touched  by  the  simple  demeanor  and  affection  of  the  noble 
young  lady. 

*  Dear  Ethel,'  I  said,  *  did  I  not  say  I  would  go  to  the  end 
of  the  world  with  you — and  won't  I  go  to  Lincoln's  Inn  ? ' 

A  cab  was  straightway  sent  for,  and  in  another  half -hour  we 
were  in  the  presence  of  the  courtly  little  old  Mr.  Luce,  in  his 
chambers  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields. 

He  knew  the  late  Mrs.  Newcome's  handwriting  at  once.  He 
remembered  having  seen  the  little  boy  at  the  Hermitage,  had 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


talked  with  Mr.  Newcome  regarding  his  son  in  India,  and  had 
even  encouraged  Mrs.  Newcome  in  her  idea  of  leaving  some 
token  of  good  will  to  the  latter.  *  I  was  to  have  dined  with 
your  grandmamma  on  the  Saturday,  with  my  poor  wife.  Why, 
bless  my  soul !  I  remember  the  circumstance  perfectly  well, 
my  dear  young  lady.  There  can't  be  a  doubt  about  the  letter, 
but  of  course  the  bequest  is  no  bequest  at  all,  and  Colonel 
Newcome  has  behaved  so  ill  to  your  brother  that  I  suppose  Sir 
Barnes  will  not  go  out  of  his  way  to  benefit  the  Colonel.' 

*  What  would  you  do,  Mr.  Luce  ? '  asks  the  young  lady. 

*  Hm  !  And  pray  why  should  I  tell  you  what  I  should  do 
under  such  circumstances  ? '  replied  the  little  lawyer.  '  Upon 
my  word.  Miss  Newcome,  I  think  I  should  leave  matters  as 
they  stand.  Sir  Barnes  and  I,  you  are  aware,  are  not  the  very 
bestof  friends — as  your  father's,  yourgrandmother's  old  friend 
and  adviser,  and  your  own  too,  my  dear  young  lady,  I  and  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  remain  on  civil  terms.  But  neither  is  over- 
much pleased  with  the  other,  to  saj''  the  truth  ;  and,  at  any 
rate,  I  cannot  be  accused — nor  can  anj^one  else  that  I  know  of 
— of  being  a  very  warm  partisan  of  your  brother's.  But  can- 
didly, were  his  case  mine — had  I  a  relation  who  called  me 
unpleasant  names,  and  threatened  me  I  don't  know  witli  what, 
with  sword  and  pistol — wliohad  put  me  to  five  or  six  thousand 
pounds'  expense  in  contesting  an  election  which  I  h.id  lost — 
I  should  give  him,  I  think,  no  more  than  the  law  obliged  me 
to  give  him  ;  and  that  my  dear  Miss  Newcome,  is  not  one 
farthing.' 

*  I  am  very  glad  you  say  so,'  said  Miss  Newcome,  rather  to 
my  astonishment. 

*  Of  course,  my  dear  young  lad}'  ;  an<l  so  you  need  not  be 
alarmed  at  showing  your  brotlier  this  document.  Is  not  that 
the  point  about  which  3'ou  canie  to  consult  me  ?  You  wislicd 
that  I  should  j)repar(^  him  for  the  awful  disclosure,  di«l  you  not? 
You  know,  pcihaps,  that  he  docs  not  like  to  part  with  his 
money,  an«l  thouglit  the  Mppearaiice  of  this  not*'  mi^ht  ;igit:»te 
him  ?  It  has  been  a  long  time  coming  to  his  ad<li'»'8s,  hut 
nothing  can  be  <lon(',  don't  you  see?  and  he  sure  Sir  IJarneH 
NewcoiiM'  will  not  he  the;  least  agitateti  when  I  tell  \\'\in  its 
contents,' 

*  I  mean  I  am  very  ghul  you  think  u\y  l)rother  is  not  called 
npoii  to  olx'V  Mrs.  ]S'e\\ come's  w  ishes,  hee.iuse  1  nerd  not  think 
so  hai'dly  ol'  him  as  1  was  disposed  to  do,'  .Miss  Neweotne  sai<i. 
*I  showed  him  the  paper  this  morning,  and  he  repelled  it  with 
scorn  ;  and  not  kind  words  passt  d  between  us,  Mt    l.uee,  ami 
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unkind  thoughts  remained  in  my  mind.  But  if  he,  you  think, 
is  justified,  it  is  I  who  have  been  in  the  wrong  for  sajdng  that 
he  was  self — for  upbraiding  him  as  I  own  I  did.' 

'  You  called' him  selfish  !  You  had  words  with  him  !  Such 
things  have  happened  before,  my  dear  Miss  Newcome,  in  the 
best  regulated  families.' 

'But  if  he  is  not  wrong,  sir,  holding  his  opinions,  surely  I 
should  be  wrong,  sir,  with  mine,  not  to  do  as  my  conscience 
tells  me  ;  and  having  found  this  paper  only  yesterday  at  New- 
come,  in  the  library  there,  in  one  of  my  grandmother's  books,  I 
consulted  with  this  gentleman,  the  husband  of  my  dearest 
friend,  Mrs.  Pendennis— the  most  intimate  friend  of  my  uncle 
and  cousin  Clive  ;  and  I  wish,  and  I  desire  and  insist,  that  my 
share  of  what  my  poor  father  left  us  girls  should  be  given 
to  my  cousin,  Mr.  Clive  Newcome,  in  accordance  with  my 
grandmother's  dying  wishes.' 

*  My  dear,  you  gave  away  your  portion  to  your  brothers 
and  sisters  ever  so  long  ago  ! '  cried  the  lawyer. 

*I  desire,  sir,  that  six  thousand  pounds  may  be  given  to  my 
cousin,'  Miss  Newcome  said,  blushing  deeply.  *  My  dear  uncle, 
the  best  man  in  the  world,  whom  I  love  with  all  my  heart,  sir, 
is  in  the  most  dreadful  poverty.  Do  you  know  where  he  is, 
sir  ?  My  dear,  kind,  generous  uncle  ! ' — and  kindling  as  she 
spoke,  and  with  eyes  beaming  a  bright  kindness,  and  flushing 
cheeks,  and  a  voice  that  thrilled  to  the  heart  of  those  two  who 
heard  her,  Miss  Newcome  went  on  to  tell  Of  her  uncle's  and 
cousin's  misfortunes,  and  of  her  wish,  under  God,  to  relieve 
them.  I  see  before  me  now  the  figure  of  the  noble  girl  as  she 
speaks  ;  the  pleased  little  old  lawyer,  bobbing  his  white  head, 
looking  up  at  her  with  his  twinkling  eyes — patting  his  knees, 
patting  his  snuff-box — as  he  sits  before  his  tapes  and  his  deeds, 
surrounded  by  a  great  background  of  tin  boxes. 

*  And  I  understand  you  want  this  money  paid  as  coming 
from  the  family,  and  not  from  Miss  Newcome  ? '  says  Mr. 
Luce. 

*  Coming  from  the  family — exactly ' — answers  Miss  New- 
come. 

Ml'.  Luce  rose  up  from  his  old  chair — his  worn-out  old 
horse-hair  chair — where  he  had  sat  for  half  a  century  and  lis- 
tened to  many  a  speaker  very  different  from  this  one.  '  Mr, 
Pendennis,'  he  said,  '  I  envy  you  your  journey  along  with  this 
young  lady.  I  envy  you  the  good  news  you  are  going  to  carry 
to  your  friends — and  Miss  Newcome,  as  I  am  an  old — old  gen- 
tleman who  have  known  your  family  these  sixty  years,  and  saw 
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your  father  in  his  long  clothes,  may  I  tell  you  how  heartily  and 
sincerely  I — I  love  and  respect  3'ou,  my  dear  ?  When  should 
you  wish  Mr.  Clive  Newcome  to  have  his  legacy  ? ' 

'  I  tliink  I  should  like  Mr,  Pendennis  to  liave  it  this  instant, 
Mr.  Luce,  please,'  said  the  young  lady — and  her  veil  dropped 
over  her  face  as  she  bent  her  head  down,  and  clasped  her 
hands  together  for  a  moment,  as  if  she  were  praying. 

Mr.  Luce  laughed  at  her  impetuosity  ;  but  said  that  if  she 
was  bent  upon  having  the  money,  it  was  at  her  instant  service  ; 
and,  before  we  left  the  room,  Mr.  Luce  prepared  a  letter, 
addressed  to  Clive  Newcome,  Esquire,  in  which  he  stated  that 
among  the  books  of  the  late  Mrs.  Newcome  a  paper  had  only 
just  been  found,  of  which  a  copy  was  inclosed,  and  that  the 
family  of  the  late  Sir  Brian  Newcome,  desirous  to  do  honor  to 
the  wishes  of  the  late  Mrs.  Newcome,  had  placed  the  sum  of 

six  thousand  pounds  at  the  bank  of  Messrs.  H.  W  ,  at  the 

disposal  of  Mr.  Clive  Newcome,  of  whom  'Mr.  Luce  bad  the 
honor  to  sign  himself  the  most  obedient  servant,  etc.  And,  the 
letter  approved  and  copied,  Mr.  Luce  said  Mr.  Pendennis  might 
be  the  postman  thereof,  if  Miss  Newcome  so  willed  it ;  and,  with 
this  document  in  my  pocket,  I  quitted  the  lawyer's  chambers, 
with  my  good  and  beautiful  young  companion. 

Our  cab  liad  been  waiting  several  hours  in  Lincoln's  Lin 
Fields,  and  I  asked  Miss  Ethel  whither  I  now  should  conduct 
her? 

'  Where  is  Grey  Friars  ?  '  slie  said.  *  Mayn't  I  go  to  see 
my  uncle  ? ' 

CHAPTER  LXXIX. 

IN  WHICH  OLD   FRIENDS  COME  TOGETHER. 

We  made  tho  ascent  of  Snowhill,  we  passed  by  the  miry 
pens  of  Sniitlificld  ;  we  travel  through  the  street  of  St.  .Tolni, 
and  })re8ently  reach  the  ancient  gateway  in  Cistercian  S(juare 
where  lies  the  old  Hospital  of  Grey  Friars.  I  passed  through 
the  gate,  my  fair  young  companion  on  my  arm,  and  made  my 
way  to  the  rooms  occupied  l»y  IJrotlier  Newcome. 

As  we  traverNcd  tlie  c(Mnt  the  Voor  Brothers  were  connng 
from  dinner.  A  couple  of  score,  or  more,  of  old  genllemen  in 
black  gowns  isHued  from  tlic  door  of  tlu-ir  rcft-ctorv  and  sep- 
arated over  the  court,  betaking  themsi-lves  to  their  chambers. 
Ethel's  arm  tremble<l  under  mine  as  she  looked  at  one  and 
another,  expecting  to  behold  Iwr  dear  uneli-'s  familiar  featureH. 
l^ut  he  was  not  among  t  he  l»rt  t hren.     We  went  to  his  chamber^ 
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of  which  the  door  was  open  ;  a  female  attendant  was  arranging 
tlie  room  ;  she  told  us  Colonel  Newcome  was  out  for  the  day, 
and  thus  our  journey  had  been  made  in  vain. 

Ethel  went  round  the  apartment  and  surveyed  its  simple 
decorations  ;  she  looked  at  the  pictures  of  Clive  and  his  boy  ; 
the  two  sabers  crossed  over  the  mantel- piece,  the  Bible  laid 
on  the  table,  by  the  old  latticed  window.  She  walked  slowly 
up  to  the  humble  bed,  and  sat  down  on  a  chair  near  it.  No 
doubt  her  heart  prayed  for  him  who  slept  there  ;  she  turned 
round  where  his  black  Pensioner's  cloak  was  hanging  on  the 
wall,  and  lifted  up  the  homely  garment,  and  kissed  it.  The 
servant  looked  on,  admiring,  I  should  think,  her  melancholy 
and  her  gracious  beauty.  1  whispered  to  the  woman  that  the 
young  lady  was  the  Colonel's  niece.  *  He  has  a  son  who  comes 
here,  and  is  very  handsome,  too,'  said  the  attendant. 

The  two  women  spoke  together  for  a  while.  *  Oh,  miss  ! ' 
cried  the  elder  and  humbler,  evidently  astonished  at  some 
gratuity  which  Miss  Newcome  bestowed  upon  her,  *I  didn't 
want  this  to  be  good  to  him.  Everybody  here  loves  him  for 
himself  ;  and  I  would  sit  up  for  him  for  weeks — that  I  would.' 

My  companion  took  a  pencil  from  her  bag  and  wrote  *  Ethel ' 
on  a  piece  of  paper,  and  laid  the  paper  on  the  Bible.  Dark- 
ness had  again  fallen  by  this  time  ;  feeble  lights  were  twin- 
kling in  the  chamber  windows  of  the  Poor  Brethren,  as  we 
issued  into  the  courts — feeble  lights  illumining  a  dim,  gray, 
melancholy  old  scene.  Many  a  career,  once  bright,  was  flick- 
ering out  here  in  the  darkness  ;  many  a  night  was  closing  in. 
We  went  away  silently  from  that  quiet  place  ;  and  in  another 
minute  were  in  the  flare  and  din  and  tumult  of  London. 

*  The  Colonel  is  most  likely  gone  to  Clive's,'  I  said.  *  Would 
notMiss  Newcome  follow  him  thither  ? '  We  consulted  whether 
she  should  go.  She  took  heart  and  said  *  Yes.'  *  Drive,  cab- 
man, to  Howland  Street  ! '  The  horse  was,  no  doubt,  tired, 
for  the  journey  seemed  extraordinarily  long.  I  think  neither  of 
us  spoke  a  word  on  the  way. 

I  ran  upstairs  to  prepare  our  friend  for  the  visit.  Clive, 
his  wife,  his  father,  and  his  mother-in-law  were  seated  by  a  dim 
light  in  Mrs.  Clive's  sitting  room.  Rosey  on  the  sofa,  as 
usual ;  the  little  boy  on  his  grandfather's  knees. 

I  hardly  made  a  bow  to  the  ladies,  so  eager  was  I  to  com- 
municate with  Colonel  Newcome.  *I  have  just  been  to  your 
quarters  at  Grey  Friars,  sir,'  said  I.    'That  is  ' 

*  You  have  been  to  the  Hospital,  sir !  You  need  not  be 
ashamed  to  mention  it,  as  Colonel  Newcome  is  not  ashamed 
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to  go  there,''  cried  out  the  Campaigner.  *  Pray  speak  in  your 
own  language,  Clive,  unless  there  is  something  not  Jit  for  ladies 
to  hear.'  Clive  was  growling  out  to  me  in  German  tliat  there 
had  just  been  a  terrible  scene,  his  father  having,  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  previously,  let  slip  the  secret  about  Grey  Friars. 

*  Say  at  once,  Clive  ! '  the  Campaigner  cried,  rising  in  her 
might,  and  extending  a  great  strong  arm  over  her  helpless 
child,  *  that  Colonel  Newcome  owns  that  he  has  gone  to  live 
as  a  pauper  in  a  hospital  !  He  who  has  squandered  his  own 
money — he  who  has  squandered  ray  money — he  who  has 
squandered  the  money  of  that  darling  helpless  child — compose 
yourself,  Rose}^  my  love  ! — has  completed  the  disgrace  of  the 
family  by  his  present  mean  and  unworthy — yes,  I  say  mean 
and  unworthi/  and  degraded cor\diW.Q,t.  Oh,  my  child,  my  blessed 
child  !  to  think  that  your  husband's  father  should  have  come 
to  a  workhouse  ! '  While  this  maternal  agony  bursts  over  her, 
Rosey,  on  the  sofa,  bleats  and  whimpers  among  the  faded 
chintz  cushions. 

I  took  Clive's  hand,  which  was  cast  up  to  his  head,  striking 
his  forehead  with  mad,  impotent  rage,  while  this  fiend  of  a 
woman  lashed  his  good  father.  The  veins  of  his  great  fist  were 
swollen,  his  whole  body  was  tiirobbing  and  trembling  with  the 
helpless  pain  under  which  he  writlied.  '  Colonel  Newcome's 
friends,  ma'am,'  I  said,  '  tliink  very  differently  from  you  ;  and 
that  he  is  a  better  judge  than  you,  or  anyone  else,  of  his  own 
honor.  We  all,  who  loved  him  in  his  prosperity,  love  and  re- 
spect him  more  than  ever  for  the  manner  in  which  lie  bears  his 
misfortune.  Do  you  suppose  that  his  noble  friend,  the  Earl 
of  H.,  wouhl  have  counseled  him  to  a  step  unworthy  of  a 
gentleman  ;  that  the  Prince  de  Montcontour  would  a])plaud  his 
conduct  as  he  does  if  he  did  not  thi'ik  it  a<lmirabK'?'  I 
can  hardly  say  with  what  scorn  I  used  this  argument,  or  what 
depth  of  contenipt  I  felt  for  the  woman  whom  I  knew  it  wouM 
influence.  '  And  at,  this  minute,'  I  added,  '  I  have  come  from 
visiting  the  Grey  Friars  with  one  of  the  Colonel's  relatives, 
M'hose  love  an<l  respec^t  for  him  is  boundless  ;  who  longs  to  l)e 
reconcilecl  to  him,  and  wlio  is  waiting  bi  low,  eager  to  shake 
his  hand,  and  embracre  Clive's  wife.' 

*  Who  is  that  ?'  says  the  Coloiud,  looking  gently  up,  as  ho 
pats  Hoy's  hea<l. 

'Who  is  it.  Pen?'  says  ('live.  I  said  in  a  low  voice. 
*Ktliel;'  and  starting  up  and  <'rying,  '  Kthel  !  Ktliel!'  iio 
ran  froni  the  room. 

Little  Mrs.  Uosey  startcMl  »ip  too  <»n  her  sofa,  clutching  hold 
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of  the  table  cover  with  her  lean  hand,  and  the  two  red  spots  on 
her  cheeks  burning  more  fiercely  than  ever.  I  could  see  what 
passion  was  beating  in  that  poor  little  heart.  Heaven  lielp  us  ! 
what  a  resting  place  had  friends  and  parents  prepared  for  it  ! 

*  Miss  Newcome,  is  it  ?  M}'-  darling  Rosey,  get  on  your 
shawl  ! '  cried  the  Campaigner,  a  grim  smile  lighting  her  face. 

*  It  is  Ethel  ;  Ethel  is  my  niece.  I  used  to  love  her  when 
she  was  quite  a  little  girl,'  says  the  Colonel,  patting  Boy  on 
the  head  ;  *  and  she  is  a  very  good,  beautiful  little  child — 
a  very  good  child.'  The  torture  had  been  too  much  for  that 
kind  old  heart :  there  were  times  when  Thomas  Newcome 
passed  beyond  it.  What  still  maddened  Clive,  excited  his 
father  no  more  ;  the  pain  yonder  woman  inflicted,  only  felled 
and  stupefied  him. 

As  the  door  opened,  the  little  white-headed  child  trotted 
forward  toward  the  visitor,  and  Ethel  entered  on  Clive's  arm, 
who  was  as  haggard  and  pale  as  death.  Little  Boy,  looking 
up  at  the  stately  lady,  still  followed  beside  her,  as  she  ap- 
proached her  uncle,  who  remained  sitting,  his  head  bent  to  the 
ground.  His  thoughts  were  elsewhere.  Indeed,  he  was  fol- 
lowing the  child,  and  about  to  caress  it  again. 

'  Here  is  a  friend,  father  ! '  says  Clive,  laj'ing  a  hand  on 
the  old  man's  slioulder.  '  It  is  I,  Etliel,  uncle  ! '  the  young 
lady  said,  taking  his  hand  ;  and,  kneeung  down  between  his 
knees,  she  flung  her  arms  round  him,  and  kissed  him,  and 
wept  on  his  shoulder.  His  consciousness  had  quite  returned 
ere  an  instant  was  over.  He  embraced  her  with  the  warmth 
of  his  old  affection,  uttering  many  brief  words  of  love,  kind- 
ness, and  tenderness,  such  as  men  speak  when  strongly  moved. 

The  little  boy  had  come,  wondering,  up  to  the  chair  while 
this  embrace  took  place,  and  Clive's  tall  figure  bent  over  the 
three.  Rosej^'s  eyes  were  not  good  to  look  at,  as  she  stared  at 
the  group  with  a  ghastly  smile.  Mrs,  Mackenzie  surveyed  the 
scene  in  haughty  state,  from  behind  the  sofa  cushions.  She 
tried  to  take  one  of  Rosey's  lean  hot  hands.  The  poor  child 
tore  it  awa}^,  leaving  her  ring  behind  her  ;  lifted  her  hands  to 
her  face  ;  and  cried — cried  as  if  her  little  heart  would  break. 
Ah,  me  !  what  a  stor}^  was  there  ;  what  an  outburst  of  pent-up 
feeling  !  what  a  passion  of  pain  !  The  ring  had  fallen  to  the 
ground  ;  the  little  boy  crept  toward  it,  and  picked  it  up,  and 
came  toward  his  mother,  fixing  on  her  his  large  wondering 
eyes.  *  Mamma  crying.  Mamma's  ring  ! '  he  said,  holding  up 
the  circle  of  gold.  With  more  feeling  than  I  had  ever  seen 
her  exhibit,  she  clasped  the  boy  in  her  wasted  arms.  Great 
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Heaven  !  what  passion,  jealousy,  grief,  despair,  were  tearing 
and  trying  all  these  hearts,  that  but  for  fate  might  have  been 
happy. 

Clive  went  round,  and  with  the  utmost  sweetness  and  ten- 
derness, hanging  round  liis  child  and  wife,  soothed  her  with 
words  of  consolation  that  in  truth  I  scarce  heard,  being 
ashamed  almost  of  being  present  at  this  sudden  scene.  No 
one,  however,  took  notice  of  the  witnesses;  and  even  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie's voice  was  silent  for  the  moment.  I  dare  say  Clive's 
words  were  incoherent  ;  but  women  have  more  presence  of 
mind  ;  and  now  Ethel,  with  a  noble  grace  which  I  cannot  at- 
tempt to  describe,  going  up  to  Rosey,  seated  herself  b}'  her, 
spoke  of  her  long  grief  at  the  differences  between  her  dearest 
uncle  and  herself  ;  of  her  early  days,  when  he  had  been  as  a 
father  to  her,  of  her  wish,  her  hop- ,  that  Rosey  should  love 
her  as  a  sister  ;  and  of  her  belief  iliat  better  days  and  happi- 
ness were  in  store  for  them  all.  And  she  spoke  to  the  mother 
about  her  boy  so  beautiful  and  intelligent,  and  told  her  how 
she  had  brought  up  her  brother's  children,  and  hoped  that  this 
one  too  would  call  her  Aunt  Ethel.  She  would  not  stay  now, 
might  she  come  again  ?  Would  Rosey  come  to  her  with  her 
little  boy  ?  Would  he  kiss  her?  He  did  so  with  a  very  good 
grace  ;  but  when  P^thel  at  parting  embraced  the  child's  mother, 
Rosey's  face  wore  a  smile  ghastly  to  look  at,  and  the  lips 
that  touched  Ethel's  clieeks  were  (juite  white. 

'  I  shall  come  and  see  you  again  to-morrow,  uncle,  may  I 
not  ?  I  saw  your  room  to-day,  sir,  and  your  housekeeper  ;  such 
a  nice  old  lady,  and  your  black  gown.  And  you  shall  })ut  it  on 
to-morrow,  and  walk  with  nie,  and  show  me  the  beautiful  old 
buildings  of  the  old  iiospilal.  And  I  shall  come  and  make  lea 
for  you;  the  housekeeper  says  I  may.  Will  you  come  down 
with  me  to  my  carriage  ?  No,  INI r,  IV'iulennis  must  eonie;' 
and  she  quitte<l  the  room,  beckoning  u\v  afltr  her.  'You 
will  speak  to  ('live  now,  won't  you  ?'  she  saitl,  '  and  voiuc  to 
me  this  evening,  and  tell  nic  all  before  you  go  to  bed  ?'  I 
went  l)a('k,  anxious  in  trut  h  to  he  the  messenger  of  good  tidings 
to  my  dear  old  friends. 

Brief  as  my  absence  liad  Ixcn,  i\Irs.  Mackenzie  had  taken 
advantagcof  that  moment  again  to  outrage  ('live  an«l  his  father, 
and  to  announce  that  Hosey  might,  go  to  S('(«  this  Miss  New 
conu',  whom  p«'oph'  r«'Specte<l  because  nhe  was  rich,  but  w  horn 
she  would  never  visit ;  no,  never  !  *  An  insolent,  proud,  imper- 
tinent tljinif  !  Does  slu»  take  n»e  for  a  liousennujl  ?  '  Mm. 
Mackenzie  had  intjuired.    'Am  I  dust  to  l>e  trampled  beiu-ath 
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her  feet  ?  Am  I  a  dog  that  she  can't  throw  me  a  word  ? '  Her 
arms  were  stretched  out,  and  she  was  making  this  inquiry  as  to 
her  own  canine  qualities  as  I  re-entered  the  room,  and  remem- 
bered  that  Ethel  had  never  once  addressed  a  single  word  to 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  in  the  course  of  her  visit. 

I  affected  not  to  perceive  the  incident,  and  presently  said 
that  I  wanted  to  speak  to  Clive  in  his  studio.  Knowing  that  I 
had  brought  my  friend  one  or  two  commissions  for  drawings, 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  was  civil  to  me,  and  did  not  object  to  our 
colloquies. 

*  Will  you  come  too,  and  smoke  a  pipe,  father  ? '  says  Clive. 
^  Of  course  your  father  intends  to  stay  to  dinner  !  '  says  the 

Campaigner,  with  a  scornful  toss  of  her  head.  Clive  groaned 
out  as  we  were  on  the  stair,  *  that  he  could  not  bear  this 
much  longer,  by  heavens  he  could  not.' 

*  Give  the  Colonel  his  pipe,  Clive,*  said  I.  *  Now,  sir,  down 
with  you  in  the  sitters'  chair,  and  smoke  the  sweetest  cheroot 
you  ever  smoked  in  your  life  !  My  dear,  dear  old  Clive  !  you 
need  not  bear  with  the  Campaigner  any  longer  ;  you  may  go 
to  bed  without  this  nightmare  to-night  if  you  like  ;  you  may 
have  your  father  back  under  your  roof  again.' 

*  My  dear  Arthur  !  I  must  be  back  at  ten,  sir,  back  at  ten, 
military  time  ;  drum  beats  ;  no — bell  tolls  at  ten,  and  gates 
close  ; '  and  he  laughed  and  shook  his  old  head.  *  Besides,  I 
am  to  see  a  young  lady,  sir  ;  and  she  is  coming  to  make  tea 
for  me,  and  I  must  speak  to  Mrs.  Jones  to  have  all  things  ready 
— all  things  ready  ; '  and  again  the  old  man  laughed  as  he 
spoke. 

His  son  looked  at  him  and  then  at  me  with  eyes  full  of  sad 
meaning.  *  How  do  you  mean,  Arthur,'  Clive  said,  *  that  he 
can  come  and  stay  with  me,  and  that  that  woman  can  go  ? ' 

Then  feeling  in  my  pocket  for  Mr.  Luce's  letter,  I  grasped  my 
dear  Clive  by  the  hand  and  bade  hira  prepare  for  good  news. 
I  told  him  how  providentially,  two  days  since,  Ethel,  in  the 
library  at  Newcorae,  looking  into  Orme's  *  History  of  India,'  a 
book  which  old  Mrs.  Newcome  had  been  reading  on  the  night 
of  her  death,  had  discovered  a  paper,  of  which  tlie  accompany- 
ing letter  inclosed  a  copy,  and  I  gave  my  friend  the  letter. 

He  opened  it,  and  read  it  through.  I  cannot  say  that  I  saw 
any  particular  expression  of  wonder  in  his  countenance,  for 
somehow,  all  the  while  Clive  perused  this  document,  I  was  look- 
at  the  Colonel's  sweet,  kind  face.  *  It — it  is  Ethel's  doing,' 
said  Clive,  in  a  hurried  voice.    *  There  was  no  such  letter.' 

*  Upon  my  honor,'  I  answered,  *  there  was.    We  came  up 
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to  London  with  it  last  night,  a  few  hours  after  she  had  found 
it.  We  showed  it  to  Sir  Barnes  Ne  wcome,  who — who  could  not 
disown  it.  We  took  it  to  Mr.  Luce,  who  recognized  it  at  once, 
who  was  old  Mrs.  Newcome's  man  of  business,  and  continues 
to  be  the  family  lawyer  :  and  the  family  recognizes  the  legacy 
and  has  paid  it,  and  you  may  draw  for  it  to-morrow,  as  you  see. 
What  a  piece  of  good  luck  it  is  that  it  did  not  come  before  the 
B.  B.  C.  time.  That  confounded  Bundelcund  Bank  would  have 
swallowed  up  this  like  all  the  rest.' 

'  Father  !  father  !  do  you  remember  Orme's  "  History  of 
India  ?  " '  cries  Clive. 

'  Orme's  "  History  !  "  of  course  I  do  ;  I  could  repeat  whole 
pages  of  it  when  I  was  a  boy,'  says  the  old  man,  and  began 
forthwith.  '  "  The  two  battalions  advanced  against  each  other 
cannonading,until  theFrench, coming  toahollow  way,  imagined 
that  the  English  would  not  venture  to  pass  it.  But  Major  Law- 
rence ordered  the  sepoys  and  artillery — the  sepoys  and  artillery 
to  halt  and  defend  the  convoy  against  the  Morattoes  " — Morat- 
toes  Orme  calls  'em.  Ho  !  ho  !  I  could  repeat  whole  pages, 
sir.' 

'  It  is  the  best  book  that  ever  was  written,'  calls  out  Clive. 
The  Colonel  said  he  had  not  read  it,  but  he  was  informed  Mr. 
Mill's  was  a  very  learned  history  ;  he  intended  to  read  it.  *  Eh ! 
there  is  plenty  of  time  now,'  said  the  good  Colonel.  'I  have 
all  day  long  at  Grey  Friars — after  chapel,  you  know.  Do  you 
know,  sir,  when  I  was  a  boy  I  used  wliat  tliey  call  to  tib  out 
and  run  down  to  a  public  house  in  Cistercian  Lane — tlie  Red 
Cow,  sir — and  buy  rum  tiiere  ?  I  was  a  terrible  wild  boy, 
Clivy.  You  weren't  so,  sir,  thank  lieaven  !  A  terrible  wild 
boy,  and  iny  poor  father  Hogged  nie,  though  I  tliinlv  it.  was  very 
liard  on  nie.    It  wasn't  the  pain,  you  know  :  it  wasn't  tlie  pain, 

but  '     Here  tears  came;  into  liis  oycs  and  he  dropped 

his  head  on  liis  hand,  and  the  cigar  ICil  from  it  on  to  the  tloor, 
burnt  almost  out,  an<l  scattering  white  ashes. 

Clive  looked  sadly  at  me.  *  He  was  ofti-n  so  at  Boulogne, 
Arthur,'  he  wliis|)('red  ;  'after  a  scene  with  that — that  woman 
yonder,  his  hciad  wouhl  go  :  he  never  replied  to  her  taunts  ; 
he  bore  her  infernal  cruelty  without  :in  unkind  word.  Oh  !  I 
can  pay  her  back  ;  thank  (J<m1,  I  can  pay  her!  r»ut  who  shall 
j)av  lier,'  he  said,  licnililiug  in  every  liiuh,  *  for  what  she  has 
made  that,  good  man  .sufTerV' 

Ho  turned  to  his  father,  wh(»HtiIl  sat  lost  in  his  meditation!*. 
*  You  need  never  go  i>ack  toiJrey  I'^iars,  father  !'  he  cried  out. 

'Not  go  back,  Clivy  ?    Must  go  hack,  boy,  to  Bay  Ai1nuu» 
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when  my  name  is  called.    "  Newcome  ! "  "  Adsum  !  "  Hey  ; 
that  is  what  we  used  to  say — we  used  to  say  ! ' 

*You  need  not  go  back,  except  to  pack  your  things,  and 
return  and  live  with  me  and  Boy,'  Clive  continued,  and  he 
told  Colonel  Newcome  rapidly  the  story  of  the  legacy.  The 
old  man  seemed  hardly  to  comprehend  it.  When  he  did,  the 
news  scarcely  elated  him  ;  when  Clive  said,  '  They  could  now 
pay  Mrs.  Mackenzie,'  the  Colonel  replied,  'Quite  right,  quite 
right,'  and  added  up  the  sum,  principal  and  interest,  in  which 
they  were  indebted  to  her — he  knew  it  well  enough,  the  good 
old  man.  'Of  course  we  shall  pay  her,  Clivy,  when  we  can  !' 
But  in  spite  of  what  Clive  had  said,  he  did  not  appear  to 
understand  the  fact  that  the  debt  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie  was  now 
actually  to  be  paid. 

As  we  were  talking  a  knock  came  to  the  studio  door,  and 
that  summons  was  followed  by  the  entrance  of  the  maid,  who 
said  to  Clive,  '  If  you  please,  sir,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  says,  how 
long  are  you  a-going  to  keep  the  dinner  waiting?' 

'  Come,  father,  come  to  dinner ! '  cries  Clive  ;  '  and.  Pen, 
you  will  come  too,  won't  you  ?'  he  added  ;  '  it  may  be  the  last 
time  you  dine  in  such  pleasant  company.  Come  along,'  he 
whispered  hurriedly.  *  I  should  like  jou  to  be  there  ;  it  will 
keep  her  tongue  quiet.'  As  we  proceeded  to  the  dining  room 
I  gave  the  Colonel  my  arm  ;  and  the  good  man  prattled  to  me 
something  about  Mrs.  Mackenzie  having  taken  shares  in  the 
Bundelcund  Banking  Compan}^,  and  about  her  not  being  a 
woman  of  business,  and  fancying  we  had  spent  her  money. 
*  And  I  have  always  felt  a  wish  that  Clivy  should  pay  her, 
and  he  will  pay  her,  I  know  he  will,'  says  the  Colonel ;  '  and 
then  we  shall  lead  a  quiet  life,  Arthur  ;  for,  between  ourselves, 
some  women  are  the  deuce  when  they  are  angrj^  sir,'  And 
again  he  laughed  as  he  told  me  this  sly  news,  and  he  bowed 
meekly  his  gentle  old  head  as  we  entered  the  dining  room. 

That  apartment  was  occupied  by  little  Boy  already  seated 
in  his  high  chair,  and  by  the  Campaigner  only,  who  stood  at 
the  mantel-piece  in  a  majestic  attitude.  On  parting  with  her, 
before  we  adjourned  to  Clive's  studio,  I  had  made  my  bow 
and  taken  my  leave  in  form,  not  supposing  that  I  was  about 
to  enjoy  her  hospitality  yet  once  again.  My  return  did  not 
seem  to  please  her.  '  Does  Mr,  Pendennis  favor  us  with  his 
company  to  dinner  again,  Clive  ?'  she  said,  turning  to  her  son- 
in-law.  Clive  curtly  said,  '  Yes  ;  he  had  asked  Mr.  Pendennis 
to  stay.'  ^ 

'You  might  at  least  have  been  so  kind  as  to  give  me  notice,' 
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3ays  th?  Campaigner,  still  majestic,  but  ironical.  *  You  will 
bave  but  a  poor  meal,  Mr.  Pendennis,  and  one  such  as  I  am 
not  accustomed  to  give  my  guests.' 

*  Cold  beef!  what  the  deuce  does  it  matter?'  says  Clive, 
beginning  to  carve  the  joint,  which,  hot,  had  served  our  yes- 
terday's Christmas  table. 

*  It  does  matter,  sir !  I  am  not  accustomed  to  treat  my 
guests  in  this  way.  Maria  !  who  has  been  cutting  that  beef? 
Three  pounds  of  tliat  beef  have  been  cut  away  since  one 
o'clock  to-day  ; '  and  with  flashing  eyes,  and  a  finger  twinkling 
all  over  with  rings,  she  pointed  toward  the  guilty  joint. 

Whether  Maria  had  been  dispensing  secret  charities,  or 
kept  company  with  an  occult  policeman  partial  to  roast  beef, 
I  do  not  know  ;  but  she  looked  very  much  alarmed,  and  said, 
*  Indeed,  and  indeed,  mum,  she  had  not  touched  a  morsel  of 
it ! — not  she.' 

*  Confound  the  beef  ! '  says  Clive,  carving  on. 

*She  has  been  cutting  it ! '  cries  the  Campaigner,  bringing 
her  -st  down  with  a  thump  upon  the  table.  'Mr.  Pendennis  ! 
you  saw  the  beef  yesterday  ;  eighteen  pounds  it  weighed,  and 
tliis  is  what  comes  up  of  it !  As  if  there  was  not  already  ruin 
enough  in  the  house  ! ' 

'  D — n  the  beef  ! '  cries  out  Clive. 

*  No,  no  !  Thank  God  for  our  good  dinner !  J^enedicti  bene- 
dicamus,  Clivy,  my  boy,'  says  the  Colonel, in  a  tremulous  voice. 

'Swear  on,  sir!  let  the  child  hear  your  oaths!  Let  my 
blessed  child,  who  is  too  ill  to  sit  at  table  and  picks  her  bit  of 
sweetbread  on  her  sofa — which  her  poor  \\\oi\\{iv  prepares  for 
her,  Mr.  Pendennis — which  I  cooked  it,  an<l  gave  it  to  her  with 
tfiese  hands — let  her  hear  your  curses  and  bhisphemies,  Clive 
Newcome  !     They  are  lou<l  enough." 

'  Do  let  UK  liave  a  quiet  life,' groans  out  Clive  ;  and  fo»-  nu\ 
I  confess  I  kept  my  e3'eH  steadily  down  upon  my  plate,  nor 
dared  to  lift  thcrji  until  my  portion  of  cold  beef  had  vanished. 

No  farther  outbreak  took  place  until  the  apix-aranci'  of 
the  second  course  ;  wliicli  consiMted,  as  tl»e  ingenious  rentier 
may  su))poHe,  of  the  plutn  puilding,  now  in  a  grille(l  state,  :in«l 
the  remanent  mince  j)ies  from  yesterday's  meal,  Maria,  I 
thought,  looked  particularly  guilty,  as  these  delicacies  were 
placed  on  tlu^  table  ;  slie  si't  them  down  hastily,  and  was  for 
operatinu^  an  instant  retreat. 

lint  the  ('amjiaigner  shrieked  after  lu-r,  'Who  lias  eaten 
that  pudding?  I  insist  uponknowini^  wlio  has  oaten  it,  1  saw 
it  at  two  o'elo(;k  when  I  w  t-ni  dow  n  t<>  the  kitchen  and  fried  a 
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bit  for  my  darling  child,  and  there's  pounds  of  it  gone  since 
then  !  There  were  five  mince  pies  !  Mr.  Pendennis  !  you  saw 
yourself  there  were  five  went  away  from  table  yesterday — 
where's  the  other  two,  Maria  ?  You  leave  the  house  this  night, 
you  thieving,  wicked  wretch — and  I'll  thank  you  to  come  back 
to  me  afterward  for  a  character.  Thirteen  servants  have  we 
had  in  nine  months,  Mr.  Pendennis,  and  this  girl  is  the  worst 
of  them  all,  and  the  greatest  liar  and  the  greatest  thief.' 

At  this  charge  the  outraged  Maria  stood  up  in  arms,  and,  as 
the  phrase  is,  gave  the  Campaigner  as  good  as  she  got.  *  Go  ! 
wouldn't  she  go  ?  Pay  her  her  wages,  and  let  her  go  out  of 
that  'ell  upon  hearth,'  was  Maria's  prayer.  *  It  isn't  you,  sir,' 
she  said,  turning  to  Clive.  '  You  are  good  enough,  and  works 
hard  enough  to  git  the  guineas  which  you  give  out  to  pay  that 
Doctor  ;  and  she  donH  pay  him — and  I  see  five  of  them  in  her 
purse  wrapped  up  in  paper,  myself  I  did,  and  she  abuses  you 
to  him — and  I  heard  her,  and  Jane  Black,  who  was  here  before, 
told  me  she  heard  her.  Go  !  won't  I  just  go  ;  I  despises  your 
puddens  and  pies  ! '  and  with  a  laugh  of  scorn  this  rude  Maria 
snapped  her  black  fingers  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the 
Campaigner's  nose. 

*I  will  pay  her  her  wages,  and  she  shall  go  this  instant  ! ' 
says  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  taking  her  purse  out. 

*  Pay  me  with  them  suvverings  that  you  have  got  in  it, 
wrapped  up  in  paper.  See  if  she  haven't,  Mr.  Newcome,'  the 
refractory  waiting-woman  cried  out,  and  again  she  laughed  a 
strident  laugh. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  briskly  shut  her  portemonnaie,  and  rose 
up  from  table,  quivering  with  indignant  virtue.  *  Go  ! '  she 
exclaimed,  '  go  and  pack  your  trunks  this  instant !  you  quit 
the  house  this  night,  and  a  policeman  shall  see  to  your  boxes 
before  you  leave  it  ! ' 

While  uttering  this  sentence  against  the  guilty  Maria,  the 
Campaigner  had  intended,  no  doubt,  to  replace  her  purse  in 
her  pocket — a  handsome  filigree  gimcrack  of  poor  Rosey's, 
one  of  the  relics  of  former  splendors — but,  agitated  by  Maria's 
insolence,  the  trembling  hand  missed  the  mark,  and  the  purse 
fell  to  the  ground. 

Maria  dashed  at  the  purse  in  a  moment,  with  a  scream  of 
laughter  shook  its  contents  upon  the  table,  and  sure  enough, 
five  little  packets  wrapped  in  paper  rolled  out  upon  the  cloth, 
besides  banknotes  and  silver  and  gold  coin.  *I'm  to  go,  am 
I  ?  I'm  a  thief,  am  I  ? '  screamed  the  girl,  clapping  her  hands. 
*  I  SOY  'em  yesterday  when  I  was  a-lacing  of  her  j  and  thought 
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of  that  poie  young  man  working  night  and  day  to  get  the 
money  !  Me  a  thief,  indeed  !  I  despise  you,  and  Zgive  you 
warning.' 

*  Do  you  wish  to  see  me  any  longer  insulted  by  this  woman, 
Clive  ?  Mr.  Pendennis,  I  am  shocked  that  you  should  witness 
such  horrible  vulgarity,'  cries  the  Campaigner,  turning  to  her 
guest.  *  Does  the  wretched  creature  suppose  that  I — I  who 
have  given  thousands,  I  who  have  denied  myself  everything,  I 
who  have  spent  my  all  in  support  of  this  house  ;  and  Colonel 
Newcome  knows  whether  I  have  given  thousands  or  not, 
and  who  has  spent  them,  and  who  has  been  robbed,  I  say, 
and  ' 

*  Here  !  you  !  Maria  !  go  about  your  business,'  shouted  out 
Clive  Newcome,  starting  up  ;  *  go  and  pack  your  trunks  if 
you  like,  and  pack  this  woman's  trunks  too.  Mrs.  Mackenzie, 
I  can  bear  you  no  more  ;  go  in  peace,  and  if  you  wish  to  see 
your  daughter  she  shall  come  to  you  ;  but  I  will  never,  so  help 
me  God  !  sleep  under  the  same  roof  with  3^ou  ;  or  break  the 
same  crust  with  you  ;  or  bear  your  infernal  cruelty  ;  or  sit  to 
hear  my  father  insulted  ;  or  listen  to  your  wicked  pride  and 
folly  more.  There  has  not  been  a  day  since  you  thrust  your 
cursed  foot  into  our  wretched  house,  but  yow  have  tortnrcil  one 
and  all  of  us.  Look  here,  at  the  best  gentleman,  and  the  kind- 
est heart  in  all  the  world,  you  fiend  !  and  see  to  what  a  condi- 
tion you  have  brouglit  him  !  Dearest  father  !  she  is  going,  do 
you  hear?  She  leaves  us,  and  you  will  come  back  tome,  won't 
you  ?  Great  God,  wom;in,'  he  gasped  out, '  do  you  know  wliat 
you  have  made  me  suffer — what  you  have  done  to  this  good 
man  ?  Pardon,  father,  piirdon  !  '  And  he  sank  down  hy  his 
father's  side,  sobbing  with  j)assionate  emotion.  The  old  man 
even  now  did  not  seem  to  comprehend  the  scene.  When  he 
heard  that  woman's  voice  in  anger,  a  sort  of  stupor  t  ame  over 
him. 

'  I  am  '.i^fieN(7,  am  T  ?'  cries  tlie  lady.  *  You  hear.  Mr,  Pen- 
dennis ;  this  is  the  language  to  which  I  am  accustomed.  I  am 
a  widow,  and  I  truste*!  my  child  and  n»y  all  to  tliat  old  man  ; 
he  robbed  me  and  mv  darliiii;  of  almost  rveiy  f;irthin<<:  we 
had;  and  wliat  lias  been  my  return  for  such  basfurss  ?  I 
luive  lived  in  this  liousc  and  toiled  likr  a  sl<irr  ;  I  have  acted 
as  servant  to  my  blessed  chihl  ;  ni^^'ht  after  niLrht  I  havt»  sat 
with  her,  aiul  month  after  moiitli,  wlu-n  hi  r  /ntsfmml  lias  bei'U 
away,  I  have  nursed  tliat  poor  innocent,  an<l  the  fatlu-r  lining 
robbed  me,  the  son  turns  n>e  out  of  doors  ! ' 

A  sad  thijig  it  was  t«>  wifness.  .and  .a  painful  proof  how  fie- 
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quent  were  these  battles,  that,  as  this  one  raged,  the  poor  little 
boy  sat  almost  careless,  while  his  bewildered  grandfather 
stroked  his  golden  head  !  '  It  is  quite  clear  to  me,  madam,'  I 
said,  turning  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  *  that  you  and  your  son-in-law 
are  better  apart  ;  and  I  came  to  tell  hira  to-day  of  a  most  for- 
tunate legacy,  which  has  just  been  left  to  liim,  and  which  will 
enable  him  to  pay  you  to-morrow  morning  every  shilling,  every 
shilling  which  he  does  not  owe  you.' 

'  I  will  not  leave  this  house  until  I  am  paid  every  shilling 
of  which  I  have  been  robbed,'  hissed  out  Mrs.  Mackenzie;  and 
slie  sat  down,  folding  her  arms  across  her  chest. 

*  I  am  sorry,'  groaned  out  Clive,  wiping  the  sweat  off  his 
brow,  *  I  used  a  harsh  word.  I  will  never  sleep  under  the  same 
roof  with  you.  To-morrow  I  will  pay  you  what  you  claim;  and 
the  best  chance  I  have  of  forgiving  you  the  evil  which  you 
have  done  me  is  that  we  should  never  meet  again.  Will  you 
give  me  a  bed  at  your  liouse,  Arthur  ?  Father,  will  you  come 
out  and  walk  ?  Good-night,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  ;  Pendennis  will 
settle  with  you  in  the  morning.  You  will  not  be  here,  if 
you  please,  when  I  return  :  and  so  God  forgive  you,  and 
farewell.' 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  in  a  tragic  manner  dashed  aside  the  hand 
which  poor  Clive  held  out  to  her,  and  disappeared  from  the 
scene  of  this  dismal  dinner.  Boy  presently  fell  a-crying  :  in 
spite  of  all  the  battle  and  fury,  there  was  sleep  in  his  eyes. 

*  Maria  is  too  busy,  I  suppose,  to  put  him  to  bed,'  said 
Clive,  with  a  sad  smile  ; '  shall  we  do  it,  rather  ?  Come, Tommy, 
my  son  ! '  and  he  folded  his  arms  round  the  child,  and  walked 
with  him  to  the  upper  regions.  The  old  man's  eyes  lighted 
up  ;  his  scared  thoughts  returned  to  him  ;  he  folio w^ed  his  two 
cliildren  up  the  stairs,  and  saw  his  grandson  in  his  little  bed  ; 
and,  as  we  walked  home  with  him,  he  told  me  how  sweetly 
Boy  said  '  Our  Father,'  and  prayed  God  bless  all  those  who 
loved  him,  as  they  laid  him  to  rest. 

So  these  three  generations  had  joined  in  that  supplication  : 
the  strong  man,  humbled  by  trial  and  grief,  whose  loyal  heart 
was  yet  full  of  love — the  child,  of  the  sweet  age  of  those  little 
ones  whom  the  Blessed  Speaker  of  the  prayer  first  bade  to 
come  unto  Him — and  the  old  man,  whose  heart  was  well-nigh 
as  tender  and  as  innocent,  and  whose  day  was  approaching, 
when  he  should  be  drawn  to  the  bosom  of  the  Eternal  Pity. 
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CHAPTER  LXXX. 

IN  WHICH   THE    COLONEL    SAYS  '  ADSUM  '  WHEN 
HIS  NAME  IS  CALLED. 

The  vow  which  Clive  had  uttered,  never  to  share  bread 
with  his  mother-in-law,  or  sleep  under  the  same  roof  with  her, 
was  broken  on  the  very  next  day.  A  stronger  will  than  the 
young  man's  intervened,  and  he  had  to  confess  the  impotence 
of  his  wrath  before  that  superior  power.  In  the  forenoon  of 
the  day  following  that  unlucky  dinner,  I  went  with  my  friend 
to  the  banking  house  whither  Mr.  Luce's  letter  directed  us, 
and  carried  away  with  me  the  principal  sum,  in  which  the 
Campaigner  said  Colonel  Newcome  was  indebted  to  her,  with 
the  interest  accurately  computed  and  reimbursed.  Clive  went 
off  with  a  pocketful  of  money  to  the  dear  old  Poor  Brother 
of  Grey  Friars  ;  and  he  promised  to  return  with  his  father, 
and  dine  with  my  wife  in  Queen  Square.  I  had  received  a 
letter  from  Laura  by  the  morning's  post,  announcing  her  re- 
turn by  the  express  train  from  Newcome,  and  desiring  that  a 
spare  bedroom  shonld  be  got  ready  for  a  friend  who  accom- 
panied her. 

On  reaching  Howland  Street,  Clive's  door  was  opened, 
rather  to  my  sur[)rise,  by  the  rebellious  maid-servant  who  had 
received  her  dismissal  on  the  previous  night  ;  and  the  Doctor's 
carriage  drove  up  as  she  was  still  speaking  to  me,  T\w  })olite 
practitioner  sped  upstairs  to  Mrs.  Newconie's  apart mcnts. 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,  in  a  robe-de-chanibre  and  cap  very  different 
from  yesterday's,  came  out  eagerly  to  meet  the  physician  on 
the  landing,  kre  they  had  been  a<|uart«'r  of  an  hour  togt'ther, 
arrived  a  cab,  which  diKchargcd  an  elderly  person  with  iier 
bandbox  and  bundles  ;  I  had  no  dilliculty  in  reeogni/ing  a 
profeHsional  nurse  in  the  newcomer.  She  tcKxlisMppeared  into 
th(!  siek  room,  and  left  me  sitt  ing  in  the  neighitoriug  ehambi'r, 
th(»  scene  of  the  last  ni'^ht's  (juarrel. 

Hither  presently  came  to  me  Maria,  the  maid.  She  said  she 
liad  not  the  heai  t  to  go  away  now  slu-  was  \\aiite<l  ;  that  they 
l»ad  passed  a  sad  uight,aiid  that  iiooiie  had  l>een  to  bed.  Master 
Tommy  was  bek)W,  and  the  landlady  taking  care  of  him  :  the 
laruUord  had  gon<'  out,  for  the  nurse.  Mrs.  ('live  had  heeii 
taken  bad  after  Mr.  ('live  went  away  the  night  before.  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  had  gone  to  the  poor  young  thing,  and  thori*  she 
went  on,  crying  and  screaming  aixl  stamping,  as  she  iiHcd  to 
do  in  hei-  tantrums,  which  was  most  cruel  of  lu  r,  an<l  madi* 
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Mrs.  Clive  so  ill.  And  presently  the  young  lady  began,  my 
informant  told  me.  She  came  screaming  into  the  sitting  room, 
her  hair  over  her  shoulders,  calling  out  she  was  deserted,  de- 
serted, and  would  like  to  die.  She  was  like  a  madwoman  for 
some  time.  She  had  fit  after  fit  of  hysterics  ;  and  there  was 
her  mother,  kneeling,  and  crying,  and  calling  out  toiler  darling 
child  to  calm  herself — which  it  was  all  her  own  doing,  and  she 
had  much  better  have  held  her  own  tongue,  remarked  the  reso- 
lute Maria.  I  understood  only  too  well  from  the  girl's  account 
what  had  happened,  and  that  Clive,  if  resolved  to  part  with  his 
mother-in-law,  should  not  have  left  her,  even  for  twelve  hours, 
in  possession  of  his  house.  The  wretched  woman,  whose  Self 
was  always  predominant,  and  who,  though  she  loved  her  daugh- 
ter after  her  own  fashion,  never  forgot  her  own  vanity  or  pas- 
sion, had  improved  the  occasion  of  Olive's  absence,  worked 
upon  her  child's  weakness,  jealousy,  ill-health,  and  driven  her, 
no  doubt,  into  the  fever  which  yonder  physician  was  called  to 
quell.  / 

The  Doctor  presently  enters  to  write  a  prescription,  followed 
by  Olive's  mother-in-law,  who  had  cast  Rosey's  fine  Oashmere 
shawl  over  her  shoulders,  to  hide  her  disarray.  *You  here 
still,  Mr.  Pendennis  ! '  she  exclaims.  She  knew  I  was  there, 
Had  not  she  changed  her  dress  in  order  to  receive  me  ? 

*  I  have  to  speak  to  you  for  two  minutes  on  important  busi- 
ness, and  then  I  shall  go,'  I  replied  gravely. 

*  Oh,  sir  !  to  what  a  scene  you  have  come  !  To  what  a  state 
has  Olive's  conduct  last  night  driven  my  darling  child  ! ' 

As  the  odious  woman  spoke  so,  the  Doctor's  keen  eyes,  look- 
ing up  from  the  prescription,  caught  mine.  *  I  declare  before 
Heaven,  madam,'  I  said  hotly,  '  I  believe  you  yourself  are  the 
cause  of  your  daughter's  present  illness,  as  you  have  been  of 
the  misery  of  my  friends.' 

'  Is  this,  sir,'  she  was  breaking  out,  *  is  this  language  to  be 
used  to  ? ' 

'  Madam,  will  you  be  silent  ?  '  I  said.  *  T  am  come  to  bid 
you  farewell  on  the  part  of  those  whom  your  temper  has  driven 
into  infernal  torture.  I  am  come  to  pay  you  every  halfpenny 
of  the  sum  which  my  friends  do  not  owe  you,  but  which  they 
restore.  Here  is  the  account,  and  here  is  the  money  to  settle 
it.  And  I  take  this  gentleman  to  witness,  to  whom,  no  doubt, 
you  have  imparted  what  you  call  your  wrongs '  (the  Doctor 
smiled,  and  shrugged  his  shoulders)  '  that  now  you  nre  paid.' 

*  A  widow — a  poor,  lonely,  insulted  widow  ! '  iriesthe  0am- 
paigner,  with  trembling  hands,  taking  possession  ^f  the  notes. 
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*  And  I  wish  to  know,'  I  continued,  *  when  my  friend's 
house  will  be  free  to  him,  and  he  cnn  return  in  peace  ? ' 

Here  Rosey's  voice  was  heard  from  the  inner  apartment, 
screaming,  '  Mamma  !  mamma  ! ' 

*  I  go  to  my  child,  sir,'  she  said.  *  If  Captain  Mackenzie 
Iiad  been  alive,  you  would  not  have  dared  to  insult  me  so.' 
And  carrying  off  her  money,  she  left  us. 

'  Cannot  she  be  got  out  of  the  house  ?  '  I  said  to  the  Doc- 
tor. '  My  friend  will  never  return  until  she  leaves  it.  It  is  my 
belief  she  is  the  cause  of  her  daughter's  present  illness.' 

'  Not  altogether,  my  dear  sir.  Mrs.  Newcome  was  in  a  very, 
very  delicate  state  of  health.  Her  mother  is  a  lady  of  impetuous 
temper,  who  expresses  herself  very  strongly — too  strongly,  I 
own.  In  consequence  of  unpleasant  family  discussions,  which 
no  physician  can  prevent,  Mrs.  Newcome  has  been  wrought  up 
to  a  state  of — of  agitation.  Her  fever  is,  in  fact,  at  present, 
very  high.  You  know  her  condition.  I  am  apprehensive  of 
ulterior  consequences.  I  have  recommended  an  excellent  and 
experienced  nurse  to  her.  Mr.  Smith,  the  medical  man  at  tlie 
corner,  is  a  most  able  practitioner.  I  shall  myself  call  again  in 
a  few  hours,  and  I  trust  that,  after  theeventwhich  I  apprehend, 
everything  will  go  well.' 

*  Cannot  Mrs.  Mackenzie  leave  the  house,  sir  ?  '  I  asked. 

*  Her  daugliter  cries  out  for  her  at  every  moment.  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  is  certainly  not  a  judicious  nurse,  but  in  Mrs  New- 
come's  present  state  I  cannot  take  upon  myself  to  separate  them. 
Mr.  Newcome  may  return,  and  I  do  think  and  believe  that  his 
presence  may  tend  to  impose  silence  and  restore  tranquillity.' 

I  liad  to  go  back  to  Clive  with  these  gloomy  tidings.  'I'he 
poor  fellow  must  jjut  up  a  bed  in  his  sUulio,  aiul  there  await 
the  issue  of  his  wife's  illness.  I  saw  Thomas  Newcome  could 
not  sleep  under  his  son's  roof  that  night.  That  di-ar  meeting, 
which  })oth  HO  desired,  was  delayed,  who  could  say  tor  how 
long  ? 

*Tiie  Colonel  may  come  to  us,  I  thought  ;  *  our  old  house 
is  big  enough.'  T  guessed  who  was  the  friend  coining  in  niv 
wife's  company,  and  please*!  myself  liy  t  hinking  t  hat  two  f  rii'uds 
MO  dear  sliould  meet  in  our  home,  iient  upon  these  plans,  I 
repaired  to  Grey  Friars,  and  to  Thomas  Newcome's  eliamber 
there. 

Hayham  opened  the  door  when  I  knocked,  and  eanu»  toward 
me  with  a  linger  on  his  li|>,  an<l  a  sad,  sa<l  eountenanee.  lie 
closed  the  door  gently  behind  him,  and  led  me  into  tlu"  court. 
*Clivei8with  him,  and  Miss  Newcome.    lie  is  very  ill.  llo 
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does  not  know  them,'  said  Bayliara,  with  a  soh.  *  He  calls  out 
for  both  of  them  :  they  are  sitting  there,  and  he  does  not 
know  them.' 

In  a  brief  narrative,  broken  by  more  honest  tears,  Fred 
Bayham,  as  we  paced  up  and  down  the  court,  told  me  what 
had  happened.  The  old  man  must  have  passed  a  sleepless  night, 
for,  on  going  to  his  chamber  in  the  morning,  liis  attendant  found 
him  dressed  in  his  chair,  and  his  bed  undisturbed.  He  must 
have  sat  all  through  the  bitter  night  without  a  fire  ;  but  his 
hands  were  burning  hot,  and  he  rambled  in  his  talk.  He 
spoke  of  someone  coming  to  drink  tea  with  him,  pointed  to 
the  fire,  and  asked  why  it  was  not  made  ;  he  would  not  go  to 
bed,  though  the  nurse  pressed  him.  The  bell  began  to  ring 
for  morning  chapel  ;  he  got  up  and  went  toward  his  gown, 
groping  toward  it  as  though  he  could  hardly  see,  and  put  it 
over  his  shoulders,  and  would  go  out,  but  he  would  have  fallen 
in  the  court  if  the  good  nurse  had  not  given  him  her  arm  ;  and 
the  physician  of  the  hospital,  passingf  ortunately  at  thismoment, 
who  had  always  been  a  great  friend  of  Colonel  Newcome's, 
insisted  upon  leading  him  back  to  his  room  again,  and  got  him 
to  bed.  *  When  the  bell  stopped  he  wanted  to  rise  once  more  ; 
he  fancied  he  was  a  boy  at  school  again,'  said  the  nurse,  *  and 
that  he  was  going  in  to  Dr.  Raine,  who  was  schoolmaster  liere 
ever  so  many  years  ago.'  So  it  was,  that  when  happier  days 
seemed  to  be  dawning  for  the  good  man,  that  reprieve  came 
toolate.  Grief,  and  years,  and  humiliation,  and  care,  and  cru- 
elty had  been  too  strong  for  him,  and  Thomas  Newcome  was 
stricken  down. 

Bayham's  story  told,  I  entered  the  room,  over  wliich  the 
twilight  was  falling,  and  saw  the  figures  of  Clive  and  Ethel 
seated  at  each  end  of  the  bed.  The  poor  old  man  within  it 
was  calling  incoherent  sentences.  I  had  to  call  Clive  from  the 
present  grief  before  him,  with  intelligence  of  further  sickness 
awaiting  him  at  home.  Our  poor  patient  did  not  heed  what  I 
said  to  his  son.  'You  must  go  home  to  Rosey,'  Ethel  said. 
*  She  will  be  sure  to  ask  for  her  husband,  and  forgiveness  is 
best,  dear  Clive.  I  will  stay  with  uncle.  I  will  never  leave 
him.  Please  God,  he  will  be  better  in  the  morning  when  you 
come  back.'  So  Clive's  duty  called  him  to  his  own  sad  home  ; 
and,  the  bearer  of  dismal  tidings,  I  returned  to  mine.  The 
fires  were  lit  there,  and  the  table  spread  ;  and  kind  hearts  were 
waiting  to  welcome  the  friend  who  never  more  was  to  enter  my 
door. 

It  may  be  imagined  that  the  intelligence  which  I  brought 
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alarmed  and  afflicted  my  wife,  and  Mme.  de  Florae,  our  guest. 
Laura  immediately  went  away  to  Rosey's  house  to  offer  her 
services,  if  needed.  The  accounts  which  she  brought  thence 
were  very  bad  ;  Clive  came  to  her.  Should  she  not  bring  the 
little  boy  home  to  her  children  ?  Laura  asked  ;  and  Clive 
thankfully  accepted  that  offer.  The  little  man  slept  in  our 
nursery  that  night,  and  was  at  play  with  our  young  ones  on  the 
morrow — happy  and  unconscious  of  the  fate  impending  over 
his  home. 

Yet  two  more  days  had  passed,  and  I  had  to  take  two  adver- 
tisements to  The  Times  newspaper  on  the  part  of  poor  Clive. 
Among  the  announcements  of  Births  was  printed,  '  On  the 
28th,  in  Howland  Street,  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome  of  a  son  still- 
born.' And  a  little  lower  in  the  third  division  of  the  same 
column,  appeared  the  words, '  On  the  29th,  in  Howland  Street, 
aged  26,  Rosalind,  wife  of  Clive  Newcome,  Esq.'  So,  one  day 
shall  the  names  of  all  of  us  be  written  there ;  to  be  deplored 
by  how  many  ?  to  be  remembered  how  long  ?  to  occasion 
what  tears,  praises,  sympathy,  censure  ?  Yet  for  a  day  or  two 
while  the  busy  world  has  time  to  recollect  us  who  have  passed 
beyond  it.  So  this  poor  little  flower  had  bloomed  for  its  little 
day,  and  pined,  and  withered,  and  perished.  There  was  only 
one  friend  by  Clive's  side  following  the  humble  ])rocesRion 
which  laid  poor  Rosey  and  her  child  out  of  sight  of  a  woi  ld 
that  had  been  but  unkind  to  her.  Not  many  tears  were  there 
to  water  her  lonely  little  grave.  A  grief  that  was  akin  to  shame 
and  remorse  humbled  him  as  he  knelt  over  hor.  Poor  little 
harmless  lady  !  no  more  childish  triumphs  and  vanities,  no 
more  hidden  griefs  are  you  to  enjoy  or  suffer  ;  and  earth  closes 
over  your  simple  {)l('asures  aiul  tears  !  The  snow  was  fallinij;' 
and  whitening  the  eoihn  as  they  lowered  it  into  t  he  ground.  It 
was  at  the  sanie  cemetery  in  whieh  l^^idy  Ivew  was  burieil.  I 
dare  say  th(^  same  clergyujan  read  the  same  service  over  tlie 
two  graves,  as  he  will  read  it  for  you  or  any  of  nn  to-morrow 
and  until  his  own  turn  comes.    ( 'ome  away  from  the  place, 

f)Oor  Clive  I  Come  sit  with  your  orphan  lilth-  boy,  and  bear 
\\\\\  on  your  knee,  and  hug  him  1<>  your  lioart.  He  seenjs  v«)nrK 
now,  and  all  a  father's  love  may  p<>ur  out  upon  him.  I'litil 
tluK  hour,  V:\\v  uncont,i(dlal>lo  and  honiclv  tyranny  had  s»'i>a- 
ratetl  liim  from  you. 

It  was  touching  to  see  the  oagerness  and  tender?M*ss  with 
which  the  !^i<'al  strong  man  now  assiinu'd  tlu'  guar<lianhhip  of 
the  child,  and  endowed  him  with  his  entire  wealth  of  afTiM'tion. 
The  little  boy  now  ran  to  ('live  whenever  he  ean»e  in,  and  nat 
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for  hours  prattling  to  him.  He  would  take  the  boy  out  to 
walk,  and  from  our  windows  we  could  see  Olive's  black  figure 
striding  over  the  snow  in  St.  James'  Park,  the  little  man 
trotting  beside  him  or  perched  on  his  father's  shoulder.  My 
wife  and  I  looked  at  them  one  morning  as  they  were  making 
their  way  toward  the  City.  *  He  has  inherited  that  loving 
heart  from  his  father,'  Laura  said  ;  '  and  he  is  paying  over  the 
whole  property  to  his  son.' 

Clive,  and  the  boy  sometimes  with  him,  used  to  go  daily  to 
Grey  Friars,  where  the  Colonel  still  lay  ill.  After  some  days 
the  fever  which  had  attacked  him  left  him  ;  but  left  him  so 
weak  and  enfeebled  that  he  could  only  go  from  his  bed  to  the 
chair  by  his  fireside.  The  season  was  exceedingly  bitter  ;  the 
chamber  which  he  inhabited  was  warm  and  spacious  ;  it  was 
considered  unadvisable  to  move  him  until  he  had  attained 
greater  strength  and  till  warmer  weather.  The  medical  men 
of  the  House  hoped  he  might  rally  in  spring.  My  friend.  Dr. 
Goodenough,  came  to  him  ;  he  hoped  too,  but  not  with  a 
hopeful  face.  A  chamber,  luckily  vacant,  hard  by  the 
Colonel's,  was  assigned  to  his  friends,  where  we  sat  when  we 
were  too  many  for  him.  Besides  his  customary  attendant,  he 
had  two  dear  and  watchful  nurses,  who  were  almost  always 
with  him — Ethel  and  Mme.  de  Florae,  who  had  passed  many 
a  faithful  year  by  an  old  man's  bedside  ;  who  would  have 
come,  as  to  a  work  of  religion,  to  any  sick  couch,  much  more 
to  this  one,  where  he  lay  for  whose  life  she  would  once  gladly 
have  given  her  own. 

But  our  Colonel,  we  all  were  obliged  to  acknowledge,  was 
no  more  our  friend  of  old  days.  He  knew  us  again,  and  was 
good  to  everyone  round  him,  as  his  wont  was  ;  especially 
when  Boy  came,  his  old  eyes  lighted  up  with  simple  happiness, 
and,  with  eager  trembling  hands,  he  would  seek  under  his 
bedclothes,  or  the  pockets  of  his  dressing-gown,  for  toys  or 
cakes,  which  he  had  caused  to  be  purchased  for  his  grandson. 
There  was  a  little  laughing,  red-cheeked,  white-headed  gown- 
boy  of  the  school,  to  whom  the  old  man  had  taken  a  great 
fancy.  One  of  the  symptoms  of  his  returning  consciousness 
and  recovery,  as  we  hoped,  was  his  calling  for  this  child,  who 
pleased  our  friend  by  his  archness  and  merry  ways  ;  and  who, 
to  the  old  gentleman's  unfailing  delight,  used  to  call  him 
*  Codd  Colonel.'  '  Tell  little  F—  that  Codd  Colonel  wants 
to  see  him ';  and  the  little  gown-boy  was  brought  to  him  ;  and 
the  Colonel  would  listen  to  him  for  hours,  and  hear  all  about 
bis  lessons  and  his  play;  and  prattle,  almost  as  childishly,  about 
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Dr.  Raine  and  his  own  early  school-days.  The  boys  of  the 
school,  it  must  be  said,  had  heard  the  noble  old  gentleman's 
touching  history,  and  had  all  got  to  know  and  love  him. 
They  came  every  day  to  hear  news  of  him  ;  sent  him  in  books 
and  papers  to  amuse  him  ;  and  some  benevolent  young  souls — 
God's  blessing  on  all  honest  boys,  say  I — painted  theatrical 
characters  and  sent  them  in  to  Codd  Colonel's  grandson.  The 
little  fellow  was  made  free  of  gown-boys,  and  once  came 
thence  to  his  grandfather  in  a  little  gown,  which  delighted 
the  old  man  hugely.  Boy  said  he  would  like  to  be  a  little 
gown-boy  ;  and  I  make  no  doubt,  when  he  is  old  enough,  his 
father  will  get  him  that  post,  and  put  him  under  the  tuition 
of  my  friend  Dr.  Senior. 

So  weeks  passed  away,  during  which  our  dear  old  friend 
still  remained  with  us.  His  mind  was  gone  at  intervals,  but 
would  rally  feebly  ;  and  with  his  consciousness  returned  his 
love,  his  simplicity,  his  sweetness.  He  would  talk  French 
with  Mme.  de  Florae,  at  wliich  time  his  memory  appeared  to 
awaken  with  surprising  vividness,  his  cheek  fluslied,  and  he 
was  a  youth  again — a  youth  all  love  and  hope — a  stricken  old 
man,  with  a  Vjeard  as  white  as  snow  covering  the  noble  care- 
worn face.  At  such  times  he  called  her  by  her  Christian  name 
of  Leonore  ;  he  addressed  courtly  old  words  of  regard  and 
kindness  to  the  aged  lady  ;  anon  he  wandered  in  liis  talk,  and 
spoke  to  her  as  if  they  still  were  j'oung.  Now,  as  in  those 
early  days,  his  heart  was  pure  ;  no  anger  remained  in  it  ;  no 
guile  tainted  it ;  only  peace  and  good  will  dwelt  in  it. 

Rosey's  death  had  seemed  to  shock  him  for  a  while  when 
the  unconscious  little  boy  spoke  of  it.  Hcforo  that  circuni- 
Btance,  Clive  had  even  forl>orne  to  wear  mourning,l(  st  the  news 
should  agitate  his  father.  The  Colonel  remained  silent  and 
was  very  much  disturbed  all  that  day,  but  he  never  ap])eared 
to  comprehend  the  fact  (piite  ;  and,  once  or  twice  al'terwartl, 
asked.  Why  she  did  not  come  to  see  him  ?  Siic  was  pi  i'vi'ntr<l, 
he  8upi)0sed — she  was  prevented,  he  said,  with  a  look  of  tn- 
ror  ;  In;  never  omc(;  otiierwise  alluded  to  that  uiilu<'ky  tyrant 
of  his  hoiiseliold  who  had  nia<le  his  last  years  so  luiliappy. 

The  circinustance  of  Clive's  leijaey  he  never  understood  ; 
but  more  than  once  spoke  of  liarnes  to  I*!thel,  and  sent  his 
(compliments  to  him,  and  said  he  should  like  t«»  shake  him  by 
the  hand.  liarnes  Newcomc  never  once  olTered  to  t«»iich  that 
honored  liand,  though  his  sister  bore  her  uncle's  n>essago  to 
him.  They  came  often  from  HryanKtone  Siiuare  ;  Mrs.  Hobson 
even  offered  to  sit  with  the  Cidoiiel,  and  read  to  \\\m,  and 
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brought  hira  books  for  bis  improvement.  But  her  presence 
disturbed  him  ;  be  cared  not  for  her  books  ;  the  two  nurses 
whom  he  loved  faithfully  watched  him  ;  and  my  wife  and  I 
were  admitted  to  him  sometimes,  both  of  whom  he  honored 
with  regard  and  recognition.  As  for  F.  B.,  in  order  to  be  near 
his  Colonel,  did  not  tjiat  good  fellow  take  up  his  lodgings  in 
Cistercian  Lane,  at  the  Red  Cow  ?  He  is  one  whose  errors, 
let  us  hope,  shall  be  pardoned,  quia  multum  amavit.  I  am 
sure  he  felt  ten  times  more  joy  at  hearing  of  Clive's  legacy 
than  if  thousands  had  been  bequeathed  to  himself.  May  good 
health  and  good  fortune  speed  him  ! 

The  daj'^s  went  on,  and  our  hopes,  raised  sometimes,  began 
to  flicker  and  fall.  One  evening  the  Colonel  left  his  chair  for 
his  bed  in  pretty  good  spirits,  but  passed  a  disturbed  night,  and 
the  next  morning  was  too  weak  to  rise.  Then  he  remained  in 
his  bed,  and  his  friends  visited  him  there.  One  afternoon  he 
asked  for  his  little  gown-boy,  and  the  child  was  brought  to  him, 
and  sat  by  the  bed  with  a  very  awe-stricken  face  ;  and  then 
gathered  courage,  and  tried  to  amuse  him  by  telling  him  how  it 
was  a  half -holiday,  and  they  were  having  a  cricket  match  with 
the  St.  Peter's  boys  in  the  green,  and  Grey  Friars  w^as  in  and 
winning.  The  Colonel  quite  understood  about  it ;  he  would 
like  to  see  the  game  ;  he  had  played  many  a  game  on  that 
green  when  he  was  a  boy.  He  grew  excited  ;  Clive  dismissed 
his  father's  little  friend,  and  put  a  sovereign  into  liis  liand  ;  and 
away  he  ran  to  say  that  Codd  Colonel  had  come  into  a  fortune 
and  to  buy  tarts,  and  to  see  the  match  out.  7",  curve,  little 
white-haired  gown-boy  !    Heaven  speed  yon,  little  friend. 

After  the  child  had  gone,  Thomas  Newcome  began  to  wan- 
der more  and  more.  He  talked  louder  ;  he  gave  tlie  word  of 
command,  spoke  Hindustanee  as  if  to  his  men.  Then  he  spoke 
words  in  French  rapidl}'",  seizing  a  hand  that  was  near  him,  and 
crying,  *  Toujours,  toujours  ! '  But  it  was  Ethel's  hand  which 
he  took.  Ethel  and  Clive  and  the  nurse  were  in  the  room  with 
him  ;  the  nurse  came  to  us,  who  were  sitting  in  the  adjoining 
apartment ;  Mme.  de  Florae  was  there,  with  my  wife  and 
Bayhara. 

At  the  look  in  the  woman's  countenance  Mme.  de  Florae 
started  up.  *  He  is  very  bad,  he  wanders  a  great  deal,'  the 
nurse  whispered.  The  French  lady  fell  instantly  on  her  knees, 
and  remained  rigid  in  praj^er. 

Sometime  afterward  Ethel  came  in  with  a  scared  face  to 
our  pale  group.  *  He  is  calling  for  you  again,  dear  lady,'  she 
said,  going  up  to  Mme.  de  Florae,  who  was  still  kneeling  ; 
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*  and  just  now  he  said  he  wanted  Pendennis  to  take  care  of  his 
boy.    He  will  not  know  you.'    She  hid  her  tears  as  she  spoke. 

She  went  into  the  room  where  Clive  was  at  the  bed's  foot ; 
the  old  man  within  it  talked  on  rapidly  for  a  while  ;  then  again 
he  would  sigli  and  be  still  ;  once  more  I  heard  him  say 
hurriedly,  *  Take  care  of  him  when  I'm  in  India  ; '  and  then 
with  a  heart-rending  voice  he  called  out,  '  Leonore,  Leonore  ! ' 
She  was  kneeling  by  his  side  now.  The  patient  voice  sank 
into  faint  murmurs  ;  only  a  moan  now  and  then  announced 
that  he  was  not  asleep. 

At  the  usual  evening  hour  the  chapel  bell  began  to  toll,  and 
Thomas  Newcome's  hands  outside  the  bed  feebly  beat  time. 
And  just  as  the  last  bell  struck  a  peculiar  sweet  smile  shone 
over  his  face,  and  he  lifted  up  his  head  a  little,  and  quickly 
said,  *  Adsum  !  '  and  fell  back.  It  was  the  word  we  used  at 
school,  when  names  were  called  ;  and  lo,  he,  whose  heart  was 
as  that  of  a  little  child,  had  answered  to  his  name,  and  stood 
in  the  presence  of  The  Master. 


Two  years  ago,  walking  with  my  children  in  some  pleasant 
fields,  near  to  Berne,  in  Switzerland,  I  strayed  from  them  into  a 
little  wood  ;  and,  coming  out  of  it  prestMitly,  told  them  how  the 
story  had  been  revealed  to  me  somehow,  which  for  three-and 
twenty  months  the  reader  has  been  pleased  to  follow.  As  I 
write  the  last  line  with  a  rather  sad  heart,  Pendennis  and  Laura, 
and  Ethel  and  Clive,  fade  away  into  Fable-land.  1  hardly 
know  whether  they  are  not  tru(»  ;  whether  they  do  not  live  near 
us  Romevvh(!re.  They  were  alive,  and  I  lu'ar<l  their  voices  ;  but 
five  minutes  since  was  touclied  by  their  grief.  And  have  we 
parted  wit  h  tiiem  here  on  a  sudden,  and  without  so  inueli  as  a 

shake  of  the  hand?    Is  yoiuler  line  (  )  which  I  drew  with 

my  own  ])en,  a  barrier  between  me  and  Hades  as  it  were,  across 
wliich  I  (tan  see  those  figures  retreating  and  oidy  dimly  glim- 
mering ?  Hefont  taking  leave  of  !Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis,  mii^ht 
•lie  not  have  told  us  whether  Miss  Mthel  married  anyl>odv. 
finally  V  It  was  provoking  that  lu»  should  retire  to  the  shades 
"without  answering  that  sentimental  (juestion. 

But  though  lie  has  disa|>|»ear<'d  as  iri'evoeably  as  1^'iirvdiee, 
these  minor  (piest  ions  niay  set  t  h'  t  he  ma joi-  one aljove  mt'Ut  loiu'd. 
How  could  l*e?idennis  liaNe  got  all  that  iiifornj;iti»)n  about 
Kt hel's  goin<^s  on  at  lla<leii.  and  willi  I^okI  l\e\v,  tinlc^s  she  had 
told  somelxxly-  her  liiishand,  for  instance,  who.  having  made 
P<'n<lenniH  an  early  confidant  in  his  amour,  gav<'  liimthe  wln)Ie 
Btory  ?     'Clive,'  PeM<leiiiii:s  wiil»r.  evprcHKly,   'is  traveling 
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abroad  with  his  wife.'  Who  is  that  wife  ?  By  a  most  mon« 
Btrous  blunder,  Mr.  Pendennis  killed  Lord  Fariiitosh's  mother 
at  one  page  and  brought  her  to  life  again  at  another  ;  but 
Rosey,  who  was  so  lately  consigned  to  Kensal  Green,  it  is  not 
surely  with  her  that  Clive  is  traveling,  for  then  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
would  probably  be  with  them  to  a  live  certainty,  and  the  tour 
would  be  by  no  means  pleasant.  How  could  Pendennis  have 
got  all  those  private  letters,  etc.,  but  that  the  Colonel  kept  them 
in  a  teak  box,  which  Clive  inherited  and  made  over  to  his 
friend  ?  My  belief  then  is  that  in  Fable-land  somewhere  Ethel 
and  Clive  are  living  most  comfortably  together  ;  that  she  is 
immensely  fond  of  his  little  boy,  and  a  great  deal  happier  now 
than  they  would  have  been  had  they  married  at  first,  when  they 
took  a  liking  to  each  other  as  young  people.  That  picture  of 
J.  J.'s  of  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome  (in  the  Crystal  Palace  Exhibi- 
tion in  Fable-land,)  is  certainly  not  in  the  least  like  Rosey, 
who  we  read  was  fair  ;  but  it  represents  a  tall,  handsome, 
dark  lady,  who  must  be  Mrs.  Ethel. 

Again,  why  did  Pendennis  introduce  J.  J.  with  such  a 
flourish,  giving  us,  as  it  were,  an  overture,  and  no  piece  to  fol- 
low it  ?  J.  J.'s  history,  let  me  confidentially  state,  has  been 
revealed  to  me  too,  -and  may  be  told  some  of  these  fine  summer 
months,  or  Christmas  evenings,  when  the  kind  reader  has  leisure 
to  hear. 

What  about  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  ultimately  ?  My  impres- 
sion is  that  he  is  married  again,  and  it  is  my  fervent  hope  that 
his  present  wife  bullies  him.  Mrs.  Mackenzie  cannot  have  the" 
face  to  keep  that  money  which  Clive  paid  over  to  her,  beyond 
her  lifetime  ;  and  will  certainly  leave  it  and  her  savings  to  little 
Tommy.  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  Mme.  de  Montcontour 
left  a  smart  legacy  to  the  Pendennis  children,  and  Lord  Kew 
stood  godfather  in  case — in  case  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clive  wanted 
such  an  article.  But  have  they  any  children  ?  I,  for  my  part, 
should  like  her  best  without,  and  entirely  devoted  to  little 
Tommy.  But  for  you,  dear  friend,  it  is  as  you  like.  You  may 
settle  your  Fable-land  in  your  own  fashion.  Anything  you 
like  happens  in  Fable-land.  Wicked  folks  die  apropos  (for 
instance,  that  death  of  Lady  Kew  was  most  artful,  for  if  she 
'  had  not  died,  don't  you  see  that  Ethel  would  have  married 
'  Lord  Farintosh  the  next  week  ? ) — annoying  folks  are  got  out 
of  the  way  ;  the  poor  are  rewarded — the  upstarts  are  set  down 
in  Fable-land — the  frog  bursts  with  wicked  rage,  the  fox  is 
caught  in  his  trap,  the  lamb  is  rescued  from  the  wolf,  and  so 
forth,  just  in  the  nick  of  time.    And  the  poet  of  Fable-land 
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rewards  and  punishes  absolutely.  He  splendidly  deals  out 
bags  of  sovereigns,  which  won't  buy  anything  ;  belabors 
wicked  backs  with  awful  blows,  which  do  not  hurt ;  endows 
heroines  with  preternatural  beauty,  and  creates  heroes,  who, 
if  ugly  sometimes,  yet  possess  a  thousand  good  qualities,  and 
usually  end  by  being  immensely  rich.  Ah,  happy,  harmless 
Fable-land,  where  these  things  are  !  Friendly  reader  !  may 
you  and  the  author  meet  there  on  some  future  day  !  He 
hopes  so  ;  as  he  yet  keeps  a  lingering  hold  of  your  hand,  and 
bids  you  farewell  with  a  kind  heart. 

Pabis,  June  28,  1855. 


THE  END. 
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